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PROLOGUE; 

Written  by  Edmond   Malonb,   Efq. 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Kemble; 

tROM  Thefpis*  days  to  this  enlightened  houri 
The  ftage  has  ihewn  the  dire  abufe  of  power} 
What  mighty  mifchief  from  ambition  fprings; 
The  fate  of  herdes,  and  the  fall  of  kings. 
But  thefe  high  themes,  howc'er  adom'd  by  vt| 
Have  feldom  gain*d  the  pailes  of  the  heart : 
Calm  we  behold  the  pompous  mimick  woe^ 
Unmov'd  by  forrdws  We  can  never  know. 
Far  other  feelings  in  the  foul  arife^ 
When  private  griefs  arreft  our  ears  aria  eyes ; 
When  the  falfe  friend,  and  blamelefs,  fufiering  wife> 
llefleft  the  image  of  domeftick  life : 
And  ftill  more  wide  the  fympathy,  more  keen^ 
When  to  each  bre^  refponfive  is  the  fcene ; 
And  the  fine  cords  that  every  heart  intwinei 
Dilated,  vibrate  with  the  glowing  line.— 
Such  is  the  theme,  that  now  demands  your  ear^ 
And  claims  the  filent  plaudit  of  a  tear. 
One  tyrant  pafCon  all  mankind  mufl:  prove; 
The  balm  or  poifon  of  our  lives — is  iffve. 
Love's  fovereign  fway  extends  o*er  every  clinie* 
Nor  owns  a  limit  or  of  fpace  or  time. 
For  love,  the  generous  fair  one  hath  fuftain*d 
More  poignant  ills  than  ever  poet  feign'd. 
For  love,  the  maid  partakes  her  lover's  tomb. 
Or  pines  long  life  out  in  fad  foothlefs  gloom. 

4  N#*tr 


PROLOGUE. 

N^*er  flwU  Oblivion  (hroud  the  Grecian  wife*; 

Who  gave  her  own,  to  favc  a  hufband's  life. 

With  her  contending,  fee  our  Edward's  bride. 

Imbibing  poifon  from  his  mangled  fide. 

Nor  lefs,  though  proiid  of  intelledual  fway. 

Does  haughty  man  the  tyrant  power  obey : 

From  youth  to  age  by  love's  wild  t^mpeft  toft, 

For  love,  even  mighty  kingdoms  has  he  loft* 

Vain — ^wealth,  and  fame,  and  Fortune's  foft'ring  care  f. 

If  no  fond  breaft  the  fplendid  bleffings  (hare ; 

And,  each  day's  buftling  pageantry  once  paft, 

There^  only  there,  his  blifs  is  found  at  laft. 

For  woes  fi£iitious  oft  your  tears  have  flow'd ; 
Your  cheek  for  wrongs  imagijlary  gldw'd. 
To-night  our  poet  means  not  to  aflail 
Your  throbbing  bofoms  with  a  fancy'd  tale. 
Scarce  fixty  funs  their  annual  courfe  have  roU'd^ 
Since  all  was  real  that  our  fcenes  unfold. 
To  touch  your  breafts  with  no  unpleafmg  pain. 
The  Mufe's  magick  bids  it  live  again : 
Bids  mingled  chara£lers,  as  once  in  life, 
Refume  their  funftions,  and  renew  their  ftrifc ; 
While  pride,  revei^,  and  jealoufy's  wild  rage> 
Roufe  all  the  gehius  of  the  impaflion'd  ftage. 

•  —  Speffant  fubatnttm  fata  maritif 

Alceftem.     Jvv. 
•j-  *«  Thou  art  a  flave,  whom  Fortune's  tender  arm 

«  With  faTOur  never  claff  *d."    Timtn  af  Athens. 
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4  JUL  I  At    OR.    THE* 

MAJtCELLUfi. 

Sift  farewd! 
Vou  (hall  hear  mott  of  lae* 

M  A  N  O  A. 

Accept  my  prayers  t 
My  heart's  toofiill  to  fpeak  ihe  thanks  I  owe  yoo* 

[£r//MAKOA,  with  AttenJanii^ 

MARCELLUS. 

He  has  been  forely  wiong'd. — But  who  goes  there? 

[Cami J-LO  paffis  over  thejiage^. 
I  cannot  fure  miftake  him :  *Tis  Camillo. 
Good  kinfman,  tum»  and  own  a  friend  who  loves  youu 

[Camillo  niurns. 

•      SCENE    II. 

CAMItLO,    MaKCELLUS. 

« 

CAMILLO. 

A  gentle  invitation%  -  Ha!  Maicelhis! 

Welcome  once  more  to  Genoa^  my  dear  coufin*  [imiracing. 

We  heard  you  had  efcap'd  with  fome  flight  hurts 

That  bloody  tingermg  bufmefs  thfere  at  Candia; 

But  fuch  fierce  ftorms  of  I^te  have  fwept  our  coaftSy 

Our  fears  were,  left  the  angry  elements. 

Leaguing  ^like  againft  the  Chriftian  crofs, 

Might  prove  worfe  foes  even  than  the  infidels. 

MARCELLUS.. 

We  had  rough  weather,  but  our  fturdy  bark     '^  "'•' 
Out-rode  it.     Is  my  mother  weU  ?  At  leifur* 
I  (hall  fiitigue-your  ear  whh  other  queftions 
My  ignorance  and  your  kindnefe  muft  excofe.         '    .  -    '« 

c  A  M  I  &  1  a 
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ITALIAH   LdVEft.  « 

G  A  M  1 1  L  O. 

You  have  119^  fccn  ber  Aen} 

MAltCELLVS. 

No.     I  arrived 

•  •  •         • 

Within  thb  hour;  and  knowing  how  flie  lov'd, 

JLov^d  even  to  dotage,  my  poor  )>i0t)ier  CIaudio» 

(Loft  by  a  fate  fo  ftrange  and  horrible,) 

I  would  not  ruih  at  once  into  her  prelence» 

Till  fome  kind  friend,  like  you,  fhoidd  fiift  inform  rae. 

How  heRj^  pflTudge  her  g|tiet'»  and  hide  my  own. 

C  A  M  I  L  L  O. 

Thought  lij^e  a  Ton*    But  O,  his  vanifh'd  fornv 
Again  preiented  in  your  living  likenels» 
Will  with  the  ffarong  extreme  convulfe  her  foul. 
And  joy  fo  mix'd  with  axiguiih  doubly  fbuke  her* 

MARCELiirs* 

'Twas  jehat  I  fear'd,  Capiillo.    I  mull  tiy  th^ 
To  fix  Tier  fond  attention  on  myfclf. 
And  ihun  that  direful  theme. 

V 

C  A  M  I  L  L  O. 

Direful  indeed! 
(How  my  heart  ihrinks  even  now.  to  think  of  it!) 
HTis  ever  preient  f  o  her  tortured  fancy : 
And  we  who  daily  fbe  her,  have  obferv'd, 
pur  care  to  give  the  current  of  her  thoughts 
A  dj^i^rent  cdiirfe,  but  fwells  up  her  impatience. 
You  know  the  lady  Fulvia*s  ardent  temper. 
How  fudden,  yet  how  ftrong  in  every  feeling. 

^'     ICARCXLLUS. 

Our  burning  mountains,  when  ^eir  fires  bilift  fQiib» 

B  3  RjS^ 
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Rage  not  more  fiercely  than  her  bread  inflamVI, 
But  is  it  poffible,  in  all  this  time, 
Months  after  months  elaps'd,  no  light,  no  fpaxk^ 
To  guide  to  a  difeovery  has  been  tracM  ? 
The  Turkifli  gsillies  fo  o'erfpread  the  fea. 
My  letters  Tai;dy  reach'd  me  while  at  Gan4it« 

C  A  M  I  L  L  0« 

What  have  you  beard  ?  ' 

M  A  &  C  S  L  L  US. 

,.    But  thus  much,  and  qo  more: 
Two  days  ere  that  for  his  intended  marriage 
With  good  Dura^^o*?  daughter,  lovely  Julia, 
Was^Claudio  miffing;  two  days  more  were  psifs*4. 
In  fniitlefs  fe^rch,  and  fad  anxiety : 
When  on  the  fifth,  fome  weary  mariner^ 
Flying  for  fhelter  from  a  fiiriops  ftorm, 
Midft  the  white  caverns  on  the  weftem  ihorej 
A  mile  from.  Genoai  found  his  lifekfs  bocty : 
In  his  clench'd  hand  was  his  own  blood-ftain*^  fword« 
And  in  his  manly  ))reaft  a  mortal  wound. 

C  AMI^'.LO. 

And  there  ends  all  our  knowledge.    Proclamation. 
Of  vaft  rewards  to  find  hi?  miirdcrer. 
Is  ftill  abroad  through  ^1  the  Itafian  Rates*  ^ ' 
The  untouched  jewels  of  his  coftly  habit, 
Jjright  and  confpi.cuous,  clearly  manifcft 

*Twas  not  the  crime  of  m^n  lyhp  kill  for  fpoit 

« •  "  •    •         ■ 

MARCELLUS. 

Alas,  Camillo,  well  I  knqw  ttic  place ; 
When  we  were  boys  it  was  our  favourite  hi|unt. 
ije  co^ki  not  fure  baye  fall'n  by  his  own  fwprd  ? 


C  A  M  I  It  L  9. 
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4;  AM  I  L  L  O. 

Impoflible':  A  diou|^t  fo  black  and  fullea 
Ne'er  dim*d  the  funlhine  of  his  cheirful  bicalL 
The  joy  he  loQg  had  flgh*d  for  in  his  rcacht 
Poflefs'd  of  all  that  ^Hds  the  mom  of  life. 
And  each  fair  profped  bri^t'ning  to  his  bopet ; 
Befides,  the  exalted  tenour  of  his  mind. 
Too  firm  and  full  for  wUd  qawpitiei; 
They  cruih  that  Uack  coochifion:  nay,  the  lkilfiil« 
Who  fearch'd  the  wound  with  dofeft  art  and  caie» 
Pronounc'd  it,  not  the  exeokUe  woik  ' 
Of  his  own  ftfrotdt*  but  fome  aflUEn's  fliel 

MARC2LLVt« 

May  wakeful  confcience,  like  a  writhing  fimka^ 
If  ftiil  he  lives,  curl  round  the  villain's  heart. 
With  ihatpeft  venom  to  confimie  and  gnaw  himi 
I  know  our  bafe,  Italian,  ibbbing  %irit ; 
In  thedofe  art  of  numkr  none  accell  us. 
Wetreadthemytarth,  breathe  the  fame  air. 
With  our  old  Latian  futtt ;  but,  for  their  virtues^ 
As  well  might  eagles  niftle  their  huge  plumes 
Where  owlets  rooft,  or  filthy  kites  engeodert 
As  they  find  iheker  in  our  daftard  breads. 

C  A  M  I  L  1^  O. 

Jjct  others  rail ;  but  thine*s  a  nobler  taflc; 
To  (hame  degen'iacy  by  fair  example : 
for  twenty  forward  Ipirits,  like  thine  own. 
Might  Iha^e  this  ftate  from  its  iiiglorious  trance^ 
And  roufe  9ttr  (lodi  to  gallant  enterprife. 

MARCELLUS. 
I  left  it  a  kixurious,  Worthlcfs  city. 
Proud  of  its  tralh,  its  wealth ;  if  fuch  I  find  it, 
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I  will  not  ftrike  my  lazy  root  at  hom^ 

To  rot  in  rank  conta^ous  apathy. 

But  leek  again  a  fcene  of  vigorous  a£liom 

The  unflcilful  perfeverance  of  the  Turk 

^tili  wakes  excitement  for  a  foldier^s  ardour.*** 

But  who  are  thofe  fo  eameft  in  diicourie  i 

This  way  they  move. 

CAMILLO. 

Durazzo  |s  the  ddell. 

MARCBLLUS. 

Fair  Julia's  father ;*  him  I  know.    The  other) 

c  A  M  I  L  L  o. 

Mentevole  his  name,  a  noble  youth,  • 
And  fuitor  (hopeleisly»  I  think,}  to  Julia, 
Though  vulgar  fame  calls  him  a  favoured  wooer. 
But  this  report,  ftartling  your  mother's  ear, 
(Who  brooks  no  flight  to  her  ion's  memory,) 
Has  much  eftrangM  her  from  Durazzo's  houie : 
And  thus,  the  bonds  of  their  long  amity 
The  lie  with  many  mouths  has  pitf 'd  afurider. 

MARCELLirS. 

My  care  Ihall  be  to  reunite  their  friendfiiip. 
But  how  myft  I  efteem  Mentevole } 

C  A  M  I  L  t  O, 

As  one  accomplifh'd,  brave,  and  liberal. 
Soon  after  your  dq>arture  for  the  flege. 
He  came  from  travel  homc«  and  was  to  Ciaudio 
A  fecond  felf. 

MARC£LtUS, 

&()  Ih^I  he  be  to  me ;    ,       -     * 
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ITALIAN    tOVEiU  ^ 

ril  wear  him  here.    But  go  thou  to  my  modier. 

Prepare  her  for  my  coming.    For  a  moment 

I^eave  n^^e  to  greet  this  venerable  lord. 

And  Wg  his  introduction  to  the  ftranger.  \^ExU  Cami^l^. 

r 

S  C  P  N  E    III. 

The  ruddy  hue  your  vifage  owns,  my  lord, 
I  fee  with  pleafure  is  found  health's  true  enfign: 
Your  eye's  quick  fpirit  too,  proclaiins  you  frefli 
As  when  the  race  of  ^:arelef$  youth  began* 

D  tr  K  A  z  z  o. 

Such  is  your  wifli,  Marcellus,  and  I  thank  you, 

0  welcome,  to  thy  country!  thyfmooth  cheek 
|las  chang'd  its  down  for  manhood  fince  we  parted, 
But  for  thefe  well-known  kindred  lineaments, 

1  fcarce  durft  fwear,  thou  wert  that  playful  boy, 
Whofe  frolicks  ufed  to  mar  our  gravity. 

And  make  us  fmile  while  chiding. 

MAR'C^tLVS. 

I  remember 
Your  goodnefrdways ;-  now  entreat  your  favour. 
To  reconunend  me  to  this  lord's  eftcemi  '      • 

As,  jby  the  title  of  my  hrother's  friend, 
He  claims  already  mine, 

vv  K  Azzo'.i  I  r 

Menfievole,  ■-''  *•' 

pive  him  your  hand.  .    .       v 

MiENTEVOLE. 

My  heart  too,  'twas  his  bibthcr^  ; 
Aq4  by  that  pledge  grows  thus  s^touppe- acquainted.     "-   ""  " 

^  .  ,  .    PVR  A  ZZO« 


>  <  !»•      • 


lb  jtfL'iA;  OR,  T'nt 

O  U  R  A  Z  Z  O. 

MarcelluSy  you  muft  tell  me  of  your  wars, 
Your  mines*  yourfallies,  ambufcades,  and  dangers. 
Though  now  *tis  long  fince  I  was  cafed  in  fteel, 
The  crcfent  of  our  fwarthy  foe  has  felt  me. 

M  ARCELLir  $•     . 

They  are  flugglifh  fpldierSi  but  right  obftinatc :    - 

So  numerous  too,  it  leems  an  eafier  taflc 

To  kill,  than  count  them.     Now  twice  fifty  thoufan^^    .  ^  -^ 

And  more,  have  fall'n,  in  facking  one  poor  ifle ; 

Yet,  like  light  foani  chaf 'd  by  the  curling  furge, 

£ach  hour  new  turbans  whiten  round  its  fliores. — 

But  yet  I  have  not  vifited  my  mother,   ^ 

And  ihe  by  tHis  expe£b  me. 

D  U  R  A  Z  Z  0. 

Get  tlicg  to  hfcr. 
Unhappy  lady,  may  yguf  prefence  cheer,  her ! 

lExit  Marcellus  ; 

SCENE     IV, 

DURAZZO,     MENTEVOLE.  .  . 

Jshenot  like  to  Ciaudio?  

MEN  t  Vv  OLE. 

Rather  fay, 
is*t  tiot  himfelf,  as  ere  the  tomb  received  him  ? 
But  dear  my  lord,  by  all. that  charm'd  your  youths 
Forgive  me,  though  I  feem  importunat;e^  '-  \         •    '- 

O,  win  your  daughter  to  accept  my  vows; 
For  I  >bav&  lov'd  to  fuch  a  mad  excefi, 
So  ftor'd  up  every  thought^of  happineis    ,       .  .      * 

.4  In 


ymf 


1 


ITAI.KAV   LQVEIt  i( 

I 

Id  that  fond  hope,  (hould  I  prove  hanknipc  there* 
I  daie  not  hxk  to  earth  or  Heaven  for  coofiorc 

D  u  It  A  z  z  o« 

Mentevole,  I  doubt  not  of  your  love; 

My  daughter  too  believes  it;  a  feigned  pafSon 

Speaks  not  your  fervent  language :-« 

9 

*  A  feign'd  paflbnl 

Thus  hear  mc  fwcar— 

D  0  R  A  Z  2  O. 

Osiths  afe  unneoaniy* 
My  tongue  has  not  been  niggard  of  your  pnu^( 
I've  tried  entreaties  too.    A  harih  command, 
Heasd  with  repugnancy,  that  fhe  {hould  Iove» 
Becaufe  her  anxious  father  deems  it  meet. 
Or  you  would  have  it  fo,  mi^t  chai^  at  oner 
The  indiffi»ence  you  complain  of  to  averfion*  ^ 

Thus  the  calm  lake  4m  llept  at  peace  befefe* 
I  Turns  a  ftrong  tide,  aod  lets  ^gain(l  your  wiihei^ 

MSKTBTOLB. 

O,  thed^rces,  myloid,  are  infinite. 
Between  a  harfh  command,  and  fuch  perfi&flM  • 
As  every  day  die  fondeft  parents  ufe. 
In  tender  firife  with  a  Ccy  m^dd's 
Were  I  to  plead  as  arfeed  advocate, 
^ven  for  a  fcanty  rood  of  barren  earth, 
I  Ihould  account  me  faithlefs  to  my  charges    ' 
^  My  rhetorick  o'erpriz'd  at  one  poor  ducaty 

P'ld  I  neglefi  a  glofii,  or  argument, 
Might  fway  the  (inwilfing  judge  to  xxtf  dedfidR*^ 


I  •  * 


• » •     « ■ 


'  « 


jitritAZZO* 


«ft  JULIA;  OR,  tHE 

D  U  R  A  Z  Z  O. 

Inftm A  me  to  I^eed  better.    I  (hall  thank  you. 

MEN  T  E  VO  L  E. 

My  words,  my  a£tion»  fliould  have  life  and  grace  |^ 

]M  probe  his  reafon,  try  his  every  humour. 

Wind  to  his  inmoft  foul,  grow  to  his  eye. 

Watch  where  imprc^ffion  ftqle.upon  his  fenfe ; 

Theie  ply  my-ik^^h,  where  mod  I  found  hin^  weak^ 

Nor  ceafe  to  urge  tilt  I  had  conquer'd  hmu 

Paif&on  thus  bliniiibld  fees  no  ohflade. 

Young  man^  young  man,  b^  calm  a  wh3e»  and  hear  me. 

MENTEVOLB. 

Yet  tell  me  not,  my  fuit  is  defperate; 

Sooth,  though  you  cannot  heal ;  and  I  will  Ufteni^ 

As  if  I  liv'd  by  every  found  you  utto:. 

And  death  and  inattention  were  the  Qm^ 


D  U  K  A  2  Z  O. 

You  knew  long  fino^  to  fee  my  daughter  wedded. 

Without  a  variance  'twixt  her  choice  and  mine» 

Was  my  pryniie^viftfli.    Malignant  deftiny 

Marr'd  diat  fair  profpe£t.    The  aflaflin*s  flab 

Had  almoft  pier^'4  with  one  pernicious  ftroke. 

Two  faithful  breafts.    Anguiih  unutterable        .    . 

On  her  foft  framelay'^  fuch  a  deadly  grafp. 

Too  long  I  treir\|^Ied  for  her  life  and  reafon.  .  ) 

'mentevole. 

Spare  me,  nijtlordi  O  fparc  me  the  lemembrance ; 

^t  harrows  me  too  deeply. 

iv  ^u  RAzza 
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ITAL/IAN    LOVE«.  Jf 

J>  U  R  A  Z  Z  O. 

• 

Can  you  qu^ftiofw 
I  wiih  to  (ee  her  unavailing  forrow 
Changed  to  gay  feftivals,   and  bridal  joy  ? 
Or  think  you,  that  fupinely  I  can  view 
(Thus  chiidlefs,  but  in  her,)  my  houfe's  honours^ 
My  large  eftates,  funk  in  a  virgin's  tomb. 
Or  foatter^d  'mongft  lemoie  and  diankleis  kindred; 
When,  by  alliance  writh  your  well-match*d  love. 
Such  near  and  natural  heirs  may  fpring  lo  blefs  me  i 

M  £  NT  EVOL  S. 

Why,  grant  it  all,  yet  how  have  I  prevaii'd? 
My  prefence  ihe  endures,  for  you  defir*d  it ; 
Yet,  if  the  only  theme  can  touch  me  nearly, 
fiut  trembles  fmm  my  tongue,  her  cheek  turns  pale; 
Her  blood  runs  back,  as  muflering  to  her  heart, 
To  fortify  the  acceis  more  ftrong  againft  me. 
I  pity  him,  who  thinks  he  has  known  diftrefs. 
And  never  felt  the  pang  of  hopelefs  love: 
The  confummation  of  all  other  ills 
Is  light  and  trivial  to  that  mifery« 

t>  U  R  A  Z  Z  O. 

Time  may  do  much,  nor  {hall  my  aid  be  wanting. 

Urge  me  no  more,  nor  doubt  me.     Your  kind  fift^r, 

Olympia,  the  companion  (he  holds  dear, 

May  unobfervM  watch  every  foft  approach. 

And  ftcal  a  lover's  image  on  her  iancy. 

But  lo^  ihe  comes.    Farewel !  I  £o  to  ferve  you. 

££W/  DuRAZza 
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4  JULIA;    OR,   THE 

MARCELLUS. 

Sir,  farewd! 
You  fliall  hear  moit  of  lae.. 

MANOA. 

Accept  my  prayers ! 
My  heart's  too  full  to  fpeak  ^  thanks  I  owe  yoo* 

J^ExiiMxNOA,  with AuenJani^ 

MARCELLUS. 

He  has  been  forely  wiong'd. — But  who  goes  there? 

[Camiljlo  paffis  over  the  Jiage., 
I  cannot  Aire  miflake  him :  'Tis  Camillo. 
Good  kinfman»  turn,  and  own  a  friend  who  loves  yoii. 

[Camillo  returns. 

4 

'      SCENE    II. 
Camillo,  Makcellus. 

« 

CAMILLO. 

A  gentle  invitatioik  -  Ha-!  Maicelhis! 

Welcome  once  more  to  Genoa,  my  dear  coufin*  \enihracing. 

We  heard  you  had  cfcapM  with  fome  flight  hurts 

That  bloody  lingering  bufinefs  thtere  at  Candia*; 

But  fuch  fierce  (lorm$  of  late  have  fwept  our  coaflfit 

Our  fears  were,  left  the  angry  elements. 

Leaguing  ^like  againfl  the  Chriltian  crofs, 

Might  prove  wOTfe  foes  even  than  the  infidels. 

MARCELLUS.       . 

We  had  rough  weather,  but  our  fturdy  bark 
Out-rode  it.     Is  my  mother  well  ?  At  leifur* 
I  (hall  fatigue'-your  ear  whh  other  queftions 
My  ignorance  and  your  kindnefe  mull  excofc*  .1 

c  A  M  1 1 1  a 
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I  TAX  I  AM   LOV£t. 


» 't 


C  A  M  I  L  L  O. 

You  have  lu^  fccn  ber  theni 

MAltCELlVS. 

#        •  •  • 

No.     I  arriv'd 
Within  this  hour;  and  knowing  how  flie  lov'd, 
JLov'd  even  to  dotage,  jsy  poor  brother  Claudio^ 
(Loft  by  a  fate  fo  ftrange  and  horrible,) 
I  would  not  ruih  at  once  into  her  prefence» 
Till  fome  kind  friend,  like  you,  ftiould  firft  inform  rae. 
How  be(itl»  ^u^  her  grief,  and  hide  my  own. 

C  A  M  I  L  L  O. 

Thought  %&  a  Ton*    But  O,  his  vanifh'd  forov 
Again  preiented  in  your  living  likenels. 
Will  with  the  ftrong  extreme  convulfe  her  foul. 
And  joy  fo  mix*d  with  anguifh  doubly  (hfike  her* 

MARCELtUS* 

'Twas  f^hat  I  fear'd,  Camillo.    \  muft  try  thq^ 
To  fix  Tier  fond  attention  on  myfelf. 
And  fhun  that  dircful  theme. 

CAMILLO. 

Direful  indeed! 
(How  my  hcait  fhrinks  even  now,to  diink  of  it!) 
^Tis  ever  preient  io  her  tortured  fancy : 
And  we  who  daily  fbe  her,  have  obferv'd, 
pur  care  to  give  the  current  of  her  thoughts 
A  dj^prent  cdurfe,  but  fwells  up  her  impatience. 
You  know  the  lady  Fulvia's  ardent  temper. 
How  fudden,  yet  how  ftrong  in  every  feeling. 

•'^MARCELLUS. 

■    ■ 

Our  burning  thclu^tains,  when  their  fites  biiifi  forth* 

B  3  RjfQ 


8  JUtlAf   OR,   THE- 

I  will  not  firike  my  lazy  iiKH  at  boin^ 

To  rot  in  rank  contagious  apathy,  .    . 

But  feek  again  a  fcene  of  vigorous  a£tion« 

The  unlkilful  perfcverance  of  the  Turk 

^tili  wakes  excitement  for  a  foldier's  anlour.^M 

fiut  who  are  thofe  fo  earned  in  difcourfe  i 

This  way  they  move. 

CAMILLO. 

Durazzo  is  the  ddeit. 

MARCBI.LUS. 

Fair  Julia's  father;-  him  I  know.    The  other) 

Mentevole  hb name,  a  noble  youth,  * 
And  fuitor  (hopelefsly,  I  thbk,}  to  Julia, 
Though  vulgar  fame  calls  him  a  £ivour*d  wooer. 
But  this  report,  (lartling  your  mother's  ear, 
(Who  brooks  no  flight  to  her  fon*s  memory,) 
Has  much  eftraiigM  her  from  Durazzo's  houie : 
And  thus,  the  bonds  of  their  long  amity 
The  lie  with  many  mouths  has  puflf'd  afunder. 

MARCELLUS. 

My  care  fhall  be  to  reunite  their  friendfliip. 
But  how  muft  I  eftcem  Mentevole  ? 

CAMILLO* 

4  • 

As  one  accomplifb'dt  brave,  and  UbenJ. 
Soon  after  your  departure  for  the  fiege. 
He  came  from  travel  home,  and  was  to  Claudio 
A  fecond  felf. 

MARC£LLUS. 

Spi  {hall  he  be  to  me ;    ,       •     • 


4*- 
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111  wear  him  here.    But  go  diou  to  my  mother. 

Prepare  her  for  my  coming.    For  a  momeat 

I^eave  ipe  to  greet  this  venerable  lord> 

And  b^  his  introdudion  to  the  ibanger.  \^Exii  Cami|.L9, 

SCENE    III. 

To  MaKCBLLUS,  DUKAZZOy  Al/MfiNTBVOLB. 

The  ruddy  hue  your  vifage  owns,  my  lord, 
I  fee  with  pieafure  is  found  heakh*s  true  endgn: 
Your  eye's  quick  fpirit  too»  proclaims  you  frefb 
As  when  the  race  of  eaxelefs  youth  began. 

D  U  X  A  Z  Z  O. 

Such  is  your  wi(h,  Marcellus,  and  I  thank  you« 

0  welcome,  to  thy  countiy !  thy  fmoorii  cheek 
}Ias  changM  its  down  for  manhood  (ince  we  parted* 
But  for  thefe  well-known  kindred  lineaments, 

1  fcarce  durft  fwear*  thou  wert  that  playful  boy, 
Whofe  frolicks  ufed  to  mar  our  gravity, 

And  make  us  fmile  while  chiding. 

M  A  R  C  IS  L  L  U  8. 

I  remember 
Your  goodnefr  always;  now  entreat  your  favour. 
To  recommend  me  to  this  lord's  efleemi 
As,  by  the  title  of  my  hrother*s  inend| 
He  cl^ms  already  mine. 

» 

D  U  R  A  z  z  o; 

Menfevole, 
pive  him  your  handi. 

M|;NTByOL£. 

Myhearttoo,  'twas  his  brother^ ; 
Ai4  by  that  pled^  ^ws  ^us  at  oQpe  acquainted 


••  «'  •       «#  w 


• « »»•    • 


P  U  R  A  Z  Z  O. 


8  JUtlAi  OR,   THE- 

I  will  not  ftrike  my  lazy  iiKH  at  hoin^ 

To  rot  in  rank  contagious  :^thy. 

But  feek  again  a  fcene  of  vigorous  a£tion« 

The  unfldlful  perfcverance  of  the  Turk 

^till  wakes  excitement  for  a  foldier's  a]:dour.«« 

fiut  who  are  thofe  fo  earned  in  difcouife  ? 

This  way  they  move. 

CAMILLO.       . 

Duiazzo  \s  the  dddt 

MARCBI.LUS. 

Fair  Julia's  fitther;'  him  I  know.    The  other) 

c  A  M  I  L  L  o. 

Mentevole  his  name,  a  noble  youth. 
And  fuitor  (hopelefsly,  I  thbk,)  to  Julia, 
Though  vulgar  fame  calls  him  a  favoured  wooer. 
But  this  repent,  ftarding  your  mother's  ear, 
(Who  brooks  no  flight  to  her  fon*s  memory,) 
Has  much  eftrai^M  her  from  Durazzo's  houie : 
And  thus,  the  bonds  of  their  long  amity 
The  lie  with  many  mouths  has  puflf'd  afunder. 

My  care  fhall  be  to  reunite  their  friendfhip. 
But  how  muft  I  eileem  Mentevole  ? 

C  A  M  J  L  !<  0« 

As  one  accomplifb'd,  brave,  and  UbenJ. 
Soon  after  your  dq>arture  for  the  (lege. 
He  came  from  travel  home,  and  was  to  Claudio 
A  fecond  felf. 

MARC£^L^S• 

So  fliaU  he  be  to  me ;    ;       *     • 
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ITALIAN    tOVE.U.  » 

J^U  ivear  him  here.    But  go  thou  to  my  inother» 

p!repare  her  for  my  coming.    For  a  moment 

I/eave  npie  to  greet  this  venerable  lord, 

And  Wg  his  introduction  to  the  firanger.  \^Exii  CAUilL^m 

S  C  p  N  E    III. 
To  Makcellus,  Di/KAZ^a,  ^h^Mentevolb. 

The  ruddy  hue  your  vifage  owns,  my  lord, 
I  fee  with  pleafure  is  found  health's  true  enfign: 
Your  eye's  quick  fpirit  too,  proclaiins  you  frefli 
As  when  the  race  of  tarelefs  youth  began* 

D  U  K  A  Z  Z  O. 

Such  is  your  wilh,  Marcellus,  and  I  thank  you. 

0  wfclcome,  to  thy  countiy!  thy'fmooth  cheek 
|las  chang'd  its  down  for  manhood  (ince  we  parted^ 
But  for  thefe  well-known  kindred  lineaments, 

1  fcarce  durft  fwear,  thou  wert  that  playful  boy, 
Whofe  frolicks  ufed  to  mar  our  gravity, 

And  make  us  fmile  while  chiding. 

M  A  R'C  1$  t  L  U  S. 

I  remember 
Your  goodnefr  Always ;  now  entreat  your  favour. 
To  reconmiend  me  to  this  lord's  efleem^ 
As,  by  the  title  of  my  hrother's  friend, 
He  dain^  already  mine. 


•I  r  1 
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t    ,       »    .. 


D  U  R  AZZO;t   . 

Menievole, 
pive  him  your  hand* 

MINTEYOLE* 

My  heart  too,  'twas  his  bibthcr^; ; 
Aq4  by  that  pledge  grows  thws  at  Qljppe- acquainted.     -   "*  " 

.    P  t7  R  A  Z  Z  O. 


•  I »»•    • 


■  «  :• 


«ft  JULIA;  OR,  THE 

D  U  R  A  Z  Z  O. 

Inftnid  me  to  l^ced  better.    I  (hall  thank  yoa*. 

MEN  TE  VOLE. 

My  words,  my  a^ion,  ihould  have  life  and  g^ce  y 

]M  probe  his  reafon,  try  his  every  humour. 

Wind  to  his  inmoft  foul,  grow  to  his  eye. 

Watch  where  impr^ffion  ftqle.upon  his  fenfe ; 

Theie  ply  my  iUei^gth,  where  moil  I  found  hin^  weak^ 

Nor  ceafe  to  urge  tilT  I  had  conquer'd  hinu 

IMkn  thus  blinilfold  fees  no  ohftgde. 

Young  man^  young  man,  Wf  cahn  a  while,  and  hear  me. 

ME  NTS  VOLE. 

Yet  tdl  me  not,  my  fuit  is  defperate; 

Sooth,  lhou||i  you  cannot  heai;  and  I  will  Uften, 

As  if  I  liv'd  by  eveiy  found  ycHi  utter. 

And  death  and  inattention  wiere  the  £mdcw 

•''  DU  R  AliZO.  ' 

You  knew  kng  finoB^  to  iec  my  daughter  wedded. 
Without  a  variance  'twixt  her  choice  and  mine> 
Was  my  pryo^  wffli.    Malignant  deftiny 
Marr'd  diat  fair  profpefl.    The  aiTaflin's  (hb 
Had  almoft  pief$*4  with  one  pernicious  ftroke. 
Two  faithful  breaft$.    Angiiiih  unutterable 
On  her  foft  frameHay'd  fuch  a  deadly  grafp. 
Too  long  I  tren\]^ed  for  ber  life  and  reafon* 


MENTEVOLE. 

Spare  me,  tcff}xkii  O  fpare  me  the  remembrance ; 

\i  harrows  me  too  deeply. 

, :»u  R  Azza 


ITAL/IAN    LOVE«.  If 

.O  V  R  A  Z  Z  O. 

* 

Can  you  qu^ftiofw 
I  wiih  to  (ee  her  unavailing  forrow 
ChangM  to  gay  feftivals,    and  bridal  joy  ? 
Or  think  you,  that  fupinely  I  can  view 
(Thus  chiidlefs,  but  in  her,)  my  houfe's  honours^ 
My  large  eftates,  funk  in  a  virgin's  tomb. 
Or  foatter'd  'mongft  lemoie  and  diankleis  kindkd; 
When,  by  alliance  with  your  well-match*d  love, 
Such  near  and  natural  heirs  may  fprlng  lo  blefs  me  i 

M  E  W  T  E  VdL  n. 

Why,  grant  it  all,  yet  how  have  I  prevailed? 
My  prefence  ihe  endures,  for  you  defir*d  it ; 
Yet,  if  the  only  theme  can  touch  me  nearly, 
fiut  trembles  from  my  tongue,  her  cheek  turns  pale; 
Her  blood  runs  back,  as  muftering  to  her  heart, 
To  fortify  the  acceis  more  ftrong  againft  me. 
I  pity  him,  who  thinks  he  has  known  diffaefs. 
And  never  felt  the  pang  of  hopelefs  love: 
The  confummation  of  all  other  ills 
Is  light  and  trivial  to  that  mifery« 

t>  U  R  A  Z  Z  O. 

Time  may  do  much,  nor  {hall  my  aid  be  wanting. 

Urge  me  no  more,  nor  doubt  me.    Your  kind  fift^r, 

Olympia,  the  corapanbn  (he  holds  dear, 

May  unobfervM  watch  every  foft  approach. 

And  ftcal  a  lover's  image  on  her  iancy. 

But  l0|^^  ihe  comes.    Farewel !  I  £o  to  ferve  you. 

l£mt  DuRAZza 
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SCENE    V. 

Mentevole,  aUne. 

He  goes  to  ferve  ihe !  Let  his  feeble  breath 

Turn  ice  to  fire»  wake  in  her  frozen  bofom 

&ich  hot  confuming  flames  as  I  feel  here ! 

0»  I  could  fluice  my  veins»  mangle  this  form» 

This  common  fonn^  that  wants  the  power  to  move  her* 

S  C  E  N  E    VI. 

To  him  Olymf  I  A. 

Tell  me,  Olympia,  are  not  women  woo'd 

By  conftancy,  and  deep*pxotefted  oaths  ? 

By  living  on  their  fmiles,  by  nice  attentions? 

By  yielding  up  <!>ur  reafon  to  their  humours  ? 

By  adoration  of  their  beauty's  power? 

By  fighs,  andtearst  by  flattery,  kneeling,  fawning? 

Tell  me  how  many  ways  a  manly  niind 

Muft  be  debased,  to  win  a  lady's  fmile  ? 

OL  Y  M  P  I  A. 

That  which  by  bafenefs  only  can  be  gain'd. 
Were  better  undefur'd.    But  fay,  good  brother^ 
Why  do  you  queftion  with  fuch  angiy  hafte. 
And  what  (Irange  fury  rufiles  all  your  mien  ? 
Give  me  your  hand :  it  burns.    You  are  not  well. 
Your  mind  unquiet  fevers  thus  your  blood. 

MBKTEVOLE. 

No,  no:  a  wttaten's  cbktoefs.    Your  fair  friend,— 
Teach  her  to  fmile,  and  my  diftemper  dies. 

O  L  Y  M  P  I  A. 

She  has  no  fenfe  of  joy :  that  beauteous  flower 
^fyfn  i|s  fweet  head  o'er  Claudio's  bloody  grave. 

MENTEVOtE. 
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I  Tax I AM  LOVEft.  f 

CAMILLO. 

/■  » • 

You  have  119^  fccn  ber  theni 

MAltCELlVS. 

No.     I  arriv'd 

♦  •  •  • 

Within  this  hour;  and  knowing  how  ffae  lov'd, 

JLov'd  even  to  dotage,  my  poor  brother  Claudio^ 

(Loft  by  a  fate  fo  ftrange  and  horrible^) 

I  would  not  ruih  at  once  into  her  prefence» 

Till  fome  kind  friend,  like  you,  ftiould  firft  inform  me. 

How  befity^  ^u^  her  grief,  and  hide  my  own. 

■* 

C  A  M  I  L  L  O. 

Thought  lij^e  a  Ton*    But  O,  his  vanifh'd  forov 
Again  preientedin  your  living  likenefs. 
Will  with  the  fbrong  extreme  convulfe  her  foul. 
And  joy  fo  mix*d  with  anguifh  doubly  (hfike  her, 

MA]tCELL,US« 

•Twas  f^hat  I  fear*d>  Camillo.    \  muft  try  thq^ 
To  fix  Tier  fond  attention  on  myfelf. 
And  fhun  that  dircful  theme. 

m 

CAMILLO. 

Direful  indeed! 
(How  my  hcait  fhrinks  even  now,  to  think  of  it!) 
^Tis  ever  pre(ent  io  her  tortured  fancy : 
And  we  who  daily  fee  her,  have  obferv*d, 
pur  care  to  give  the  current  of  her  thoughts 
A  dj^prent  cdiirfe,  but  fwells  up  her  impatience. 
You  know  the  lady  Fulvia's  ardent  temper. 
How  fudden,  yet  how  ftrong  in  every  feeling. 

■'      ^      M  A  R  C  E  L  L  U  S, 

■    •  « 

Our  burning  thQu^tain$>  when  their  fires  biiifi  forth*         ' ' 

B  3  Rd^ 


\ 

I 


•  lU^^lAi  Oft.  THfc 

Rage  not  more  fiercely  than  her  breaft  inflani\L 
But  is  it  poflible,  in  all  this  time. 
Months  after  months  elapsed,  no  li^t,  no  fjfMukt 
To  guide  to  a  difcovery  has  been  trac'd  ? 
The  Turkiih  ^lies  fo  o'erfpread  the  fea. 
My  letters  rarely  )%ach*d  me  while  at  Can^it. 

C  A  M  I  L  L  0« 

What  have  you  heard  ? 

MA&CELLU'ft,       . 

But  thus  much,  and  no  more: 
Two  days  ere  that  for  his  intended  marriage 
With  good  Piira??o*s  daughtqr»  lovely  Julia, 
Wa^Claudfo  miffing;  two  days  more  were  pais*4 
In  fruitlcfs  fe^rch,  and  fad  anxiety : 
When  on  the  fifth,  fome  weary  mariiiers« 
Flying  for  fheher  from  a  ftirio|i8  ftorm, 
Midft  the  white  caverns  on  the  weftem  ihoref 
A  mile  froni  Genoa,  found  his  lifekfs  body: 
|n  his  clench'd  hand  was  his  own  blood-ftain*d  fwor^t 
And  in  his  manly  l^reaft  a  mortal  wound. 

And  there  eqds  all  our  knowtedge*    Prodanudon. 
Of  vaft  rewards  to  find  his  miirderer. 
Is  dill  abroad  through  9II  the  Italian  fiates^  ^ 
The  untouched  jewels  of  his  coftly  habit, 
Bright  and  confpicuous,  clearly  manifeft 

*Twas  not  tfe  crime  of  m^n  y^hq  kill  for  fpqit 

4'  ♦ 

MARCBLLVS. 

Alas,  Camillo,  well  I  know  the  place ; 
When  we  were  boys  it  was  our  favourite  hapint. 
He  could  not  fure  have  fall'n  by  his  own  fwprd? 


♦. 


C  A  M  I  f*  t  O. 


I 


If 


MJAMtLtb. 

Impoinble':  A  thought  fo  black  and  fuQea 
Ne'er  diinM  the  funihine  fxf  his  chearful  brealL 
The  joy  he  long  had  figh*d  for  in  his  reach, 
Poffcfs'd  of  all  that  ^Ids  th^  mora  of  life. 
And  each  fair  profpeft  bright*ning  to  his  hopes ; 
BeTides,  the  e3calted  tenour  of  his  mind. 
Too  firm  and  full  for  vnid  estveroities; 
They  crulh  that  black  conchifion:  nay,  the  fldlful. 
Who  fearch'd  the  wound  -with  clofeft  art  and  carPf 
Pronounced  it,  not  the  execrfciUe  tToric  ' 
Of  his  own  f^orit  but  fome  afliiffm's  {be}. 

M  A  R  C  £  L  L  V%. 

May  wakeful  conicience,  like  a  writhing  ihake^ 
If  ftill  he  lives,  curl  round  the  viilain's  heart,   - 
With  fharpeft  venom  to  con&me  and  gnaw  hisa! 
I  know  our  bafe,  Italian,  fiabbing  ^irit ; 
In  the  dofe  art  of  muider  none  excdl  us* 
We  tread  the  iptry  earth,  breathe  the  fame  air. 
With  our  old  Latian  fires ;  but,  for  their  virtues^ 
As  well  might  eagles  rufUe  Jbitit  huge  plumes 
Where  owlets  rooft,  or  filthy  kites,  enge^der^i 
As  they  find  fhelter  in  our  dadard  breads. 

CAMlhhO. 

t^  others  rail ;  but  thine*s  a  nobler  talk; 

To  Ihame  degen'racy  by  fair  example : 

fat  twenty  forward  fpirits,  Rte  thine  bwh,      •  '*^«^^"'*^  -  •    ^ 

Might  fliajte  this  (fate  from  its  lAglonous  trimcej 

And  roufe  9ttr-floA  to  gallant  enterprife. 

MARCEL  LUS. 

{ left  it  a  luxurious.  Worthless  city, 

Pr<jud  of  its  trafli,  its  wealth ;  if  fuch  I  find  it, 

B  4  I  wi» 


8  JUtIA}   OR,   THE 

I  win  not  ftrike  my  lazy  iiKH  at  boin^ 

To  rot  in  rank  contagious  ^^thy,  .    . 

But  (eek  again  a  fcene  of  vigorous  a£tion« 

The  unlkilfiil  perfcverance  of  the  Turk 

$till  wakes  excitement  for  a  foldier's  ardour««« 

fiut  who  are  thofe  fo  earned  in  difcourfe  i 

This  way  they  move. 

CAMILLO. 

Durazzo  is  the  didt 

MARCBI.LUS. 

Fair  Julia's  fitther;  him  I  know.    The  other) 

c  A  M  I  L  L  o. 

Mentevole  his  name,  a  noble  youth,  • 
And  fuitor  (hopelefsly,  I  think,}  to  Julia, 
Though  vu^ar  fame  calls  him  a  £ivour*d  wooer. 
But  this  repent,  ftartUng  your  mother's  ear, 
(Who  brooks  no  flight  to  her  fon*s  memory,) 
Has  much  eftr^M  her  from  Durazzo's  houie : 
And  thus,  the  bonds  of  their  long  amity 
The  lie  with  many  mouths  has  puflf'd  afunder. 

MARCELLUS. 

My  care  fhall  be  to  reunite  their  friendflup. 
But  how  myft  I  eftcem  Mentevole  ? 

C  A  M  J  L  !<  0« 

As  one  accomplifb'dt  brave,  and  UbenJ. 
Soon  after  your  dq>arture  for  the  fiege. 
He  came  from  travel  hopaci  and  was  to  Claudio 
A  fecond  felf. 

MARC£LLUS. 

Sp  fb^I  he  be  to  me  i    ,       •    • 


4*- 
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ITALIAN    tOVEiU.  ^ 

Vl\  vresT  him  here.    But  go  thou  to  my  inother» 

Ptepaie  her  for  my  coming.    For  a  moment 

J^eave  npie  to  greet  this  venerable  lord, 

And  b^  his  introdu<£i^ion  to  the  ^-anger.  \^ExU  Cauiil^. 

S  C  p  N  E    III. 
To  Makcellus,  Di/KAZ^a,  ^iu/^Mentevolb. 

The  ruddy  hue  your  vifage  owns,  my  lord, 
I  fee  with  pleafure  is  found  health's  true  enfign: 
Your  eye's  quick  fpirit  too,  proclaims  you  frefli 
As  when  the  race  of  ^arelefs  youth  began* 

D  U  K  A  Z  Z  0« 

Such  is  your  wiih,  Marcellus,  and  I  thank  you. 

0  welcome,  to  thy  countiy !  thyfmooth  cheek 
JIas  chang*d  its  down  for  manhood  fince  we  parted^ 
But  for  thefe  well-known  kindred  lineaments, 

1  fcarce  durft  fwear,  thou  wert  that  playful  boy, 
Whofe  froUcks  ufed  to  mar  our  gravity, 

And  make  us  fmile  while  chiding. 

M  A  R'C  1^  L  L  U  S'. 

I  remember 
Your  goodncfr  always ;  now  entreat  your  favour. 
To  reconmiend  me  to  this  lord's  efleem^ 
As,  by  the  title  of  my  hrother*s  friend, 
He  clain^  already  miiie. 


•        « 


»        *'  r 


DURAZZO;^ 

Mentevole, 
Qvft  him  your  h^4 

mi;ntevol£. 

My  heart  too,  'twas  his  brother^; ; 
Aq4  by  that  pled^  ^ows  thus  s^tQQ(:e>  acquainted.     "*   *"  *- 

9  U  R  A  Z  Z  O. 


<(»»•  .  -If-.. 


fto  JULtA;    OR,    THfi 

Counting  the  impatient  moments  till  her  coming :-«« 
But  my  repining  heart  deferves  no  bleifings* 

O  L  Y  M  P  I  A. 

Tb  labour  to  forget,  I  know,  is  vain ; 
The  fond  endeavour  toils  againft  itfelf. 
And  deeper  graves  the  idea  'twould  efiace; 
Yet  there  are  means-— 

JULIA. 

Unpit)fitable  alL 
Hovir  have  I  dragg'd  about  this  weary  load. 
Through  every  change  of  place  and  circumftance ! 
I  mingled  with  the  young,  the  gay,  the  happy ; 
Forcing  a  hollow  fmile  at  giddy  joy. 
While  my  pale  heart  fat  mocking  it  within : 
The  arrow  (licking  here,  from  fcene  to  fcenc 
You  led  my  fad  infenfibility,         ' 
The  obje£ts  varying,  but  my  foul  the  fame. 

OLYMPIA. 

Too  much,  I  fear,  we  try'd,  and  you  cndur'd 
Our  well-meant.  Unavailing  fervices. 

JULIA. 

Could  I  forbear,  I  would  not  weep,  Olympia; 
Indeed  I  would  not ;  for  it  pains  my  friends. 
'Twas  fuch  a  black,  unapprehended  horrour. 
So  fudden,  and  fo  dreadfully  confummate, 
I  fometimes  for  a  moment  clofe  my  eyes. 
And  (hive  to  think,  IVe  had  a  hideous  dream; 
That,  quite  av^ake,  'twill  vani(h  from  my  brain ; 
TImt,  (till  he  lives,  and  I  again  (hall  fee  him: 
Ah,  no!  the  (hort  illufion  is  the  dream; 
Clandio,  thy  death  the  dire  reality. 

OLrMPIAp 


^ 


ITALIAN    LOVER,  M 

OLYMPIA. 

The  volume  of  his  days  too  foon  was  closed ; 
But  grace  and  honour  had  fo  fiU*d  the  record, 
£ach  page  out-weigh*d  a  long  life's  hiftoty* 

JULIA. 

This  was  the  hour,  when  my  dear  father  earner 
Trembling  and  pale,  to  falter  out  die  tidings. 
That  inftant,  mighty  ruler  of  our  fates ! 
Had  thy  exterminating  arm  reached  here, 
Thefe  floods  of  bitter  tears,  this  black  defpair. 
Had  not  been  numbered  with  the  fins  of  Julia* 

OLYMPIA. 

Tame  languid  minds,  who(e  courfe  glides  dully  on^  / 

Yield,  as  the  flream  to  the  fharp  fevering  keel. 
To  clofe  as  quickly  on  each  tranfient  wound  ; 
But  woe's  deep  traces  pey^r  ^ave  thy  breads 

JUL  I  A. 

Was  I  not  mad|  Olympia?  I  remember| 
I  felt  the  (bb  in  Genoa.— When  I  wak'd. 
The  place,  nor  aught  around  me,  were  theiamt: 
J  faw  the  fmooth  Bifagnio,  as  I  lay. 
Rolling  his  quiet  tide  beneath  my  window; 
It  feem'd  Elyfium,  and  the  peaceful  fhade^ 
Where  guiltlefs  lovers  are  no  more  divided; 

OLYMPIA. 

But  now,  my  friend,  colleSt  your  fortitude ; 
Nor  ftart,  when  you  behold  your  Claudio's  imagv 
Recall'd  to  life,  and  blooming  ii)  Marcellus : 
I  know,  he'll  fi^on  be  here. 

G  3  '  JULIA* 


JULIA- 

Why  (bouW  I  (jrcad  it?^ 
Difus'd  even  to  the  (hadow,  of  a  joy. 
My  fickly  apprehenfi^n  play^  the  cpwaid : . 
Yet  I  will  fee  him. 

O  L  V  M  P I  A. 

You  turn  pale»  vAyJulhi 
Shall  I  forbid  hi$  comilig? 

Na    ThU^^nefs 
Will  pafs  away.    A  treacherous  heAiclj:  waftes  me ;' 
I  (hall  not  fufier  long, — Is  he  fo  like. 
So  very  like  his  brother  ^ 

o  L  y  M  P  I  A. 

Features,  ftature, 
Almoft  the  famfe.    Somewhat  a  bolder  air. 
Yet  gentle  ftill ;  and  (youthful  as  he  is) 
A  little  frown  of  difcontentfd  tl^ight 
Cafts  o'er  his  brow  a  wcMi|c?itajry  l^c, 
That  feegis  not  native  to  hjs  generous  alpefl. 

JULIA. 

In  fuch  an  afpe£t  wa$  my  paradjfe. 

But  now  pale  lead  lies  qn  that  mouldering  face  : 

Whofe  beams  ftot  rapture  once  to  Tuiia's  hofonu 

O  L  Y  M  P  I  A. 

By  nature  fram*d  fpr  every  genial  blifs, 
Turn,  gently  tura,  from  that  cojd  r^trofpeftJ 
And  there  is  one; — 

JULIA. 

I  know  whom  you  would^'name. 
♦  O  L  y  M  P  J  A. 


i 
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ITALIAN   LGVEIL  if 

In  that  fond  hope,  fliouU  I  prove  bankrupt  there^ 
I  dare  not  look  to  earth  or  Heaven  for  comforts 

DURAZZO. 

Mentcvole,  I  doubt  not  of  your  love; 

My  daughter  too  believes  it ;  a  feigned  paffiofli 

Speaks  not  your  fervent  language :—    ' 


MEKTBVOtl. 

♦  A  feign'd  paflionl 

Thus  hear  me  fwear— 

t^uRAzzo; 

Oaths  are  unnfccd&iy. 
,My  tongiie  has  not  been  ni^rd  <^your  pi^ijSe( 
I've  tried  entreaties  too.    A  harih  command^ 
Heajd  with  repugnancy,  that  ihe  lliould  love» 
Becaufe  her  anxious  father  d^ms  it  me^. 
Or  you  would  have  it  fo,  nri^t  change  at  oncr 
The  indifference  you  com^aixl  of  to  averflon.' 
Thus  the  calm  late  that  llejpt  at  peace  befere* 
y  Turns  a  ftrong  tide,  aad  lets  9gainft  your  wiihet*^ 

O,  the  d^recs,  my  loitf,  are  infinite,  ^*'  • 

Between  a  harfh  command,  and  fuch  p^irfil&jQdli  ^ 
As  every  day  die  fondeft  parents  ufe,       '  ^  -  -  ' 
In  tender  ftrife  w^  a  Coi^  m^d*s  retuAlullc^; 
Were  I  to  plead  as  a'  feed  advocate, 
^  Jlven  for  a  fcanty  rood  of  barren  earth,   • 

I  ihould  account  me  faithlefs  to  mly  charg^^    ^  t 
J  My  rhetorick  o'erpriz'd  at  one  poor  ducalt» 

Did  I  negleft  a  glofs',  or  ailment,      ' 
Might  fway  the  ^nwiUiDg  judge  ttitx^decifioR 


f  « '.  \ ' 
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«ft  jut- 1  A;  OR,  THE 

DVRAZZO. 

Jnfinid  me  to  fpeed  better.    I  (hall  thank  yoa» 

MENTEVOLE.  .      . 

r 

My  wordsy  my  a^ion,  fhould  have  life  and  grace  ^ 

Vd  probe  his  reafon,  try  his  every  humour^ 

Wind  to  his  inmoft  foul»  grow  to  his  eye. 

Watch  where  impreffion  ftqle.tqion  his  fenfe ; 

Theie  ply  my'i]iiei\gthj  where  moft  I  found  hin^  weak^ 

Nor  ccafe  to  urge  tilT  I  had  conquer'd  bim» 

TatfSon  thus  blinilfold  fees  no  oUlade. 

YouDg  man^  young  man.  b^  cakn  a  while»  and  hesur  me. 

ME  NT  £  VOLE. 

Yet  tell  me  not»  my  fuit  is  defperate; 

Sooth,  dioug|i  you  cannot  heal ;  and  I  will  liftent 

As  if  I  liv'd  by  eveiy  found  you  utter, 

And  death  and  inattention  were  the  £ima 

You  knew  long  fino^  to  fee  my  daughter  wedded^ 

Without  a  variance  'twixt  her  choice  and  mine> 

Was  my  pryi^  with.    Malignant  deftiny 

Marr'd  that  fair  profpe6i.    The  aifafltn^s  flab 

Had  almoft  piejr^'d  with  one  pernicious  ftroke^ 

Two  faithful  breafts.    Anguiih  unutterable        .    . 

On  her  foft  framelay*}!  fuch  a  deadly  grafp. 

Too  long  I  tren>]^ed  for  her  life  and  reafon.  .  ] 

4 

'mentevoj-e. 

i 

Spare  me,  mytloHlji  O  fparc  me  the  remembrance ; 
|t  harrows  me  too  deeply. 
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ITAL/IAN    LOVE*.  H 

O  V  R  A  Z  Z  O. 

• 

Can  you  queIlion« 
I  wi(h  to  fee  her  unavailing  forrow 
Chai^*d  to  gay  feftivals,   and  bridal  joy } 
Or  think  you>  that  fupindy  I  can  view 
(Thus  childlefsy  but  in  her,)  my  houfe*s  honours. 
My  laige  eftatcs,  funk  in  a  virgin*s  tomb,    ^ 
Or  foatter'd  *mong(l  renune  and  diankleis  kincbcd; 
When»  by  alliance  with  your  welUmatch*d  love. 
Such  near  and  natural  heirs  may  fpring  to  blefs  me  i 

MENTEV^LB. 

Why,  grant  it  all,  yet  how  have  I  prevailed? 
My  prefence  (be  endures,  for  you  defir'd  it ; 
Yet,  if  the  only  theme  can  touch  me  nearly. 
But  trembles  from  my  tongue,  her  cheek  turns  pakr; 
Her  blood  runs  back,  as  muftering  to  her  heart. 
To  fortify  the  accels  more  ftrong  ag^nft  me. 
I  pity  him,  who  thinks  he  has  known  diftrefs. 
And  never  felt  the  pang  of  bopelefs  love: 
The  confummation  of  all  other  ills 
Is  light  and  trivial  to  that  mifery« 

t>  U  R  A  Z  Z  O. 

Time  may  do  much,  nor  fhall  my  ud  be  wanting. 

Urge  me  no  more,  nor  doubt  me.     Your  kind  filler, 

Olympia,  the  companion  fhe  holds  dear. 

May  unobfervM  watch  every  foft  approach^ 

And  ftcal  a  lover's  image  on  her  fancy. 

But  lo^  ihc  comes.    Farewel !  I  go  to  ferve  you. 

££«!/  DuRAzza 


SCENE 


j6  JULIA;  OR  THfi  ' 

Thou  dar'ft  call  beaVeii  the  witnels  of  an  oolhr 

Okmageous  ta  its  own  bkfs'd  providence! 

> 

M£NT£VOi.X. 

Wdl,  be  it  as  it  may,  I  have  fwom  it. 
Knows  the  tjiat  young  Marodlus  is  aniv*d  I 

OLYMPIA. 

Yes;  and  me  pleafing  tidings  for  amomtet 
IKfpell'd  die  cloud  Aat  dimM  her  beauteous  eyes. 
Infbnt  flie  beg'd  me^  and  with  warmth  unufual. 
To  bear  her  greedngs  to  Ml  modier  Fuhrb; 
I  now  was  on  my  w^ 

M£flTBVOLi« 

"llien,  bear  thy  meflage  \ 
Go»  be  the  agent  to  defln^  thy  brother.  .; 
This  compliment,  I  kno^is  but  die  prelude. 
To  invite  a  fecond  Qaudio,  in  Marcellus. 

O  L  Y  M  P I  A. 

If  peace  be  wordi  a  wifli,  and  love  be  fudi 
In  evtiy  other  bofixn,  as  in  diine. 
Let  the  (hort  Aoryon  mygntve-ftone  tdl, 
^  Nor  loving,  nor  bebv*d,  Olympia  died/* 

MBNTE  VOLE. 

You  never  wifli'd  more  wifely :  but  for^ve  me ; 
PSudon  my  infirmity,  'tis  too  like  madneft. 

OtYMPIA. 

*Tts  worfe,  for  madmen  have  their  intervab ; 
Thine's  an  eternal  rage. 


./ 
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MENTEVOLC. 

Go  not  in  anger : 
Return ;  I  will  be  e^nfi ;  tetum,  Olytnpia* 
Thus  on  my  knee  let  me  entreat  you  hear  me. 

[offering  to  huiU 
O  L  Y  M  P  I  A. 

•Pray,  rife.   We  may  be  feen.  What  is't  ?  go  on. 

MENTSVOLS. 

I  have  a  never-failing  inftind  here. 

Which  prompts  me  what  to  dbread.  This  young  MarceUus,—* 

O  L  Y  M  P  t  A. 

Wellf  what  of  him  'i 

MENTEVGLE. 

I  know,  will  fee  her  ihortly* 
Crowd  all  thy  faculties  into  thine  eye ; 
Read  his  reception  keenly ;  mark  him  too ; 
And  give  me  note  of  every  circumftance : 
Their  words,  their  looks,  let  not  a  glance  efcape  tfaeew 
Promife  me  fo,  and  from  this  hour,  Olympia, 
Thy  prudence  (hall  be  my  fole  counfellor : 
Though  you  enjoin  me  to  be  blind  and  mute, 
I'll  bear  it  patient  as  the  tutor'd  child, 
Whofe  fond  in(bru£tor  fmiles,  and  teaches  him. 

OLYMPIA. 

Keep  thefe  conditions,  and  conunand  my  fervice. 
I  linger  here  too  long. — ^Remember  patience. 

[Exit  Olympia* 

SCENE     VIL 

Mentevole,  alone. 

And  what  more  likely  ?  He  is  Claudio's  brother; 

C  Noble 


./ 
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Thou  dar'ft  call  heaVeti  the  witners  of  an  oadir 
Qitiageous  ta  its  own  Uefs*d  providence! 

9 

'  ft 

MENTBVOLjK. 

Well,  be  it  as  it  may,  I  have  fwom  it. 
Knows  ihe  t;)iat  young  Maroellus  is  airiv'd  I 

Yes;  and  w  pleafing  tidings  for  a  moni<!iit 
Difpell'd  the  cloud  tfaat^dimM  her  beauteous  eyes* 
In(hnt  Ihe  beg'd  me,  and  With  warmth  unufualt 
To  bear  her  greetings  to  hii  mother  Fulvia; 
I  now  was  on  my  wa^ 

M£flTXVOLi« 

Xhen>  bear  thy  mefls^  \ 
Go,  be  the  agent  to  deflftw  thy  brother,  r 
This  compliment,  I  kno^is  but  the  prelude^ 
To  invite  a  fecond  Claudio,  in  MarceUus^ 

OLYMPIA. 

If  peace  be  worth  a  wifli,  and  love  be  fudi 
In  every  other  bofbm,  as  in  thine. 
Let  the  ihortflory  on  my g^tve-ftone  tetlt 
••  Nor  lovmg,  nor  belov*d,  Olympia  died." 

MBNTEVOLE. 

You  never  wifli'd  more  wifely :  but  for^ve  me ; 
Pardon  my  infirmity,  *tis  too  like  madneft. 

O  L  Y  M  P  r  A. 

*Tis  worfe,  for  madmen  have  their  intervab; 

Thine*s  an  eternal  rage.  Cf  ^^« 

IWCNTZVOLS. 


U 
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MENTEVOLC. 

Go  not  in  anger : 
Return ;  I  will  be  e^nfi ;  return,  Olympia* 
Thus  on  my  knee  let  me  entreat  you  hear  me. 

[offering  to  htieh 
OLYMPtA. 

•Pray,  rife.   We  may  be  feeh.  What  is't  ?  go  on. 

MENTSVOLS. 

I  have  a  never-failing  inftind  here. 

Which  prompts  me  what  to  dtead.  This  young  Marcellus,—* 

OLYMPtA. 

Well,  what  of  him^ 

MENTE  VOLE. 

I  know,  will  fee  her  ihortly* 
Crowd  all  thy  Acuities  into  thine  eye ; 
Read  his  reception  keenly ;  mark  him  too ; 
And  give  me  note  of  every  circumftance : 
Their  words,  their  looks,  let  not  a  glance  efcape  tfaeew 
Ptomife  me  fo,  and  from  this  hour,  Olympia, 
Thy  prude^ice  (hall  be  my  fole  counfellor : 
Though  you  enjoin  me  to  be  blind  and  mute, 
I'll  bear  it  patient  as  the  tutor'd  child, 
Whofe  fond  inftru£tor  fniiles,  and  teaches  him. 

OLYMPIA. 

Keep  thefe  conditions,  and  conmiand  my  fervice. 
I  linger  here  too  long. — ^Remember  patience. 

[Exit  Olympia* 

SCENE     VIL 

Mentevole,  ahne» 

And  what  more  likely  ?  He  is  Claudio's  brother ; 

C  Noble 
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CMifty  let  ti^  hencft ;  the  air  is  mild  ibroaxl. 
Julia,  we  muft  not  frnk,  bat  flrive  to  baniA 
That  reftlefs  inbred  foe  to  th«  afffided, 
Refledhon,  from  our  bofoms^ 

Julia* 

'Would,  I  could! 
But  death's  long  ileep  alone  can  banifh  him. 

[Exiunt  all  but  MARCELltiS^ 

MAR  CELL  US. 

My  foul  and  all  its  faculties  go  with  her:  [looking  afterlvhiA* 

Grace,  beauty,  fweetnefs,  all  that  captivates^ 

And  holds  us  long  in  dear  delicious  bonds, 

Indiflbluble  bonds,  for  time  too  ibong. 

For  change,  or  casualty,  are  fumdSi*d  up  diere* 

Divinity  of  love,  abfolute  mafler. 

From  this  white  hour,  to  thy  all-j^tent  fway 

Thus  i  fubiiiit  i^e :  hence,  all  idle  thoughts, 

1  chafe  you  forth.     FuU-plum'd'  ambition,  glory^ 

Arms,  and  the  war,  farcwcl !  Her  brighter  image 

Claims  all  my  bofom>  and  difdains  a  rival*  -   [Exit. 

* 

S  GENE      VI. 

A  Place  be/en  Duraz90*s  Palacii 
MlKrtVOLB,  with' it ktter ;  €md  a  StvfvnX* 

Convey  this  letter  to  the  lady  Fulvia ; 

Be  muffled  clofe,  and  cloak'd,  that  none  may  know  you  ; 

Speak  not  a  word,  but  leave  it,  and  return.     [Exit  Servant. 

Pride  and  fufpicion,  in  her  violent*  temper. 

From  this  ihort  fcroll  will  vsrork  rare  mifchief  for  me ; 

One  fpark  will  fet  her  paiHons  in  a  blaze : 

A  hint  to  her  is  proof  t^oiiftrative. — ^ 

So, 
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So, — I  muft  bear  this  too ;  flic  vnA  not  fee  me. 

Her  health  is  ddicate;     But  young  Marccllus» 

He  fits  a  kdy's  chamber  at  all  feafons; 

Soft  as  FavoniuSf— ^and  a  ehenib^s  c^ieek 

Is  not  fo  fmooth  and  rofy.    Precious  minion! 

They  think  me  fure  a  tame  enduring  flave, 

A  trampled  clod :  they  fhdl  not  find*  me  fuch. 

The  fcanty  drop>  which  oncc^  wfts  patience  here, 

Flames  as  it  flows,  and  kindles  all  my  nature 

To  its  own  element  of  fke  within  me. 

■Ha!  he  appears.    Chokb  me  not,  indignation! 

Prey  inwards !  down !  while  I  di&mUe  orimnefi. 

[Me NTE  VOLE  n/ins  a  link* 

S  G  E  >I  E    VIL 

MArcellus  enters^  looking  bach 

Ay,  there's  the  atttaSion.    Th<m  unconfcious  houfe. 

Thy  turrets  fhould  be  cafed  with  beatfeii  gold ; 

For  thou  enfhrin'fl  a  goddcfs. — Can  it  be  ? 

Not  three  years  pafs'd,  regardlcfs  rf  her  chanm 

Day  after  day  I  faw  her,  and  forgot  them. 

Or  does  the  beauty  of  die  full-blown  rofe 

Surpafs  the  promife  of  the  opening  bud  ? 

I  fure  lov'd  Glaudio  well ;  no  brother's  boiid 

Was  truer  to  a  brother ;  yet  felf !  ielf ! 

This  fudden  flower  now  fprings  up  from  his  grave. 

That  in  a  brother  lies  a  rival  buried. 

MENTEVOLE.  [advances 

My  lord,  well  met.    You  then  have  feen  this  wonder. 
Has  fame  exceeded^  think  you  ? 

MARCELLUS. 

How  exceeded  r 

MENTEVOLE^ 
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MEKTBV01.E. 

Deadlyi  jrreConcilable. 
Two  eajger  racers  darting  for  one  goai> 
Both  cannot  win,  but  fhattle  muft  find  the  lofef; 
You  ftep  between  me»  andfte  light  (^  heayen. 
You  ftrive  to  i6b  me  of  my- life's  beft  hapCf  •  ' 

(For  life  without  her  were  nay  curfe,  niy  burden,) 
With  cruel  calmnefs  you  pluck  out  my  heart  ^ 
Therefore, werethe world's  bouiickmore  wid^-andJ^gfy . 
They  could  not  hold  us  bojli. 

J      1  -little  thought 
To  draw  my  fword  againft  my  brother's  friend ; 
And  here  atteft  heaven,  and  my  peaceful  foul. 
You  drag  this  quarrel  on-me. 

ME  NT  E  VOLE. 

Yonder  herd,. 
Who  prying  now  Wbuld  Interrupt  our  purpofc, 
Will  two  hours  hence  be  hous'd,  to  avoid  the  fun» 
Then  riding  at  his  height ,  at  home  TU  wait  you. 
And  lead  you  thence  to  a  fequefterM.fpot, 
Fit  for  the  mottaX  iifu^  of  iOur<  meeting. 

Af  A  R^C  E  L  L  V  S. 

Since  you  will,  have  it  fo, — 

MENTEVOLE. 

-    The  die  is  caft. 
Have  I  the  bulk,  and  finewy  ftrength  of  man, 
-But  to  fullain  a  heavier  injury  ? 
Let  cowards  fhiver  with  a  fmotherM  hate. 
And  fear  the  evil,  valour  niight  avert : 
The  brave  man's  fword  fecures  his  delHny.  [Exeunt  feveraUyn 

THil.EKD   OP  THECSECOND   ACT. 
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ACT    III.     SCENE    I. 

S  Garden^  behind  Mentevole's  houft. 

MfiKTEVOLE  ^i^i^i  ohagdrden'feat'i  looking  dl  a  pi&uri» 

And  muft  I  be  content  with  thee,  poor  (badow) 
Yet  flic's  lefs  kind  than  this  her  couhterfeit, 
For  this  looks  pleas^d^  and^ii^eii^'toTmile  upon  me. 
O,  what  a  form  is  here!  her  poliih'd  front,* 
filue^flender  v^ns,  winding  their,  (ilkeh  maze. 
Through  flelh  of  living  fnow.     Young  Hebe's  hue, 
Blufliing  ambrofial  health.     He)-  plehteous  treiiesi^ 
Luxuriant  beauty!  Thofe  bewitching  eyes. 
That  ftiot  their  foft  contagion  to  my  fptil ; — 
But  where*s  their  varied Tweetncfs?  Where  the  fire 
To  drive  meli  Wiid  with  paflion  to  their  ruin  ? 
Where  are  her  gfentle*  words  ?  the  dewy  breath 
Balming  the  new-blown  rofes  'tis  exhaled  through  ? 
Thou  envious  happy  lawn,  hide  thofe  white  orbs  ' 

That  fwell  beneath  thy  folds' !  Q  power  of  beauty. 
If  thou  canft  fandlify— By  heaven,  my  fiftef : —  [pfi^* 

Up  fair  perdition !       [aftemfting  iaftily  to  put  up  thi  pi^rg, 

he  drops  it  on  the  ground* 

SCENE    II. 

'Twasnotwdl,  01ym|^ 
To  break  ttiis  on  mypHvacy.    My  orcfcis 
Were  ftrifily  giren^tharncfei  fhoalitkd#1ia*feehtiknctf/ 

olyMpia. 
I  would  not  be  deny'd ;  and  "when  you-khiw 

D  2  Why 
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Why  I  am  here,  you  will  have  caufc  to  blefs. 
Not  chide  me  for  the  intrufion. 

MENTE  VOLE. 

Then  be  quick  ; 
For  other  cares,  and  of  more  ferious  import. 
Will  prefently  demand  me.     Speak  your  purpofe. 

O  L  Y  M  P  I  A. 

My  lips  would  ^iye  my  purpofe  little  grace. 
When  fhe,  who  fent  me  forward  but  to  find  you. 
Can  fpeak  it  for.  herfelf,    I  came  with  Julia. 

MENTEVOLE. 

With  Julia?  Do  not  mock  me. 

OLYMPIA. 

Turn.your  eyes    . 
To  yonder  cyprefs,  fee  who  there  expeds  you. 

MENTEVOLE. 

By  all  my  hopes  of  happinefs  'tis  (he : 
Like  a  defceiided  angel  there  fhe  ftands. 

OL  Y  MPI  A»   . 

Herfelf  indeed  (  then  haftc,  conduft  her  hither. 

[Mentevole  rujhes  auK 

SCENE    III. 

Olympia  fees^  and  takes  up  the  piSfurf* 

Ay,  as  I  thought,  h^r  pi&ure.    On  this  face 
His  eyes  were  fed,  when  my  approach  furpris'd  him* 
Thou  fair  confumer  of  his  pining  foiil, 
O,  thou  delicious  poifon^  for  a  while, 
.     ,  Though 
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TTTiough  he  may  grieve,  let  itie  wdihold  thee  from  him ! 
With  what  a  blaze  of  "wealth  has  he  adom'd  it4-  -  * 
What  gems  sare  here !  I'll  leave  it  in  her  fight ; 
This  filent  proof  fliould  more  commend  his  fuit, 
ITkkn  hot-breadi'd  vows,  whole  common  vehemence 
Their  common  vidation  quickly  follows* 

SCENE    IV. 
To  QLYMTIA9  MentEVOLE,  leading  in  JVLlA. 

JULIA. 

Well  may  yon  be  furpris'd,  nor  can  you  queftion. 
When  you  behold  me  here,  how  deep  the  interieft 
That  urges  me  to  feek  you, 

MEl^TEVOLE, 

To  behold  ydu^  - 
(Whatever  the  caufe)  is  fuch  excefs  of  blifs, 
How,  how  (hall  I  pour  out  my  enraptur'd  fenfe^ 
How  thank  this  condefcenfion  ? 

JULIA. 

Good  niy  lord. 
The  anxious  l;K>fom,  ill  at  eafe  like  mine. 
Partakes  no  raptures.     Calmhefs  and  attention^ 
(If  I  deferve  your  thanks,}  will  better  thank  ^^, 

MENTEVOLE. 

Thou  foul  of  all  my  pafljpns !  thj^  fox^d  bre^ 
Is  but  the  obedient  inffarument,  whofe  chords, 
^s  you  think  meet,  found  high,  or  fink  to  filence. 

JULIA. 

« 

I  have  heard  of  your  late  outrage  to  Marcellus. 

»  » 

P  3  '  M1|NT£VOLI(f 
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Hts  he  complainM,  and  to  a  lady's  car>? 

JUL  J  A. 

Wrong  not  his.wdl-txiedxfiuxage.    No ;  ihe  attnndantt  i 
Saw  all  your  furious  ge(lure^»  Ueard.yourxhaUenge^.  -.  ..C-i 
And,  for  prevention,  to  Olympia  ran. 
To  alarm  us  of  the  <)apger. 

He's  conceal'd, 

'   '  ■«■ 

And  has  been  Imcc  your  parting.    That  confinns  it* 
Wafte  not  the  precious  minutes  in  genial* 

MENTEVOLS. 

Fool  that  I  was!  no  kind  concern  for  me. 
The  fafety  of  Martellus,  made  you  feek  me 

•    JULIA. 
And  I  avow  the  motive.     Am  I  held. 
Like  thofe  grim  idols  barbarous  nations  worfhip. 
By  cruel  rites .  to  be  propitiated  ? 
If  love  prevail  not,  dre&'d  in  fmiles  ^4  foftnefs^ 
Array'd  in  bjood  will  the  fell  monfter  charm  me  ? 
No ;  if  you  prize  my  peace,  if  ypu  deiire 
I  ever  more  (hould  name  Mei^tevole, 
Or  fufFer  him  in  thought,  but  with  abhorrence, 
Difmifs  your  caufelefs  hate  to  Claudio's  brother. 

AJ.BN  TEVOL  J|. 

Let  him  difmifs  his  love  to  Claudio's  miflrefs. 

JULIA. 

Your  own,  imaginary,  light  fuggeftion, 

1     "  .    '  MENTE  VOLE, 
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He  boafts  it,  ^&nts  in  it.    Cattifel^  hate !  ^ 

Caufelefs,  to  hate  ^^  envenom*S  thing  that  flixigs  me  ?  ^ 

Direafeii«di^01>lus  youthful  Iflbbd/  ] 
And  mar  his 'Q)^i6us  ontfide  i 

JULIA. 

^  ..  ........ 

^  Watchfiil  Bnfpis, 
Keep  him  in  char^,  InB  o'fcr  his  gallant  head 
Spread  their  prote£Ung  wings,  tx>^vert  thy  curfe^f 

MENTEV.OLE. 

Ha!  am  I  then— 

Is  ichis  your  promised  patiiencft  > 

M£NT£VOL£« 

What  can  I  do? 

JULIA. 

'\)Vliat  reafon  bidsyou-do*    _^     ,..      > 
Not  to  repent^  but  to  commit  a  iVrohg, 
Gives  fhame's  tnie  crimfon  to  the  ingenuous  cheek. 
Alk  his  indulgence,  and  confefs  your  frenzy* 

MEHfEVdLfe. 

The  boy  may  think  I  fear  hlrii/ 

JULIA. 

No,  not  fOr    . 

What  genero&s  fpint  is  hot  fl4w  to  afcrite 
Motives  to  others,  vrhich  itfelf  would  fcom } 
Are  you  alone  too  mighty  to  naVe  err*d  ? 
Rather  fufpedy  your  pride  revolts  to  own  it; 
Acknowledge  it,  and  then  have  caufe  for  pride^ 
And  rife  exalted  by  humility. 

D  4  Contrition^ 
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Contrition  is  fair  virtueVixseek-^'d  fifter ; 

Her  drops  can  waih  oflence  to  fleecy  whiter 

Ti^rning  our  fms  to  gracious  inter^flbrs. 

The  wifeft  fomettmes  may  do  wrong  from  paflion ; 

But  confcious  of  that  wrongs  the  ruffian  only. 

By  brutal  perfeverance»  twice  does  wrong : 

Mean  pride!  falfe  principle!  thie  honour  fcoms  then^ 

M  E  N  T  B  VO  t  E^ 

'  '  >  .  •  '    • 

It  goes  againft  my  nature's  bent. 

JULIA. 

Indeedt 
Then  hear  me,  hear  this  f^kmn  proteilation ; 
Jf  you  |)erfift,  by  that  benevolent  power, 
Whofe  blcfled  beams  aveh  from  violence, 
Whofe  law  forbids  it, — 

MENTEVOLE. 

O,  enough;  forbear 
Yes,  you  fhall  be  obey'd  \  I  will  put  on 
The  me(^k  cjemeanour  of  repenting  raflinefs ; 
And  to'tHe  foe  I  hate,  thu&  bending,  cry. 
Forgive  mc,  fiftce  yoii  will  it.     Yet  remember^ 
J  thus  degrade  me  in  mine  own  efteem, 
Only  to  rife  in  yours.    Your  liberal  nature 
Will  give  my  free  compliance  its  bcft'  gloft. 
It  ihews  your  full  dominion  o'er  my  foul. 
That  joyfully  prefers  your  leaft  command. 
Even  to  my  honour,  which  I  rift  to  obey  yoUf 

JULIA, 

The  aft  befpeaks  itfelf.     I  muft  remember. 

My  peace,  or  mifery,  was  in  your  power : 

You  chofe  tKe  gentler  part,  ai^d  made  me  happy, 

MENTEVOLE. 


.'      '    ■     •'N 
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MENTEVOLE. 

Tranfporting  thought !  behold,  I  fly  to  meet  him,. 
The  lipur  is  come..   Marcellus  now  expefts  me. 
Farewell  my  eyes,  at  variance  with  my  tongue. 
Still  gazf,  and  cannot  bear  to  lofe  thy  beauties. 

l£xit  Mentevo^^, 

SCENE    V- 
•Julia,  Olympia. 

OLYMPIA. 

Indeed  he  loves  you, 

JULIA. 

'Would  to  heaven  he  did  not! 
It  looks,  methinks,  like  hard  ingratitude. 
To  render  aught  for  love,  but  equal  love. 
Efleem,  the  beft  affedion  I  can  ofier, 
^ms  but  a  dull,  unvalued  counterpoife. 
And  pays  the  glowing  ore  with  worthlefs  lead. 
Though  all  be  little,  to  give  aU^  is  bounty.  lExml, 

SCENE     VI. 

£nfer,  at  an  oppofite  ftde^  Marc^llvs  and  Mmtzyole, 

MARCELLUS. 

Enough,  my  lord.    This  fair  acknowledgment 
Has  rais'd  your  juftice  high  in*  my  cfteem. 
A  foldier's  honour  can  require  no  more ; 
And  fure,  tis  better,  thus  to  join  our  hands. 
Than  try  their  ftrength  in  rude  hoftility. 

MENTEVOLE. 

1  was  your  brjithcr's  friend ;  and  while  he  liv'd. 

Though 
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Though  the  fame  paflion  that  ftilL  fires  my  foul. 
Then  fiercely  bum'd  for  this  enchanting  Julia ; 
Yet,  from  refpeft  for  his  precedent  clakn. 
And  to  her  choice  avow*d,  within  my  htcaSt 
I  kept  the  painful  fecret.    He  fo  Iov*d  mt. 
The  wound  he  could  not  liial,  I  wodd  not  fliew: 
Then  fure,  full  equally,  from  you,  Marcellusj, 
New  to  her  charms^  at  lead  I  may  expe& 
A  like  declining* 

MARCXLLUS. 

Good  Mentevole, 

Let's  find  foaie  fafer-febje^. 

.     >     > 

MENTEVOLE. 

No^  this  only. 
I  cannot  fpeak,  or  think,  of  aught  but  her: 
She  is  my  efience;  feeds,,  wakes,  ileeps»  with  me; 
Is  vital  to  me  as  the  air  I  bfcathe. 
But  mark,  I  am  composed ;  no  violence 
Lives  in  my  thokights,  or  ih^U  di^race  my  tcmgoe. 

•       M  All<:ELL0S. 

Then,  kft  I  move  jour  temper,  let  me  leave  you. 

MENTEVOLE. 

rfo,  pr*ythee  no,  not  thus  unfatisfied. 

1*11  not  contend,  bqt  her  tranfdendent  beauty* 

Even  at  firft  fight,  mufl  ftrike  the  gazer's  eye 

With  admiration,  which  might  grew  to  love. 

But  is  it  poflible,  one  interview, 

(For  you  but  once  have  feen  her,)  fhould  fo  root 

Her  image  in  your  foul,  that  all  your  blifs, 

Or  future  mifery,  depends  on  her? 


Mae  cellvs. 
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Regsud  not  mc,  jl^ujt  jcpsfoo  liv  y ourf^f- 
If  all  your  faithful  vows«  your  kngth  of  couitibipf 
Her  father's  favour;  and  the  nainele(s  aids 
Which  time  and  opportunity  have  fumifh'd, 
Raife  not  your  hopes  ftbbve  ^  rivaKs  power ; 
§ajr,  >vere  itiOOtinore  wHe,  nod  maoly  too. 
To  roufe,  and  ihake  oflFfuch  a  hard  dominion? 

IfENTEVOLE, 

How  cold  you  talk  ?  Goodheaven!  I  might  as  well 
Rcfolve  to  change  my  nature ;  ^)id  my  ear 
See  for  my  eye»  or  turn  my  blood  to  milk ; 
l^Tew-ftamp  my  feature^  and  new-mould  my  limbs ; 
Make  this  foft  fleih»  dutt  yields  to  eveiy  print, 
Impaffive  as  thin  ^;  w^e  dmc  and  thou^ 
On  any  wild  impollibility ; 
As  be  the  thing  I  am,  and  ceafe  to  love  her. 

.^iicii.take»  my  lord,  your  courfe,  while  I  ihall  follow 
The  counfel  which  I  offer.    Once  rejected. 
No  more  to  perfecute,  ^efe  mod  I  love^ 
I  ihall  «^f  su\4  mourn  ropuife  i&  fiknce. 

MENTXrO  LS. 

So  thai»  my  kud,  my  fuit  is  perfecution  ? 

MARCELLUS. 

I  faid  it  noi ;  but  (uice  you  will  fearch  further. 
^  Ve  heard  alnooft  as  much. 

MENTBVOLE. 

« 

And  who  inform*d  you  ? 

MAKCELLUS. 
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Thon^  the  fame  psdiion  that  flill,  fires  my  Toul, 
Then  fiercely  bum'd  for  this  enchanting  Julia ; 
Yet,  from  icfpcS  for  his  precedent  dahrii 
And  to  her  choice  avow'd,  within  my  bieaft 
I  kept  the  painiiil  fecret.     He  lb  lov'd  me. 
The  wound  he  could  not  lical,  I  would  ntR  fhnr: 
-  "Tbea  fure,  full  equally,  frrari  you,  MaiceUus, 
New  to  her  channs,  at  Icaft  I  may  expe& 
A  Uke  declimng. 

MARCXLLUS. 
Good  Mcnttvole, 
Le^s  find  Ibme  lafcr-fabje^ 

MENTKTOLE.    ~ 
Nch  diis  only. 
I  cannot  fpeak,  or  think,  of  aught  but  ber : 
9w  is  my  eflence;  feeds,  wakes,  Uecps,  with  bm; 
Is  vital  to  me  as  the  air  1  bceathe. 
But  markj  I  am  compos'd ;  no  nolence 
Lives  in  my  thokghts,  or  fliall  di^sce  my  longBc. 

M  ARCELLCrs. 
Then,  left  I  move  jour  temper,  let  me  leave  yon. 

MENTEVOLE. 
Vo,  pr'ythee  no,  not  thus  unfati^ed. 
1*11  not  contend,  but  her  tnafccndent  beauty. 
Even  at  firft  fight,  muft  ftrike  the  gazer's  eye 
With  admiration,  which  mi^t  greiv  to  love. 
But  is  it  poflible,  one  interview, 
(For  you  but  once  have  {ben  her,]  fhould  lb  root 
Her  image  in  \oiir  foul,  iliai  all  ynur  blifs, 
Ot  future  mifcryi  depends  on  her? 


h 
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Regard  not  me,  imxs^<>fix4^  y{mt^^ 
If  all  your  faithful  vows«  your  length  of  courtlhip» 
Her  father's  favour;  and  the  namelefs  aids 
Which  time  and  opportunity  have  fumilh'd, 
Raife  not  your  hopes  ftbbve  i  rivaFs  power ; 
§ay,  Iwereitjootmore  wife,  ;andjoiaoJy  too. 
To  roufe,  and  ihake  oflF  fuch  a  hard  dominion  ? 

IfENTEVOLE. 

How  cold  you  talk?  Goodheaven!  I  might  as  well 
Refolve  to  change  my  natuie ;  ^id  my  ear 
See  for  my  eye»  or  turn  my  blood  to  milk ; 
New-Aamp  my  feature^  and  new-mould  my  limbs; 
Make  this  foft  fleih,  ihat  .yields  to  eveiy  print, 
Impaflive  as  thin  ^ir;  w^e  time  and  thQU^ 
On  any  wild  imp^bility ; 
As  be  the  thing  I  am,  and  ceafe  to  love  her. 

^AKQZJ,LVS. 

^hca^takc;  my  lord,  your  courfe,  while  I  fhall  follow 
The  counfel  which  I  offer.    Once  rejefted. 
No  more  to  perfecute,  whefc  moft  Hove, 
I  ihall  Kt^,  ai\4  mourn  r^lfe  1&  filence. 

MENTXrOLS. 

So  thai,  my  Ipid,  my  fuit  is  persecution?    - 


*'*     -<' 


MAR  CELL  us. 

•  •      »j  ■  >  ■ 

I  faid  it  no( ;  but  (uice  you  will  fearch  further* 
IVe  heard  alnooft  as  much. 


MENTEVOLE. 


And  who  inform*d  you  ? 


m"  AKC'E  L  LU  $• 
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MARCELLUS. 

A  lower  tone,  perhaps^  may  meet  an  anfwer. 

MENTEVOLE. 

I  u;/// be  anfweped. 

MARC£-LL(rS« 

Will!— ^hot-man,  farewell!        [g^g^ 

MENTEVOLE. 

Come  back.     I'll  anfwer  for  you;     Your  own  pride  j-^ 

M  a'r  c  £  l  I.  u  S^ 
Ha!  have  a  caret 

MENTEVOLE. 

Your  boyifli  vanity  \ 
Your  fond  conceit  of  that  impofmg  form  ;— 

MARCELLUS.  .     . 

ni  bear  no  more;  thi?  infolence  and  rudenefs 
Haye  rous*d  my  rage,  and  thus  I  anfwer  thee. 

[They  fight.    MenTE VOLE  is  tHfarmid^ 


t  .*• 


,  ME  NTE  VOX  E,       . 

My  life  is  yours*     Strike  homq.  •  \Jhevifmg  his  bnafi. 

M  A  R  C  £  X  L  U  S; 

Take  ha(&  your  fvfoxa  ;  ^ 
And  when  your  peevifh  fpleen  next  fwells  within  you, 
JLet  this  deferv'd  rebuke  fubdue  your  choler. 

["£;«>  Mar  CE.LLiJ?, 

5  C  E  N  E    yil. 

Mentevole,  alone. 
H15  triumphs  cvcrj-  way.    Vile  baffled  wretch ! 


Y^b 


exe 


.1 


\ 
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Where  fhall  I  hide  my  ignominious  head, 

While  love,  remorle;^  and  rage,  at  once  overwhelm  me« 

[Exit  Mentevole- 

SCENE     VIIL 

A  Chamber  in  Durazzo's  Palace,  with  a  toilet,  lSc» 

Olymfia,  with  api£fureiH  her  hand;  Nerika  attending^ 

OLYMPIA. 

The  danger's  pafs'd,  and  Julia  fmiles  again* 
My  brother,  thy  divining  was  too  true ; 
Her  fears  were  not  for  thee.    But  now,  to  try 
This  new,  this  Idft  eiipedient. — Good  Nerina, 
Obferve  this  pifture.     This  day,  in  his  garden, 
Mentevole,  my  enamour'd  brother,  dropp'd  it. 
It  is  the  lovely  likenefs  of  thy  lady. 
I  leave  it  here.     Should  it  efcape  her  view. 
Find  you  fome  means  to  brin^  it  to  her  jaoticc. 
If  prodigality  proclaini  a  paflion, 
The  diadems  of  kings  are  here  outlufter'd. 
And  yet  I  fear^ — ^The  mother  of  Marcellu^ : — 
Her  eye  looks  cold  upon  me.     I'll  not  meet  her* 

\Olyu?IK  hangs  the  pi^iire  on  the  frame  of  JutlA's  ; 
dreffing'glafs,  and  exit,     Nerina  retires, 

SCENE     IX. 

FuLViA,'  with  a  paper. 

What  can  this  mean  ?  They  draw  me  here  to  infult  me.. 
I  a(k  for  this  difconfolate,  this  mourner. 
And  find  her,  where  ?  Why,  with  a  fecond  lover. 
With  young  Mentevole.     Her  panting  bolbm 
Qmnol  expt£f  his  \irit,  but  explores 

4  His 
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His  chambers  fecretly;     O'itiy  pobrfdtf!'  ;  ' 

And  could  riot  all  thjr  graces;  all  tfiy^^virtncfe^ 

Oner  tw^lvemorithi  keep  a  miftrefs^ faithful  to  thee  ? 

The  Indian  pile,  that,  with  the  bridegroom  dead. 

In  the  fame  blaze  coiifiitnes  hi^  liie-itafih ''bride,    * 

Is  wild  romance  to  our  Italian  ladies.—^ 

Who  cheer^  our  inconfolable  in  privafe'?' 

VRiy,  the  kind  fiftef  (rf  Mente\^de. 

Then  rumour,  which  I  flander'd,  told  me  truth. 

And  this  tells  truth.     Let  me  once^nioit  perufe  it.      [rea^^ 

If  you  re/peSf  thifafety  of  MarcelluSy 

Prevent  his  vifits  to  Duraz%9*s  daughter* 

A  favoured  lover  has  her  plighted  faiths 

Who  will  not  brook  a  rivaL     Truft  this  tuaming'^ 

And  fee,  the  fair  diflimulation  comes, 

A|^n  to  figh,  to  flatter, — and  deceive  mt^ 

SC  EN  E     X. 

fh  her^  JutiA. 

■ 

JULIA. 

Madam,  forgive  ftiy  anxiety :  that  paper,—  - 
1  hope  it  brought  ybii*  no  diftrefsfiil  tidings. 
When  your  eye  ran  it  o'er,  your  coloiir  changed. 
And  a  fad  prefage  ihftant  feiz'd  my  heart. 
Fearful  perhaps  from  weaknefs,  more  than  reafon* 

F  UL  VI  A. 

I  thank  you,  no ;  the  import  is  not  new ; 
It  tells  me,  what  the  world  has  long  believed. 
That  women  can.  diffemble,  and  arc  fickle; 

Julia; 


r 

u 
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JULIA* 

But  why  choole  you  for  the  rude  confideaoe ) 

F  U  L  V  I  A. 

I  fear,  dieaie  was  a  reaTon. 

JULIA. 

Pardon  me; 
Peihaps  Pve  been  intrufive;  fior  that  faow 
Seems  to  xepfove  mci  for  a  wift  t»  know. 
What  you  think- fit  to  hide. 

F  u  L  ▼  I  A« 

MyinteieA^  mdani^ 
Muft  henceforth  be'Coafin''d  to  my  own  breaft. 
I  have  no  funfliine  there ;  and  would  not  cloud 
The  cheerful  profpe£l  of  your  coming  joys 
With  ill-tim'd  fonow. 

JULIA. 

Have  I  joys  to  cocDe?-* 
To  nux  my  grief  with  yours;  dejeded,  loft. 
Tb  keep  one  6bje£l  in  my  wounded  mind; 
To  hold  d^courfe. with  his  ideal  form; 
To  make  my  prefent  flate,  my  future  hope. 
Fears,  wiffaes,  prayers,  all  ihidies  of  my  life; 
But  (laves  to  one  affli6ling  memory; 
Thefe  aie  my  joys,,  and  who  (hall  envy  them)  ' 

fulV'Ia; 

Hateful  hypo^cify !  Q  ten  times  dcnl,  \ajid^' 

When,  to  beguile,  it  wears  an  angel's  outfide ! 

[Tur7iing  from  JVLIA,  /he  fees  the  piSfure  on  the  /aile» 
Ha  1  can  I  truft  my  fight  ?  What^s  this  before  nic  ? 

J  u  i^  I  A. 
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J  y  1 1  A. 

What's  this,  indeed  ? 

F  u  L  V  I  A. 

It  curdles  up  my  blood 
The  very  fame ;  I  know  thefe  precious  gems. 
Bought  with  fuch  coft :  the  eaft  was  ranfack'd  for  them. 
How  came  it  here  ?    .  » , 

JUXIA. 

By  all  xny  tears  and  forrows. 
My  murder'd  Claudio,  on  the  day  we  loft  him. 
Wore  this  around  his  neck. 

FULVIA. 

He  did,  he  did. 

JULIA. 

He  lhew*d  it  to  me ;  next  his  heart  it  hung 
That  fatal  morning/"  By  what  means  unknown. 
What  wond'rous  magick  I  again  behold  it. 
Confounds  me  with  amazetpent. 


V     »  -       >     ♦ 


N'ERINA.  [advancini. 

Madam,  hear  me. 
In  part  I  can  explain  the  myftery. 

Olympia^  Imt  a.  little  ere  you  enterW, 

Thus  plac'd  it  on  the  table,  bade  me  mark  it. 

And  fhould  it  chance  to  elcape  my  lady's  eye, 

Piefent  it  to  her  notice.'    In  his  garden. 

This  mom,  (flic  added)  Lord  Mentevole, 

Her  brother,  dropp'd  it.\  But  I  know  no  further. 

FU  tVI  Ai 

Dropp'd  by  Mentevole !  l\is  fifter  faid  fo? 

"  N  E  R  I  N  A. 


/ 


> 
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N  ERIN  A. 

Madam,  fhe  did. 

^ULVIA.  [/dJutiA. 

Ha!  did  you  hear  that  talc ? 

JULIA. 

£temal  providence !  'twill  then  be  found ; 

The  hellifh  deed  be  traced  to  its  dark  fburce. 

O  true-divining  inftinS!  now  I  know. 

Why,  at  his  fight,  opprefs'd  with  chilling  horrour, 

Cold  tremors  crept  through  all  my  (hivering  frame ; 

Why  faithful  nature,  ihrinking,  felt  the  alarm. 

As  if  fome  fatal  deadly  thing  approached  me. 

Hade,  niadam,  hade!  that  clue  ihall  be  our  guide. 

Yes,  I  (hall  live  to  fee  the  black  detedion ; 

The  lecret  villain*s  (hame,  blood  ihed  for  blood ;  ^ 

While  Claudio's  fainted  fpirit  from  above 

Smiles  to  applaud,  and  urge  the  righteous  juftice. 

F  U  L  r  I  A. 

Can  I  bear  this!  Such  zeal  is  worthy  of  you. 
It  quite  tranfports  you.    But  firft  anfwer  me, 
Hm  did  Mentevole  poflefs  this  pi  dure  i 

JULIA. 

O,  'would  I  knew ! — ^But  let  us  fly  this  oiODE»nt«- 

tvivtA. 

Did  you  not /ecretJy,  this  morning,  fee  him  t 
Anfwer  me  quick. 

J^L  lA. 
I  did.    Of  that  hereafter. 

JPUL  VIA. 

Hold.    When  a  lover  has  a  lady's  pldluxe, 

£  A&vour'd 
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A  favour'd  lover  too,  though  fhe  fliotild  fwear^     ' 
Swear  deeply,  till  the  hod  of  hesn^en  blufh  for  her^ 
She's  Ignorant  how  he  had  it,  0»  to  truft  hery 
Aiks  fuch  a  reach  of  blind  credulity; 
As  turns  belief  to  folly. 

JULIA. 

;  s  Your  fierce  looks. 

This  fuddeh  aihger ,  are  fo  ftrange  to  me, 
I  ftand  like  one  jufl  fiartled  from  a  dream. 
And  cannot,  dare  not,  think,  I  wake  and  hear  you* 

FU  L  VI  A. 

Tlien  let  me  roufe  you  from  your  lethargy. 

The  flimfy  trflue  of  your  artifice 

Is  all  unraveird.     By  no  doubtful  proofs 

1  am  confirm'd, — ^your  fondnefs  for  my  fon. 

Your  tender  care,  of  me,  your  tears,  diftradlions. 

Your  mourning  weeds,  (which  now,  I  fee,  are  chang*^,^ 

Ay,  and  your  high-wrought  rliapfody  this  moment. 

Were  all  a  publick  oftentatious  forrow. 

Nought  but  an  a^ed  pa(fl<»i,  a  fiage  tranfport; 

And  I,  the  fool  who  pitied  you,  your  fcorn. 

Do  you  now  wake  ?  Now  do  you  underftand  me  ? 

JULIA. 

Too  well,  too  well.    The  peal  of  dreadful  thunder 

Will  found  tilt  death  in  my  aftoniih'd  ears. 

O,  (lab  me  to  the"  heart,  dafli  me  to  earth. 

And  trample  my  poor  body  in  the  duft ;  ^       • 

Try  every  laboured,  cunning  cruelty. 

That  rage,  revdftge,  or  malice, 'e'er  devifed. 

Or  was  fuftaih'd  by  woman's  conftancy ; 

rU  bear  it  all, — I  would  not  (hed  one  tear ; 


WobM 
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Would  blefs  you,  think  it  njie^cy,  to  the  pangs 
Which  wri^g  my  foul  froni  every  word  you  have  uttcr*d« 

i 

fVLYlA. 

And  may  the  &nd  who  vifits  guilt  like  thine. 
If  my  reproaches  fail,  or  the  world's  juftice. 
Supply  a  (harper  fcourge,  and  more  2^St  thee  I 

1  thought  the  rigour  of  my  fate  accomplifh'd 
By  Claudio's  death  \  fecure  in  one  great  woe, 
•Look'd  iforward  with  a  fmile  to  all  the  ills 
Adverfity's  worft  wrath  couM  pour  upon  me; 
But  youy  inhuman!  you  have. found  the  way. 
To  wake  fuch  new,  fuch  unimagin'd  horrours  l"^ 
If  there  be  any  power,  whofe  melting  eye 
Sheds  foft  compaflion  on  us,  may  that  power 
Hear,  a|id  receive  my  fervent  fupplication ; 
Let-me  be  mad,  and  lofe  this  fenfe  of  anguiihl 

T  IT  L  V I  A. 
What  can*ft  thou  hope  from  me,  but  lage  and  ret^geance? 

JUL!  A. 

No,  nothing  elfe,  Thave  deferv'd  them  from  thee. 

PULVI  A. 

1*11  to  the  duke,  the  fenate  (hall  aflemble. 
When  this  dumb  evidence  appears  before  them. 
With  all  that  chance  has  now  revealed  againft  thee. 
Think,  when  thou  art  fummon'd  to  their  dread  tribunal, 
Will  that  fair  face  of  innocence  and  wonder. 
This  wringing  of  thy  hands,  a  few  falfe  tears. 
Shake  their  ftejrn  jufUce | 

J.  2  JULIA. 
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Thongh  the  fame  pallion  that  ftilt  fires  my  foul. 
Then  fiercely  bum'd  for  this  enchanting  Julia  ^ 
Yet,  from  rcfpcft  for  his  precedent  claim. 
And  to  her  choice  avow*d,  within  my  bi^afl: 
I  kept  the  painful  fecret.    He  fo  lov'd  me. 
The  wound  he  could  not  heal,  I  wodd  not  ihCvtt 
•'^licn  fure,  full  equally,  from  you,  MarceUuS), 
New  to  her  charms^  at  leaft  I  may  exjpcft 
A  like  declining* 

MARCJELLUS. 

Good  Mentevole, 
Let's  find  ibme  fafer*febjed» 

MENTEVOLE* 

No^  this  only. 
I  cannot  ipeak,  or  think,  of  aught  but  her : 
Sie  is  my  eflence;  fiseds,.  wakes,  fleep^  with  me; 
Is  vital  to  me  as  the  air  I  bjceathe. 
But  mark,  I  am  compos'd ;  no  vkieace 
Lives  in  my  tholights,  or  ih^U  4i%r^ce  my  tongoc* 

Then,  left  I  move  jour  temper,  let  me  leave  you. 

MENTEVOLE. 

rfo,  pr*ythee  no,  not  thus  unfatisfied. 

m  not  contend,  but  her  tranfcendent  beauty. 

Even  at  firft  fight,  muft  ftrike  the  gazer's  eye 

With  admiration,  which  might  ^row.  to  love. 

But  is  it  poflible,  one  interview, 

(For  you  but  once  have  feen  her,)  fhould  fo  root 

Her  image  in  your  foul,  that  all  your  blifs, 

Or  future  mifery,  depends  on  her  ? 


M  A  R  C  E  L  L  VS^ 


'^ 


Regard  not  me,  *wtx»foa>fo)r  yc^irW* 
If  all  your  faithful  vows,  your  length  of  courtlhip* 
Her  father's  favour;  and  the  nameleTs  aids 
Which  time  and  opportunity  jbave  HimilhM, 
Raife  not  your  hopes  flbove  «  rival's  power ; 
§ajr,  >vere  it  jxit more  wUe,  .and  ^aoly  too. 
To  roufe,  and  fhake  oiFfuch  a  hard  dominion? 

HIENTEVOLE.      . 

How  cold  you  talk  ?  Good  heaven !  I  might  as  well 

Rcfolve  to  change  my  nature ;  4)id  my  ear 

See  for  my  eye,  or  turn  my  blood  to  milk ; 

l!f  ew-ftamp  my  features^  and  new-mould  my  limbs ; 

Make  this  foft  fleih,.  ihat  yields  to  eveiy  print, 

Impaifive  as  thin  ^ir ;  w^e  time  and  theughl 

On  any  wild  impeflibility ; 

As  be  the  thing  I  am,  and  ceafe  to  love  her. 

A(ARC£J,LUS. 

.Tfico.take,  my^ord,  your  courfe,  wJlvile  I  ihall  follow 
The  counfel  which  I  offer.    Once  rejeAed, 
No  more  to  perfecute,  wfaefe  mod  Hove, 
I  ihall  let^re,  ai^  mourn  reputte  ill  fiknce. 


lf£NT£TOLS. 

So  then,  my  loid,  my  fuit  isperfecution? 

M  A  R  C  £  L  L  y  S. 

I  faid  it  no^ ;  but  (uice  you  will  fearch  further^ 
^  Ve  heaid  almoft  as  much. 

MENTEVOLE. 

.  ••  • 

And  who  inform'd  you  ? 


M  ARC 'el  l  ir  $• 


^tfLlA;    OR,    THE 

MARCELLUS, 

A  lower  tone,  perhaps^  may  meet  an  anfwer* 

M£NT£VOLE. 

I  will  be  anfwei^l. 

MAR  CELL  CrS« 

Will!— ^hot-man,  farewell  I        [g^^^ 

MENTEVOLE. 

Come  back.     I'll  anfwer  for  you;     Your  own  pride  j— ^ 

M  AR  C  E  L  L  U  S» 

Ha!  have  a  care! 

MENTEVOLE. 

Your  boyifh  vanity  ; 
Your  fond  conceit  of  that  impofing  form  ;--^ 

MARCELLUS. 

Ill  bear  no  more;  thi^  infolence  and  rudenefs 
Haye  rous*d  my  rage,  and  thus  I  anfwer  thee. 

[7T)ey  fight.    MehteV OLE  is  di/armid^ 

\  ME  NTE  VOX  E,       . 

My  life  is  yourst     Strike  homq.  [Jbnuitfg  his  hnajt. 

MARCEXLUS; 

Take.ba(&  your  fwoid  ;  ^ 
And  when  your  peevifh  fpleen  next  fwells  within  you, 
JL«et  this  defcrv'd  rebuke  fulrdue  your  chbler. 

SCENE    VII. 

Mentevole,  alone. 

H(  triumphs  even-  way.    Vile  baffled  wretch ! 

^herc 


ITALlArN    LO.VER.  4$ 

Where  fhall  I  hide  my  ignominious  head. 

While  love,  remorfe,  and  rage,  at  once  o'erwhelm  ixie* 

[Exit  M£MTfiV01E« 

SCENE     VIII. 

A  Chamber  in  Durazzo's  Palace^  with  a  toilet^  lic^ 
Olympia,  with  a  picture  in  her  hand  \  i^EKlVAafUn^Snf* 

OLYMPIA. 

The  danger's  pafs'd,  and  Julia  fmiles  again. 
My  brother,  thy  divining  was  too  true ; 
Her  fears  were  not  for  thee.     But  now,  to  try 
This  new,  this  Idft  expedient. — Good  Nerina^ 
Obferve  this  piSure.    This  day,  in  his  garden, 
Mentevole,  my  enamoured  brother,  dropp'd  it. 
It  is  the  lovely  likenefs  of  thy  lady. 
I  leave  it  here.     Should  it  efcape  her  view. 
Find  you  fome  means  to  bring  it  to  her  jnotice* 
I  f  prodigality  proclaini  a  pailion, 
The  diadems  of  kings  are  here  outlufter'd. 
And  yet  I  feari — ^The  mother  of  Marcellu^ : — 
Her  eye  looks  cold  upon  me.     I'll  not  meet  her* 

[Olympia  hangs  the  piSiiire  on  the  frame  of  Julia's 
drejjtng'glafsj  and  exit,     Nerina  retires, 

SCENE     IX. 

FuLViA,  with  a  paper. 

What  can  this  mean  ?  They  draw  me  here  to  infult  me* 
I  aflc  for  this  difconfolate,  this  mourner. 
And  find  her,  where  ?  Why,  with  a  fecond  lover. 
With  young  Mentevole.     Her  panting  bofom 
Cunnol  expe^  his  viiit,  but  explores 

4  Hit 


His  chambers  fecretly;     O  iliy  poor  fo&T 

And  could  not  all  thjr^raccs;  all  tfijr  vritBCfej 

One  tw^lvemortthi  keep  a  miftrefs* faithful  to  thee? 

The  Indian  pile,  that,  with  the  bridegroom  dead. 

In  the  fame  blaze  corifiimes  hid  life-^i^afdi 'bride,    ' 

Is  wild  romance  to  our  Italian  ladies.—^ 

Who  cheer^  our  inconfolable  in  privafe  ?^ 

Why,  the  kind  fiftef  of  Mentevote. 

Then  rumour,  which  I  flander'd,  told  me  truth. 

And  this  tells  truth.     Let  me  bnce'nioit  perufe  it.      [reeufs^ 

If  you  refpeSf  thefafety  of  MarceUus^ 

Prevent  his  vifits  to  Durazzo's  danghter. 

A  favoured  lover  has  her  flighted  faith  ^ 

fVho  will  not  brook  a  rivaL     Truji  this  tuaming'^ 

And  (ee,  the  fair  diilimulation  comes, 

A^n  to  figh,  to  flatter, — and  deceive  mc» 

s  c  EN  E    x: 

ito  hert  Julia. 

t 

JULIA. 

Madam,  forgive  my  anxiety :  that  paper,—*  - 
1  hope  it  brought  ybii"  no  diftrefsfiil  tidings. 
When  your  eye  ran  it  o'er,  your  colour  changed. 
And  a  fad  prefagc  ihftant  feiz'd  my  heart. 
Fearful  perhaps  from  weaknefs,  more  than  reafbiU 

FUL  VI  A. 

I  thank  you,  no ;  the  import  is  not  new ; 
It  tells  me,  what  the  world  has  long  believ*d. 
That  women  can  diflemble,  and  arciickle." 


Julia; 


— --I 
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A  C  T    IV.     SCENE!. 

J  Chamber  in  Durazzo's  Palace. 
DuRAZZO>  Marcellus,  and  Camillq^ 

X>  U  R  A  Z  Z  O. 

Not  tot  not  fo ;  deem  me  not  lofl:  to  reafbn ; 

My  breaft  is  ever  open  to  receive  you. 

Though  Fidvia*s  (on,  I  hold  you  not  allied 

To  Fulvia*s  enmity,  and  violence. 

Nay,  were  we  foes,  (which  I  IhouM  grieve  to  think,) 

The  qualities  and  virtue  of  Marcellus 

Could  find  no  tongue  more  prompt  in  their  report. 

Than  old  Durazzo's. 

MAltC£I^LU9. 

My  much  hcxiour'd  lord, 
Thefe  friendly  founds  are  cordials  to  my  ear.    , 
Soon  as  I  heard  my  mother^s  frantick  tale, 
(Thou^  tears  and  exclamations  fcarce  gave  ropni 
For  her  diftemper'd  rage  to  tell  the  ftory,) 
Such  conftemation  feiz'd  me,  as  if  «arth 
Convuls'd  had  yawn'd  at  once  beneath  my  feet. 
And  livid  il^pies  fhot  upwsu*ds  to  confume  me. 

,     pyRAZZO. 

Did  I  not  icqm  to  noate  »  woman^s  malice, 

What  vengeful  fpunge,  though  fleep'd  in^  Stygian  gall. 

Could  wipe  away  my  deep-dy*d  injuries  \ 

My  houfe's  ancient  honour  fet  at  nonght ; 

The  little  fpark' of  health,  which,  juft  rekindling, 

Glow'd  in  the  c^eek  of  (ny  dear  innoceDt.child, 

E  4  AiwJ 
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JULIA. 

What's  this,  indeed  ? 

F  ir  L  V  I  A. 

It  curdles  up  my  blood 
The  very  fame ;  I  know  thefe  precious  gems. 
Bought  with  fuch  coft :  the  ea(l  was  ranfack'd  for  them. 
How  came  it  here  ?    .  , , 

JUXIA. 

By  all  my  tears  and  forrows. 
My  murder'd  Claudio,  on  the  day  we  loft  him. 
Wore  this  around  his  neck. 

,    FULVIA. 

He  did,  he  did. 

JULIA. 

He  fliew'd  it  to  me ;  next  his  heart  it  hung 
That  fatal  morning.'*  By  what  means  unknown. 
What  wond'rous  magick  I  a^ain  behold  it, 
Confounds  me  with  amazeipent. 

N'ERINA.  \^advancing. 

Madam,  hear  me. 
In  part  I  can  explain  the  myftery. 

Olympia^  hut  a^little  ere  you  enterW, 

Thus  plac'd  it  on  the  table,  bade  me  mark  it. 

And  (hould  it  chance  to  efcape  my  lady's  eye, 

Prefent  it  to  her  notice/    In  his  garden. 

This  mom,  ((he  added)  Lord  Mentevole, 

Her  brother,  dropp'd  it.\  But  I  know  no  further. 

FU  tVI  A* 

Dropp'd  by  Mentevole !  his  fiftej  faid  fo? 


J 
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N  £  R  I  N  A, 

Madam,  fhe  did. 

^ULViA.  [/d  Julia. 

Ha!  did  you  hear  that  tide ? 

JULIA* 

Eternal  providence!  'twill  then  be  found ; 

The  helliih  deed  be  traced  to  its  dark  fburce. 

O  true-divining  inltind!  now  I  know. 

Why,  at  his  fight,  opprefs'd  with  chilling  honour, 

Cold  tremors  crept  through  all  my  ihivering  frame; 

Why  faithful  nature,  (hrinking,  felt  the  alarm. 

As  if  fome  fatal  deadly  thing  approached  me* 

Hafte,  madam,  hafte!  that  clue  ihall  be  our  guide. 

Yes,  I  (hall  live  to  fee  the  black  detedion ; 

The  fecret  villain*s  (hame,  blood  ihed  for  blood ;  ^ 

While  Cbudio's  fainted  (pirit  from  above 

Smiles  to  appbud,  and  urge  the  righteous  juftice. 

F  u  L  r  I  A. 

Can  I  bear  this!  Such  seal  is  w<Mrthy  of  you. 
It  quite  tranfports  you.    But  fiift  anfwer  me^ 
How  did Mennevole  poflefs  this  pidure? 

JULIA. 

0»  'would  I  knew ! — ^But  let  us  fly  this  momttit— 

iTuLVlA. 

Did  you  Mt  ficrttfyt  this  morning,  fee  him  t 
Anfwer  me  quick. 

JULIA. 

I  did.    Of  that  hereafter. 

f  UL  VIA. 

Hdd.    When  a  lover  has  a  lady's  pUhire^ 

£  A  &vour'd 
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O  V  R  A  Z  Z  O. 

My  mind's  diftra^etf. 
J  fhculd  before  have  told  you  our  refolves ; 
But  my  vcx'd  fpirit  this  way  finds  relief. 
And  vents  itfelf  in  railing*    But  *tis  thus. 
The  duke,  (and  ouich  Tm  bound  to  thank  his 
Thou^  urg'd  to  every  harfh  extremity 
By  that  fierce  wcMnan,  kindly  has  detecmin'd 
To  take  the  milder  courfe.     Himfelf  in  perfoq* 
When  I  appoint  the  hour,  will  vifit  us. 
He  knows  already  every  circum(lance» 
In  its  true  ftate,  nor  heeds  our  foe*s  perverfian  ^ 
And  reding  fb,  with  horrour  I  muft  own» 
Sufpicion  has  its  mark. 

C  A  M  I  L  L  O. 

Mentevole. 

D  U  R  A  Z  ZO. 

ft 

My  favour  to  that  lord,  his  daily  boaft, 

The  prattle  of  this  bufy  babbling  city. 

Pregnant  and  pofitive  in  flanderous  falihoods. 

The  pidure  dropp'd  by  him,  and  found  with  Julis^ 

But  moft,  her  fecret  meeting  him  this  morning, 

(Which,  till  explain'd,  gives  cplour  to  fuggeftion J 

Have  fo  perverfely.  wound  us  in  the  fnare ; 

We  (land,  like  him,  expos'd  the  common  butt  r 

for  every  fliaft  of  venom*d  calumny. 

MAKCELLirS. 

Heavens,  can  it  be?  That  angel !  (he  expos*d 
To  bear  the'pryiri^  eye,  the  infidious  queftioOy 
pf  proud,  unfeclinfgj;  quaint  authority ;  ^ 
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Each  fauntering  varlet,  wortUcls  of  die  honour 
To  (hew  her  padis  widi  niflies,  uiubafli'd 
Gaze  on  the  emotions  of  hfsr  lovely  faccy 
And  find  a  heightenM  zeft  in  her  conftdioo! 
I  will  not  trult  myfelf  to  wear  my  fwoid, 
JLeft,  with  a  firy  inftind,  from  my  fide 
Jt  flart  at  once,  and  in  their  blood  avenge  her. 

C  A  M  I  L  L  O. 

Keafon  and  jtiftice  are  her  beft  avetigen. 

Be  calm  then,  good  Maroelhis;  bear  the  means* 

Jufl  now>  an  adtr  i&ed  bom  the  ftsie» 

lliat  none  ihoiild  pa^  the  city's  fuburb  gttes. 

Nor  veflel  leave  the  port,  till  the  duke's  licence 

Permits  the  iifual  egrefs.    This,  diough  pointed 

But  at  Mentevole,  being  general. 

Wounds  not  his  pnde ;  nor  can  awake  fufpicion. 

t>V1LAZZO. 

I  fear  the  wife  precaution  was  in  vsdn; 
Sufpicion  will  awake,  when  confcience  fleeps  not. 
And  his — ^but  I  am  to  blame ; — appearances 
Are  indexes  fiiU  eft  which  point  to  error. 

His  iifter,  as  we  kam;  has  fought  a  convent^ 
And  will  no  more  be  found. 

D  U  R  A  Z  Z  O. 

Ipkyher, 

Poor  wretch !  unconlciouity*  the  ioftrument 
To  ijpced  perhaps  a  brother's  infamy : 
But  ^  ihe  kneVv  aheady  is  divulged. 

Keep 
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Keep  eye,  Camilto,  on  Mentevole.  'I 

For  you,  dear  youth,  be  fure,  no  mean  nnftniil 
Unworthy  my  edeem,  and  your  high  honour. 
Can  ever  harbour  here. 

MARCELLUS. 

Yet,  O,  Durazzo^ 
I  feel  but  half  aflur'd.    An  ugly  fhame. 
Chilling  the  native  freedom*  cf  my  ^irit. 
Hangs  on  me,  loads  me,  drags  me  to  the  ground. 
Nor  can  I  ihake  die  vile  dejedlion  off,   ' 
Till  (weeter  than  the  gale  from  new-bom  flower^^ 
Her  balmy  lips  breathe  peace  into  my  bofom* 
Will  yon  not  lead  me  to  her  ^ 

D  u  R  A  z  z  O. 

Yes>  Marcelliis^ 
Deploic  with  me  the  mins  of  a  mind 
Where  nature  lavilb'd  every  grace  and  virtue. 
To  make  misfortune  (till  more  eminent^  %  • 

Come  then,  let's  on. — ^Without  there  ?  [£«/^r  Serv.]  Is  my 

daughter  . 
Still  in  her  chamber  ? 

SERVANT. 

She  but  now  was  feen. 
Without  attendants,  near  the  orange  grove. 

DUR  A  z  zo. 

« 

Eie  we  return  here,  (hould  the  duke  arrive. 

You'll  find  us  near  the  grove.  Now  I  attend  yoii.  [to  Mar« 

SERVANT. 

My  lord,  the  ftranger  we  this  morn  admitted, 

Waits  in  the  outward  chamber.— If  your  Icifure— 
•  •  •  » 

3  DURAZZO. 
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D  U  R  A  Z  Z  O. 

I  had  forgot.    Good  man !  yes,  bid  him  entar.  [Exit  Serv* 
Miurcellus,  for  a  moment,  pardon  me. 

[Exeunt  Marc£LLUS  andCAUihLO. 

SCENE   in. 

.    .    HnviAZZOf  alone. 

He  has  known  better  days ;  and,  to  my  thought. 
No  cares,  however  near  us,  can  excufe 
Our  hard  negkft  of  hund>le  mifery. 

S  C  E  N  E    IV. 
To  DuRAZZO,  Manga  enters  wlib  humility* 

MANOA» 

I  am  too  bold.' 

DURAZZO. 

No,  worthy  Manoa; 
Pride  may  intrude,  but  not  the  unfortunate. 
But  how  ?  Thy  cheeks  are  pale ;  thy  flartled  eye 
Looks  fearfully  around.     What  fudden  terrouc 
Shakes  thus  thy  manhood  ? 

MANOA. 

s  O,  my  gracious  lord, 

in  Vain  I  hoped,  your  pity  and  protedion 
Might  be  ftretch'd  forth  to  fcreen  me  from  my  foes« 
The  cruel  vigilance  of  fate  has  found  me  $ 
I  am  difcover'd,  loft. 

P  U  R  A  Z  Z  O. 


en  jytiAi  OR,  THE: 

D  U  R  A  Z  Z  O. 

Itruft,  aQtfo« 

I 

MA  NO  A. 

A  dreadful  order  is  but  now  gone  forth. 
To  dofc  the  port  up,  and  the  city  gates* 
It  muft  be  meant  'gainft  me;  to  hem  me  in^ 
And  yield  my  life  to  cruel  men  ivho  hate  me.^ 

D  U  R  A  Z  Z  O. 

Difmifs  that  fear,  I  know  the  caufe  too  well  i 
*Tis  dillant  far  from  thee. 

MAN  d  A. 

Indeed! 

D  U  R  A  Z  z  o. 

Moil  fulre^ 

wTa  N  O  A. 

I  breadie  again.    May  every  blefling  crown  you! 

Bir^lAZZO. 

I  know  your  irniocence,  and  will  not  fail 

To  imprefs  the  duke  and  fenate  in  your  favour* 

Nor  can  I  think  but  for  fome  fpecial  end 

A  providence  fo  vifible  preferv'd  you. 

Mean  time,  take  comfort  to  you,  and  reft  here. 

Secure  i  'thefe  walls  (hall  be  your  fanduaiy. 

Ma  NO  A. 

O,  ever-bounteous  to  the  opprefsM  and  wretched. 
The  (bength  of  our  forefathers  be  your  (hield! 
And,  for  this  maxma  to  my  famiih'd  hopes. 


When 
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When  full  of  age  and  honouxs  you  lie  down, 

Proted  your  genecations^  time's  end !        [Exit  Mamoa* 

D  u  R  A  z  z  o. 

Who  waits  ?  lEnter  Serv.]  Obfervc  that  ftranger  with  refpcft. 

And  fee  that  node  moled  him.  [Exit  Serv.]  0>  Mentevole!-«^ 

It  muft  be  ibn    A  thou&nd  diftant  hints. 

Like  meteors  glancing  through  a  duflcy  iky. 

That  nothing  fiiew  diilinAly»  crofs  my  brain. 

But  focm  the  dim  horizon  will  be  clear. 

And  truth's  bright  ray  difpel  the  doubtful  twilight.* 

[Exit  DVRAZZQ^ 

SCENE     V. 
TJ/  Garden  of  DuRAZto^s  Pa/ace. 

Mkntevole,  tfA«r.     A  ff^jiftk  is  heard. 

Ilark!  that's  my  fignal.    Then  fh^*s  near  the  grove: ' 

And  fee,  a  woman's  form.    Be  firnli,  my  heart  J 

No  fluttering  now.     Let  dire  neceffi^ 

(That  in  ittelf  contains  all  arguments; 

Fix  its  ftrong  fiat  on  my  refolution,  *' 

And  cancel  nature's  &ar.    She  mufl  be  mihe« 

I  have  bufFette$l  beyond  the  midway  flood ; 

Nor  fhall  my  fmews  (brink  fo  near  the  fhore. 

But  come  the  worfl,  'gainft  ihame  and  difappointmenf. 

Thou  (harp,  but  friendly  leech,  1  will  apply  thee. 

[He  draws  a  dagger ^  which  he  holds  ufy  and  returns  ag<un 
to  his  bofotHm 
Soft,  foft ;  froxp  hence,  unfeen  I  may  obferve  her«  [he  retires^ 

Enter  Julia-    - 

No,  I  mufl  ftill  endure ;  for  dearfi  is  proud. 
Owes  none  obedience ;  nor  will  come"  when  fiimmon'd :    " 

The 
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^  The  happy  who  avoid  him,  he  purfues ;  . 

And  with  malignant  triumph  loves  to  enter. 
Where  dreams  of  long  fecurity  and  joy 
Give  ten-fold  terrours  to  the  grim  intruder. 
To  thee  I  ftretch  my  arms,  thee  I  invc^e. 
For  in  thy  cold  and  leaden  grafp  there — ^Ha ! 

[feeing  Mentevole,  jhe  Jiuftu 

MENTEVOLE. 

Why  ftart  you,  madam  ?  Have  a  few  (hort  hours 
So  chang'd  the  man  you  fought,  nay,  kinder  ftill. 
With  gentle  interceffion  footh'd,  and  won 
To  mercy  for  a  rival,  that  a  ferpent 
Rifing  on  mortal  fpires  to  fting  your  life. 
Could  not  excite  more  horrour  than  bis  prefenee  ? 

JULIA. 

Thou  art,  indeed,  a  ferpent,  coil'd  for  mifchicf  f 
To  dart  out  on  the  unwary,  drink  his  blood. 
And  flink  again  to  thy  dark  lurking  |Aace. 
Why  art  thou  here  \ 

MENTEVOLii. 

To  talk  to  thee  of  love- 

J  U  L  I  A. 

Ql  mtrrder  rather. — Hence !  [going*. 

mentevole; 

I  mull  detain  you.  [holding  her. 
A  moment  is  not  long.    And  can  thy  wifdom. 
For  fuch  a  feathei",  for  one  light  furmife. 
That  pi  Aure,  raflily  deem  me  capable 
Of  ihedding  human  blood,  nay,  a  friend's  blood  ? 

JULIA. 


> 
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JULIA* 

Of  evay  c^une  I  ffqem  thee  cq)able : 

Thy  Airious  temper  knows  no  facred  bond ; 

Death  on  thyfelf^^^en  kneeling  at  my  feet. 

Thou  haft  vow'dwitb  frantick  oaths*    O,  patient  heaven  I 

Why  did  not  firQ/rom  yoa  infulted  fl^ 

Confume  him  quick,  ere  his  pqnicious  ragp 

Had  plung*d  me  in  this  gMlph  of  wretchednefs  ? 

*     MENTE  VOLE. 

I  am  (b  clear  firom'any  confcious  taint. 

On  that  foul  chaige^  I  would  not  wafie  a  moment 

To  purge  me  of  fagrofs  a  viUfiny, 

What  ftate,  what  Sex,  what  excellence  of  mind, 

£*er  found  an  armour  againft  calunuiy  ?  .    i    . 

Give  the  moft  mondrous  flander  but  a  birth. 

Folly  (ball  own,  and  malice  cheriOi  it. 

It  moves  but  my  contempt.    Confider  this. 

Art  not  diou  too  accus'd  ?'  thy  fpotlefs  felf. 

Alike  call'd  criminal  ?  by  what  ?  by  madnefs, 

JULIA, 

I  thank  thee,  yes.    Thy  moft  unwelcome  love. 
Like  fome  contagious  vapour  breath'd  upon  mcj 
Has  made  me  loathfome  to  the  publick  view : 
The  perfecution^f  thy  hateful  vows, 
That  firft  difturb'd  my  peace,  now  blafts  my  honour, 
J  (land  a  pooi«  defam'd,  fufpeded  creature : 
The  eyes,  whofe  gentle  pity  balm'd  my  ibnows. 
Now  turn  their  beams  with  indignation  on  me^ 
And  thou  the  caufe  of  all. 

MENTSVpLE, 

You  hate  me  then  ? 


•«  • 


JiU  L  1  A. 


1 


\  l" 


M  JULIA;   DR,    T»«' 

JULIA. 

Hate  thee!  the  term's  too  weak.    'Tis  vhal  honour f^ 
The  helplefs  dove  views  riot  the  ravening  kite, 
Whb  fuch  inftindive  dready  and  deteflatioiT.         '  •' 
ifhft  principle  by  which  we  ihrt  from  death,—*  -* 

Crave  needUfiil  food,— ^nature's  original  print    —    — ' 
To  Ihun  our  evil,  and  purfue  our  good,  • 

By  reafon  ftrehgthcn'd  with  increafing  zgc,         -      -  .      ' 
Are  not  fo  mix*d,  and  general  through  my  frame. 
Hence  from  my  eyes !  Thy  fight  is  deadly  to  me* 

.    if  BN-rBVOLE*  !  O 

0»  thou  unthankful  beauty!  think  a  litd^. 

How  envy'd,  but  for  thee,  had  been  my  lot': 

My  youth  had  glided  down  life's  eafy  ftream,  ^ 

With  every  fail  Out-(pread  for  every  pieafme.  *     ' 

But  fince  the  hour  I  (aw 'thy  fatal  charms. 

My  holhm  has  been  hell.    How  I  have  lov'd,  ' 

All  my  n^leded  duties  of  the  world. 

Friends,  paIent2^  intereft,  country,  all  fbrgotteilj 

Cry  out  agunft  me ;  now  I  count  the  exchange^ 

And  find  adl  bartered  for  thy  hate  and  icom. 

JtTL  I  A.  •     'J 

Dar*ft  thou  upbraid  me,  or  aflume  a  pride  ' 

Even  from  the  homely  ineannefs  of  thy  foql;  ^  ; 

Thy  long  ungenerous  importunity? 

Mere  fenfual  love,  contented  with  the  outfidef   "  i  "         . ' 

The  pure,  exalted,  incorporeal  flame, 

Fann'd  not  by  fymjpathy's  foft  breath,  expires. 

I  never  gave  thee  hope,  no,  not  a  look. 

Thy  vanity  could  conftrue  into  kindneia. 

I  play'd  no  hypoqrite ;  my  hea^  at  onc^ 

Diffiis'd  its  boneft  di^tes  to  my  eyes ; 

t  Thef 
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They  told  thee  my  averfiODy  my 

And  were  diis  air  the  laft  I  ihould  refpire. 

Here,  in  |he  £ice  of  heaven,  my  tongue  confirms  them. 

M  £  N  T  £  y  O  L  £• 

0  eloquence  of  hatred  I  noble  candbur!  « 

1  am  diy  fool  no  more,  my  doubts  are  vani(h*d« 
Thou  haft  not  left  in  all  my  fwelling  veins. 

One  cdd  compunSious  drop,  to  chill  )kiy  purpole  • 
The  lover  fcom'd,  the  man  nowroulcs  here. 
Mark  me,  ungrateful! 

JUL  I*  A. 

Hal  what  mean*  the  tnutor?  [ajij$. 

MENTEVOLE, 

This  garden  leads  to  mine ;  the  paflagei 
Are  all  (ecur*d.    A  ready  prieft  within 
Waits  to  unite  us ;  therefore  yield  at  once ; 
Vain  is  refiftanoe.    If  I  raife  my  voice. 
Four  faithful  flaves  behind  yon  thicket  lodgM, 
Will  bear  thee  off: 

J  tJ  L  I  A* 

Am  I  beny'd  thus  vilely } 

MENTEVOLE. 

Look  round,  no  aid  is  near  diee.    Thou  art  mine : 
All  thy  rchiilant  beauties  are  my  fpoil, 
And,  v/on  by  wit,  ihall  be  cnjoy'd  at  will. 
Come; — nay,  noftrife. 

fULIrA.  [kneiting% 

O,  give  me  inftant  death! 
See,  at  your  feet  I  fall. 

*  .  • 

Fa  MENTEVOI.S. 


C8  JULIA;    OR,    THE 

MENTEVOLB. 

For  worlds  on  worlds, 

I  would  not  hurt  Ay  charais.     My  eyes,  my  foul^ 

Are  not  fo  dear  to  mc. 

J  u  L I  A« 

Satiate  thy  rage  ; 
With  new-invcntcd  cruelty  deface  me ; 
I  will  but  fmile  at  the  uplifted  fteel> 
And  blels  you  while  you  kill  me. 

MSiNTE  VOLE. 

Have  a  caret 
t  mean  thee  no  dilhonour;  but  thele  druggies. 
That  heaving  bofom,  thofe  refiftle^  beams, 
Darting  their  fubtle  heat  through  all  my  frame^ 
May  fire  my  fenfes  to  fo  wild  a  tumult, — 

Jf  U  L I  A. 

O,  fatal  thought !  I  will  choke  m  my  breath  ; 
Fall  lifelefs  here.  -  Is  there  no ^Jkying  power? 
Are  prayers  in  vain  above? 

■  - 

As  empty  air. 
Love  onty  wakes»  for  he  mfpit^  my  ardour. 
O,  fond  ireludance !  mud  I  od!  for  aid  ? 
No,  gently  thus —     [ftooping  fo  raife  her,  in  thejlruggle,  ihe 

dagger  faUs  from  hisbreaji^  which  Jhe  feizis  inftantlfp 

and  rifes. 

JULijA. 

..,  ..     Ha!  was  it  fentfrom  heaven? 
Lo,  thine  own  dagger*     See,  I  grafp  it  ftrongly ; 
Now,  monftcr,  1  defy  thee. 

MENTE  VOX.E. 


\ 

I 
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MINTB  VOLE. 

Pl^guesl  confufiopl 

JULIA* 

The  righteous  guardign  of  the  tnooctnt 

Has  look'd  from  yon  bright  finnaiiient  to  earthy 

And  fends  this  pmely  fuccouf  • 

MSNTBVOLE. 

Meddling  dxinQn% 
In  black  confed*racy  combin'd  againft  me, 
Turn  all  my  engines  to  their  own  de(lru£tion^ 
Yet  heaur  with  patien^^ 

JULIA. 

If  thou  dax*ft  approach  me^ 
Stir  but  thy  foot,  or  call  thy  bafe  aiTociates, — 
Swift  as  the  ray  that  darts  from  yonder  orb, 
(I  &el  the  artery  here^)  this  friendly  point 
:Shall  pierce  my  heart,  and»  as  death's  Ihades  clofe  round  mc, 
yil  blefs  the  night  which  (huts  thee  out  for  ever* 

MENTEVOLE. 
Obdurate  as  thou  art,  alas,  my  dotage 
Would  ftill  preferve  thee;  and  implores  thee,  pardon 
The  piad  attempt  by  defperation  prompted* 

JULIA. 

Sunk  to  the  loweft  in  my  efteem  before^ 
Ivower  thou  could'd  not  fall.     Degrading  guilt, 
^ow  mean,  how  abjeft,  arc  the  fouls  which  pwn  thee| 
How  vile  thy  thraldom !  See  the  baffled  ruffian* 
Though  braVoes  lurk  all  round  to  abet  his  fiiry* 
Abalh'd.  and  pale,  before  an  injur'd  woman. 

F  J  ME  NTP  yOLE.^ 


«"5-perfid,ous  fortuncj 


«CENE    vr. 
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ACT    V.     SCENE    L 

4  Ctamhir  in  Dun^zo's  Pahui. 
JuLiA^  and  Marcellu9p 

MAKCBLLUS. 

'Tis  true,  too  true ;  my  aOoiiifli'deyet  beheld  it 
The  duke  is  come,  is  in  die  hdl  this  inflant ; 
And  (flume  to  Genoa!)  armed  gjuank  aic  poOodf 
To  (ave  dus  palace  from  the  people's  outrage. 

JULIA* 

0»  if  my  prsqfers  have  any  power  to  move  yoy^ 
Or,  if  you  would  not  add  to  my  diftrefs, 
(Mofl  fure  you  cannot  mean  it,)  limploce  you. 
Wide,  as  if  (potted  plapies  encompafs'd  me. 
Avoid  me,  fly  me,  in  fierce  Fulvia's  pfc^ppe. 

MARCELLOS* 

With  joy,  in  all  but  this,  I  would  obey  you. 

Shall  I  retire,  and  feem  to  abet  4  C9iil^ 

By  tame  nestnlity,  and  timorous. filencej 

Which,  but  to  likk  of,  cbiUs  iQy  heart's  warm  blood. 

And  drives  my  fober  fenfe  to  wiU  amazen^eqt  i 

« 

/  JULIA, 

Think  then  what  I  feel  here!  yet,  O,  remember 
She  has  a  parent's  claim  to  ypur  lefped ; 
And  how  I  lov'd  her,  heaven  that  knows  can  witiiel^  \ 
In  publick  to  confront  her,  might  enkindle 
Her  rage  to  inadnefs.    Has  (he  not  accus'd  me 
(O,  that  I  could  forget  it !)  of  fuch  crimes, 
.  ^s  calumny's  foul  lips  might  (brink  to  utter  ? 

F4  MARC2LL  U.8« 


7» 


-cVwC ^^'ftr-.-  ^  «*Ofr;«_7">' 


Wfiat  ear  rtj, ,.  ""  */;„,    ^  «  I  ,  ,  ^■ 

Ami  v,itmVi  ll"^  'Id  ft  '?> "  S  ^  °»  i.,,,. 
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It  will  iisve  way.  .  My  fiue  is  in  thy  bieidi> 
And  all  my  cpaiiKiur*d  foul,  enflav'd,  adeits  due. 

JULIA* 

IMarcelliis! 

MARCS  LLUS* 

Ha!  th^t  cold  averted  brow, 
Prefumf^tijous  man !  befpeakfs  my  doom  too  plainly* 

JULIA* 

Is  this  aQ  hour  for  love  ? 

MAUCKLLUS* 

At  every  hour, 
(Enchanting  as  thou  art)  thy  eyes  command  It* 
Thus  on  my  knee  I  feize  the  bleft  occafion, 
To  tell  thee  all  thy  wond'rous  charms  infpire. 
Though  ages  might  glide  by,  ere  half  veas  uttar*d« 

JULIA. 

There  is  an  aweful  witnefs  of  this  fcene. 

For  ever  prefent  here,  who  hovers  round  me* 

Thi^ough  the  (till  void  I  hear  a  folemn  voice; 

Qn  his  pale  lips  the  unwilling  accents  hang : 

Our  vows,  he  cries,  were  regifter*d  above ; 

For  thee  my  breaft  was  pierc'd ;  fee  this  red  wound, 

Nor  lofe  the  memory  in  a  brother's  arms. 

«  ' 

MARCELLUS. 

What  canft  thou  mean?  Why  do  thy  lovely  eyes 
Thus  wafte  their  beams  on  air?  O,  turn  them  here. 

To  warm  my  breaft,  and  light  up  ecftacyl 

•i  '  I 

JULIA. 

May  ghaftly  fpcArcs  deck  my  bridal  couch. 

Hemlock, 


T4  JULIA;    OR,    THE 

Hemlack  and  pofiohous  weeds  be  ftrcwM  for  9xm9n, 
The  nuptisd  torch  tbatter  defpair  and  deadly 
And  muttered  curfes  blaft  the  unhallow'd  rite. 
If  my  falfe  hand  receive  another  lore. 
Or  my  frail  heart  forget  its  early  paflion ! 

M  ARCSLLVS. 

O,  &tal  ibcmdl  my  inaufpicious  \ 
Awake  no  gentle  fympathy  for  me ; 
But  £ui  the  flame  for  a  dead  rival's  afhes. 

,    JULIA, 

All  the  mod  tender  mtereft  can  infpiie. 
Soft  friendihip,  and  an  anxious  filler's  kindn^s, 
Unafk'd  I  oflfer ;  tut  of  love  no  more : 
The  objed,  and  the  paffioo  died  with  him. 

MARCELLUS* 

Too  near,  and  too  remote.    It  cannot  be  r 
For,  O,  'tis  lingering  torment,  hourly  death. 
To  touch  the  cup  niight  quench  our  fever's  tfiirft. 
And  know  we  muft  not  tafte  it.    Angels  guard  you! 
Farcwel!  Let  chaijice  direft  my  wandering  way ; 
The  world,  without  thee,  has  no  choice  fhr  me. 

[£v//  MARCELLtrs. 

SCENE    IL 
Julia,  ahm. 

« 

Moft  hnew,  nioft  generous,  and  by  meundone! 
Judge  of  the  fccrct  heart,  what  unknown  fin 
Did  I  commit,  that  fate  ftands  ready  arm'd. 
To  vifit  all  whofe  peace  is  dear  to  me  ? 

.  Take 


% 


f 
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Take  me,  O,  take  me,  tb  thy  wifli'cUfiv  reft. 

And  leave  mankind  to  their  own  deftiny!  TRtk. 

S  C  E  N  £      III, 

if  magnificent  Hatt  in  Diirazzo^s  Palace.  The  Doke  y 
Genoa,  w/i^  Guards  and  other  Attendants  in  the  ceht&g 
FuLViA,  &r.  0ff  one Jide ;  DvRAZZO^  Camilio,  iiyn/ 
Julia,  tvifh  their  jf/tendants,  in  the  other. 

F  U  L  V  I  A. 

I  have  obeyM  the  fummons  of  your  grace. 

Yet  when  I  fee  the  feat  of  juftice  chang'd 

("rom  the  grave  bench,  where  once  (he  us*d  to  frown. 

Even  to  the  chambers^  of  my  adverfaiies, 

I  look  for  fucb  an  iflue,  as  hereafter 

Will  make  this  novelty  no  precedent; 

But  to  be  fliun'd,  and  noted  for  the  abufc« 

DUKE. 

The  fan£tity  of  juftice  is  the  heart 

Of  him  who  jud^;  place  noakesno  diftin^on* 

And  when  the  veil  of  paifion  is  xemov'd. 

When  with  clear  eyes  you  fee  the  good  we  meao  you« 

Yourfelf,  I  know,  will  thank  us  for  this  courfe ; 

And  own  our  fwerving  from  the  common  fonQ 

W^  kindiCD  all  co^cem'd. 

JUL  VI  A. 

May  it  prove  fo ! 

JULIA. 

You  fee  me  here,  brou^t  for  fo  ftrange  a  cauici 

I  can  but  with  aftoniihment  look  round, 

Hor  know  I  whom  to  oppde,  or  what  tp  anfwer. 


yB  JULIA;  OR,  THE 

'Tis  hard  to  make  my  affliSion  my  offence; 
And  the  black  deeci  which  iaddens  all  my  days,— « 
Thefource,  the  bitter  (burce,  of  every  forrow, — 
The  ground  to  load  me  wjlth  reproach  and  fliame. 
yet  here  am  I  accused* — I  cannot  fpe^  it, — 
Accus'dof  what? — ^To  fay,  I  am  innocent, 
.  Would  be  fuch  mean,  fuch  bafe  indignity 
To  the  great  fpirit  of  my  exalted  love, 
I'd  rather  burft  with  the  proud  (enfe  of  fcomi 
And  leave  my  filencc  to  your  worft  furmife, 
7^  Utter  fuch  a  word. 

« 

DUKE. 

O!  *tistoomuch» 

P  IT  R  A  Z  Z  O. 

You  are  apprisM,  my  lord,  with  wha^|  intent 
My  daughter  fecretly  this  morning  fought 
A  meeting  with  Mente vole  ? 

DUKE. 

I  know  it ; 
And  grieve  to  find  fo  gentle  an  intent 
Has  met  fuch  hard  conftmAion  from  good  Fulviaj, 

FULVIA. 

Referve,  my  lord,  your  pity  till  we  aflc  it. 

And  counfel  ignorance.    We  know  our  puipofe^ 

DUKE. 

As  we  our  duty.     And  behold  the  niafi 

Firft  in  our  prqfent  fearchf  l/aies  his  feafi 


•    A 


6  C?  JEN'S 
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SCENE    IV. 

EtUer  MsMTBVOtE. 

Know  you,  myXotig 
Why  wc  aflemble  here  ? 

MENTBVOLB. 

Yes.    Clamour's  tfarait 
Has  roarM  it  in  out  ftreets*  '  I  paTs'd  aloi^ 
Through  files  of  obloquy.    Our  fapient  labble 
Reverfe  the  order  of  die  m^ftracyt 
And,  ere  they  hear,  condemn  us* 

.       D  V  K  S. 

Then*  my  tonI# 
As  you  regard  your  hoqoMXf  and  your  life, ' 
Touch'd  by  fufpicion  to  thft  quick,  this  laftyK 
Account  for  your  poiTeilion  of  that  piduic.    • 
That  lady  there,  dea4;Claudio|*s  mother,;  Rvctt% 
It  was  her  fon's,  and  worn  arouod  his  neck 
The  day  he  difappear'dJ    Behpld|  do  you  JuK>lf  it) 
Do  you  allow  you  dropped  i\i  \ 


t.  f 


MtWTE VOLfi. 

•  it'  • 
1 .         ••  • 


Yes ;  but  not  \ 

That  it  was  Claudio^s.    Yet,  I  cannot  wondei^ 

Two  objeds  fo  alike,  Ihould  feem  the  fame, 

> 

FVL  y  I  A, 

Should  feem  the  (amej  ♦.       . 

.     :   0VKE. 

Have  patience^  gentle  lady« 


/  m 


Ifay,  fliould  yS-zw ;  for  it  is  barely  fecming. 

From  that  which  Claudio  own'd,  (the  artift*s  boaft,) 

5  Myfclf, 


7^  lUtlA;  OR,  THE 

Myfelf,  not  meanly  in  the  icichceikUl'd, 

Painted  this  pi£hire*;  love,  my  p^ciTs  guide ; 

And,  from  the  image  in  my  heart  ci^;ia/d, 

Aflifted  by  the  model,  fuch  I  made  it. 

That  not  the  moft  difceming,  niceft  eye 

Fxom  the  firft  beauteous  draught  could  know  that  copy. 

.      .  F.ULViA. 

And  had  you  (kill  to  paint  thof(^  je^Is  too, 
Thofe  jewels  in  the  round  ?  their  hue  and  lullre . 
So  lingular,  and  bright  ?  By  eveiy  power,  . 
Thcfe  were  my  fon*s. 


* «  «  • 


M  ENT2VOLE, 

•'  Nb.    Give  me  hearing,  madam. 
Thole  too  I  purchtVd  frbni  the  vwy  merchant       • 
Who  fumi(h*d  €!laikd?6.    All  wto  fitor  mt,  fcnov^    ' 
The  name  of  Manda ;  hlsfehri&s  '  '''' 

To  this  ungrafcfuf  ftate  ;  Ms  'fli^V'As  death ;     ' 
Which  I  lament,  ■  fmce  UviYi^,  he'tould  witnefs,  ' 
And  ftrike  ydd  dtjirib,  that  by  niy  fpectal  order 
He  chofe  thefe  precious  gems,  iil  fdrm  and  colouf 
So  like  to  Claudio's,  none  couldmark  diftinSion. 
To  pay  their  Y^lue,  my  efUte  was  ftrain'd ; 
But  had  their  eflimatloh  beentwicO'dogUed,   .' 
A  crown  imj^rial  deem'd  the  naignty  price,     . 
Rather  than  yield  him  preference  m  aught 
Might  feem  a  ted  of  my  extravagant  love, 
I  would  have  grafp'd  at  it  \  and  fo  renbath'd 
The  ruin'd,  happy  lord  of  that  fote  treafure. 
Now  leara-  fmmiiience,  how  wifdom  fliould  demur 
To  found  a  fentence  on  appearances. 
Your  grace  is  fatisfied,  [Here  Durazzo  ufhifpfn  Ca- 

MX%tO,wha goes  out, 
'■  "•  '       '  "duke. 


1 
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I  ovniy  to  wtSp 
(No  proof  2q>peafliig  to  the  oontnry,) 
If  thb  be  lb,  your  honour  feems  acquittedL 

« 

F  V  L  V  I  A« 

But  not  to  me.    Oy  undiibeming  lord  I 
Is  this  your  inquifition^  Ais  your  juftiCe  ? 
I  am  not  (atisftBd;  nqr  heat  iKll  ttUs  oie^ 
That  pi£hiie  was  my  fi3n'»^.fo  lealbii  lells mei 
Nor  ihould  a  voucher  6on^  the  yawning  grave 
Shake  my  conriAion.«^TiMt  good  Manoa 
Did  fell  thdb  jewek  to  my  ila^ghter*d  ion  $  , 
And  he,  'tis  true,  conveniently  is  dead : 
But  he  had  heirs  and  kinditd;  fummoa  them; 
A  treafuxe  fuch  as  this^  oouU  not  be  fold 
Without  their  knowlod^;  inflandy  convene  ibem^ 
And  2i6t  dirough  ihame,  as  if  you  fought  for  truth^ 
EUe,  your  grave  robes  wiH  be^  jeftof  boys. 
And  my  fm's  blood  will  ay  till  death  againft  you. 

MBNTEVOLX. 

Do  not  luppofe  I  firoff  at  this  grave  pftlencc. 
When  thus  I  fnule  in  my  fccurity. 
PiodttSe  fuch  witnefies,  what  couU  they  prove  1 
'thtir  ignorance  perh^^  in  what  you  aik  them ; 
But  we  have  clear  and  pofitive  laws  to  guard  us. 

JULIA. 

So  long  I  have  faiid  little,  fearful  ever 
To  give  oSence,  where  al^  n^  care  has  been 
To  manifeft  refpe A,  efleeo^,  and  hociour. 
Even  with  a  daughter's  duteous  humbienefs. 
But  thus  muQh  let  me  add :  I  here  difclaim 

1  (As 


A 


to  juLTA?  or;  The 

(As  mod  abhorrent  to  my  thoti^t^  and  nature,) 
A\{  common  intereft,  uflion*  and  accord^ 
With  him,  for  whom  I  fuiier  in  th^cenfuio 
Of  that  ungentle  lady ;  and  believe^ 
Firmly,  like  her,  that  piSure  was  her  ion's. 
And  there^  befcnre  you,  ftands  liis  murderer* 

,     M  £  N  T  £  y.O  L  £• 

Whyftay  I  here?  My  lord,  if  yoahave.power  ■ 
To  give  me  reparation  for  the  ftain 
Caft  on  my  honour  by  diis  foolifh  proce&. 
Pronounce  it  (trai^t ;  if  not,  thus  I  witiidniw 
From  thofc  vex*d  eyes  which  ^are  widi  fiiry  on 


'r 


>4    •  I    > 


•  I      ' .        I  ■ 


'. 


i  » 


D  U  R  A  Z  Z  O. 

Soft  you  a  while ;  for  lo  you,  who  comes  here, 

£ven  to  your  Wilir,  to  make  all  clear  for  you.  •     > 

S   C   E   N   E     V.  ,'  .  i; 

He-enter  Camillo,  leading  in  Mai^O a,    ' 

M^NTEVOLE,  [parting. 

Swallow  me,  earth !  he  lives.    But  I  muft  brave  it.      ' '  * 

DUK£.  [#»?. 

Ha!  can  I  truft  my  fenfes?  Manoa! 

D  U  R  A  Z  Z  O. 

The  fame,  my  lord,  and  by  no  miracle. 
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Yet  things  fo  ftrange  are  next  to  miracles. 

And  his  appearance  fuch.    We  thought  him  dead.—  * 

This  i^s  beyond  your  hopes.  [ta  Mente  v©t£. 

*;  MBNTEVOLE. 


t 
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MENTEVOLE. 

O,  much  beyond  them. — 
All  curfes  of  his  nation  light  upon  him !  \j^df» 

JULIA. 

The  villain's  cheek  turns  pale^  his  fate  has  found  him.  [aji^. 

DUKE. 

Surprife  to  fee  you  here,  no  way  abates  [to  Manoa. 

Our  pleafure  at  your  welfare.     Blulhing  deeply. 
We  own  the  ftate  has  wrong'd  you,  but  foon  purpofe 
To  give  you  full  re<Jrefs. 

MAKOA. 

My  humbleft  thanks. 

DUKE.  [takes  his  feat. 

At  prefcnt  vft  muft  fet  afide  that  care  * 

For  one  which  now  employs  us.    No  more  thanks. 
We  yet  deferve  them  not. — Come  nearer  flill ; 

[gives  Manoa  thef'ifure. 
Take  this,  examine  it.     Do  you  remember 
(Obferve  them  well)  the  jewels  round  that  pidlure? 

MANOA. 

Moft  fure,  my  lord ;  they  are  by  no  means  common ; 
But  all,  indeed,  moll  rare  and  Angular. 

DUKE. 

They  once  were  yours.    Who  was  their  purchafer  ? 

MANOA. 

A  noble  youth,  by  whofe  untimely  death 
Genoa  has  loft  her  brighteft  ornament. 

G  Even 
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Even  in  the  depth  of  my  own  mifery. 

My  heart  dropp'd  blood  to  hear  the  fate  of  Claudio* 

DUKE, 

Did  you  at  any  time,  (think,  ere  you  anfwer,) 
Procure  for  any  other  purchafer 
Jewels  like  thefe  ? 

M  A  N  O  A. 

Never,  my  lord. 
MENTEVOLE. 

Out,  dotard  f 
Thy  miferies  have  craz'd  thy  memory. 
To  me  thefe  gems  were  fold ;  look  on  me  well, 
I  was  the  friend  of  Claudio :  think,  old  man, 
A  noble  perfon's  life,  and  reputation, 
(More  dear  than  life,)  bang  on  the  words  you  utter. 

M  A  N  O  A. 

IVe  faid,  what  I  have  faid;  were  my  foul's  fato 
Linked  to  the  teftimony,  thus  I  flake  it: 
As  I  do  hope  forgivenefs  of  my  fins. 
And  peace  in  death,  I  never  fold  thefe  gems. 
Nor  any  like  them,  fave  to  noble  Claudio. 

DUKE. 

Hear  you,  my  lord? 

MENTEVOLE. 

I  hear  a  faithlefs  Jew^ 
A  flave  fuborn'd,  a  traitor  to  the  ftate, 
A  bankrupt,  fugitive,  and  outcaft  Hebrew, 


Aver 
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Aver— he  knovtrs  not  what ; — an^  ftill  more  ftrange, 
I  fee  the  credulous  duke  of  Genoa, 
ThjB  firft  in  eftimation  as  in  place, 
Gaping  to  f>yallow  monftrous  perjuries. 

M  A  N  O  A  • 

What  intereft,  lord,  have  I  to  do  this  wrong? 
I  enter'd,  uninftrufted  of  the  caufe 
For  which  you  fummon'd  me ;  nor  know  I  now. 
Why  I  am  thus  revil'd  for  my  true  anfwer. 

DUKE.  [/<?MeNTEVOLE. 

It  can  avail  you  nought,  to  difallow 
The  proof  yourfelfappeal'd  to. 

MA  NO  A. 

Mighty  fignor, 
I  have  an  atteftation  of  my  truth. 
Beyond  all  oaths,  or  facred  form  of  wprds^ 
If  I  am  not  a  liar,  and  fubomM, 
There  refts  withiri  this  frame  a  fpring  concealed 
With  niceft  art,  and  known  to  me  alone. 
And  its  firft  matter.     Touch'd,  it  will  difcover 
The  noble  Claudio's  image.— Ay,  *tis  here. — 
Ill-fated  youth ! — Is  this  to  be  a  liar  ? 

[He  touches  a  fpring^  and  Jhrjus  apiSlun  Qf  (^JLi\UQIO 
beneath  that  of  ]vh\ A. 

JULIA.  [eagerly^ 

Give  me  that  piflure.     O,  my  promis'd  love. 

This  was  thy  form.     Thy  brow,  the  throne  of  honour. 

And  grace  thy  minifter. — For  ever  gone ! 

So  look*d  thofe  gloffy  eyes  when  turn'd  on  Julia.— 

Cold  is  that  tongue.-— -Come,  animating  warmth, 

G  7,  Brcathtt 
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I  did  kill  ClanA-         '''^^OtB 


0»niy  heart/ 
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MENTEVOLE. 

He  talk'd  with  rapture  of  the  approaching  blifs. 

Till  paflion  drownM  his  fight ;  with  eyes  upcafty 

Then  drew  that  pifture,  hanging  round  his  neck. 

From  underneath  his  garment;  glew'd  his  lips 

With  tranfport,  to  the  beauteous,  lifelefs  form. 

^y  fmother'd  fury  rofe  at  once  to  madnefs ; 

With  one  hand^  from  his  grafp  I  tore  the  piflure. 

And  with  the  other  fmote  him  to  the  heart.    []vLi  A  faints^ 

DURAZZO.  ^ 

My  dau^ter !  ha!  the  blood  forfakes  her  cheeks. 
My  life,  my  all,  look  up ! 

F  u  L  V I  A.        [mnmng  to  Julia. 

Dear,  injured,  maid> 
Live  but  to  fee  my  penitence,  my  tears ! 
Thou  lovely  fufleier,  O  wake,  and  hear  mc! 
Alas !  fhe  heeds  me  not.    My  barbarous  tongue, 
Sharp  as  the  felon's  fteel,  was  fatal  to  thee. — 
See,  fhe  revives. 

DUR  AZZO. 

*  Thank  heaven !  ihe  breathes  agadn« 

JULIA. 

O,  who  has  caird  me  *back  to  this  dark  world. 
From  choirs  of  angels,  and  celeftial  light. 
To  view  that  murderer  ?  Yet,  let  me  view  him ; 
For  I  would  find  the  fpeedieft  way  to  peace  \ 
And  in  the  hollow  of  his  cruel  eye. 
There  (hould  be  mortal  mifchief,  freezing  terror. 
To  flop  the  tide  of  nature. — Monfler,  think. 
Pain,  ignominy,  death,  which  wait  thee  here, 

4  WUl 
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Will  have  their  lengthen'd  end,  but  to  confign  thee 
To  ever-during  mifery  hereafter. 

MENTEVOLE, 

My  fentence  here  I  know ;  the  red's  uncertain. 
But  leaft  of  all,  fair  fqrcerefs  !  that  tongue 
Should  aggravate  the  crime,  thofe  eyes  perfuaded ; 
Thou,  thou,  the  caufe  of  all  this  guilt  and  ruin. 
Why  did  I  kill  my  friend  ?  Why,  but  for  thee. 
Why  rifk  my  foul's  perdition  ?  Still  for  thee. 
Why  forfeit  life  and  honour  ?  All  for  thee. 
Then  where  Ihould  I  feek  vengeance,  but  from  thee? 
And  thus,  infulted  love  thus  bids  me  take  it. 

[He  Jiabs]uL\Ay  and  attempts  to  Jiab  himfelf^  but  t^ 
prevented^ 

JULIA. 

Ha!    . 

D  U  R  A  Z  Z  O. 

Seize  his  arm !  O,  execrable  wrptch  ! 
Fly,  fly  for  fuccouir !  See,  {he  bleeds,  fhe  dies : 
The  fiend,  the  inhuman  fiend  has  kill'd  my  daughter;, 

DUKE. 

Qiiick,  bear  him  hence ;  each  hour  while  he  draws  breath, 
Alllaws  divine  and  human  are  infulted.  [_Exit  Duke. 

ME  N  T  EV  OLE. 

'Tis  done ;  I  laugh  at  you.     Your  triumph's  pafl. 
See  there,  the  laft  defpair  of  outraged  love. 
Now  plunge  me  in  your  dungeons ;  tire  your  code. 
To  wake  new  torments  for  me.     The  great  fpirit 
Which  dared  fuch  deeds,  fliall  brave  their  penalty. 

[Mentevole  is  carried  off. 

D  U  RAZZO^ 
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D  U  R  A  Z  2  O. 

Good  heaven,  in  pity  to  a  father's  anguifh, 

Let  me  not  lofe  her  thus ! — ^my  child,  my  child ! 

JULIA. 

The  pain  of  this  deep  wound  is  light,  my  father; 
But  O,  to  think,"  that  your  declining  age 
Will  want  the  comfort  of  a  daughter's  care  ; 
That  cold  obedience  muft  difchargb  the  office 
Affedion  made  fo  welcome  to  your  Julia! 

D  U  R  AZ  Z  O. 

My  heart's  beft  blood !  I  fhall  not  long  furvive  thee* 

FULVI  A. 

Hide  me,  O  earth !  I  tremble  to  approach. — 

Has  thy  foft  generous  heart  one  drop  of  mercy. 

To  fall  upon  a  wretch,  whofe  favage  fury 

Outraged  thy  virtues,  pierc'd  thy  tender  foul, 

Mocking  thy  bittereft  pangs.     O,  Julia !  Julia !      [kneeltngi 

JULIA. 

Rife,  madam,  rife.     Thefe  fupplicating  hands^ 
Your  ftreaming  eyes,  and  that  refpeSed  body^ 
Thus  bow'd  with  grief,  and  groveling  on  the  earthi 
Are  fights  unfit  for  her,  whofe  dying  beams 
With  tender  reverence  muft  ftill  behold  you..  ' 
Alas !  refentment,  at  this  awful  moment. 
Can  find  no  place  in  my  departing  fpirit ; 
For  all  will  foon  be  peace. 

FltLVIA^ 

Thou  faint-like  goodnefs ! 
Unmov'd  I  faw  thy  tears,  faw  the  fweet  blufh^ 

Of 
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Of  thy  wrong*d  innocence.    For  pity  hate  me ; 
In  life,  in  death,  rife  not  fo  much  above  me. 

JULIA. 

Give  me  your  hand ;  my  laft  tears  fall  upon  it« 
As  thefe  diflblving  drops  part  from  my  eyes. 
So  melts  the  memory  of  all  pad  unkindnefs. 

FUL  VI  A. 

O,  could  they  quench  my  everlafting  (hame ! 

MARCELLUS*  [yt^thout*  • 

I  will  not  be  Withheld.  [Enters, "]  O,  grief  and  horrour. 

Why,  why  did  I  obey  ? — ^thy  cruel  order 

Kept  me  far  off.    My  prefence  might  have  faved  thee  : 

The  ruthlefs  ruffian  in  my  faithful  breaft 

Should  firft  have  drench*d  his  fteel.     Thefe  fruitlefs  teai:s 

Are  all  I  now  have  left  thee. 

JULIA. 

Thus  'tis  better. 
A  life  of  forrow,  (fuch  alas,  was  mine,) 
Is  well  exchang'd  for  blefs'd  eternity; . 
Thine  fhall  be  long  and  happy, 

MARCELLUS. 

Never,  never : 
Infinite  woe  from  this  black  hour  awaits  me. 
Yet  let  me  print  on  that  pale  beauteous  hand 
One  fad  adieu.    O,  that  my  foul  could  pafs  thus ! 
By  every  facred  power  that  hears,  I  fwear. 
My  lips  thus  hallow'd  by  this  holy  kifs. 
Shall  ne'er  again—- 

JULIA. 
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JULIA.  leagirly. 

As  you  regard  my  peace. 
My  laft,  my  earned  prayer,  let  no  ralh  vow. 
Blading  the  hopes  of  all  your  noble  race, 
Replunge  the  dagger  in  my  bleeding  bolbm. 

MARCELLUS^ 

Yet,  there  are  means  of  death*— 

F  U  t  V  I  A, 

My  bed  Marcellus ! 

JULIA.  [to  FVLVIA. 

I  beg  you  do  not  leave  my  poor  remains. 
But  lighten  that  lad  office  to  my  &ther. 

O  U  R  A  Z  Z  O. 

Of  miieiy! 

JULIA,  [taitftg  papers /ram  her  ir^flfi^ 

Thefe  papers,— pray  obferve  me,— 
Buiy  thefe  papers  with  me.     Lay  that  picture 
Clofe  to  my  heart,  and  let  my  coffin  reft 
In  the  fame  tomb  which  holds  my  murdered  Qaudio ; 
One  love,  one  death,  and  the  fame  fepulchre. 
I  thank  your  tender  tears. — Fountain  of  mercy! 
Mild  peace,  and  heavenly  light,  dawn  on  my  fenfe ; 
My  pains  grow  lefs ;  this  load  will  foon  fall  off: 
J  fball  be  happy.    Weep  not,    Mercy !  Oh  I  [D/V^r 

[Curiain  falls^ 
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EPILOGUE, 

Our  varlet  pott,  with  licentious  fpeeeh, 
Thu$  fir  our  injur'd  fex  has  dar'd  impeachm 
The  female  charaSer  thus  rudely  ilurr*d, 
'Tis  fity  at  lafl>  that  /fhould  have  a  word.— • 
Firft  then»  without  rejoinder  or  difpute. 
This  vhiuous  circle  might  each  charge  refute. 
That  'tis  a  nuptial  age,  I  fure  may  fay« 
With  their  own  wives  when  huibands  mn  away,— • 
But  truce  with  jeft;    However  the  wits  may  nul. 
The  Caufe  of  tm&  and  virtue  muft  prevail. 
Of  fcMrmer  times  whatever  may  be  told, 
Wc  are  juft  as  good  as  e'er  they  were  of  old. 
Connubial  Love  h^Eie  long  has  fixM  his  throne^ 
And  blifs  is  ours,  to  foreign  climes  unknown. 
If  now  and  then  a  tripping  fair  is  found. 
On  Scandal's  wings  the  buzzing  tale  flies  round ; 
While  blamelefs  ihoujands,  Jn  fecuefter'd  life. 
Adorn  eachftate,  of  parent,  friend,  and  wife; 
From  private  cares  ne'er  wi(h  abroad  to  roam,  ' 
And  blefs,  each  day,  ^e  funihine  <^  their  home  j 
Unnoticed  ^p  their  noifekfs  happy  courle, 
Nor  dieam  of  fecond  wedlock  or  divorce.-^  • 

I  fee  the  verdift's  ours ;  you  fqpiile  applaufe ; 
So,  with  your  leave,  again  I'll  plead  our  caufe^ 
New  triumpfis  nightly  o'er  this  railer  gain,    ** 
And  to  the  lad  ouf  female  rights  maintain* 
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Thu$  fir  our  injur'd  fex  has  dar'd  impeachm 
The  female  charaSer  thus  rudely  ilurr'd, 
'Tis  fit,  at  laft,  that  /  fhould  have  a  word.— 
Firft  then,  without  rejoinder  or  difpute. 
This  vhiuous  circle  might  each  charge  refute. 
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I  fee  the  verdi6l*s  ours ;  you  fmile  applaufe; 
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ADVERTISEMENT, 


X  H£  travels  of  an  Englifliman  through* 
out  Europe,  and  even  in  fpme  parts  of  Afia,' 
to  foften  the  forrows  of  the  Priloner,  excited 
m  the  mind  of  the  Author  the  fubjeft  of 
the  following  pages,  which,  formed  into  a 
dramatic  ftory,  have  produced  from  the 
Theatre  a  profit  far  exceeding  the  ufual 
pecuniary  advantages  arifing  from  a  fuccefs- 
ful  Comedy, 

The  uncertainty  in  what  part  of  the  Eaft 
the  hero  of  the  pre  fen  t  piece  was  (at  the 
time  it  was  written)  difpenfing  his  benevo- 
lence, caufed  the  Writer,  after  many  re- 
fearches  and  obje£lions,  to  fix  the  fcene  on 
the  ifland  of  Sumatra,  where  the  Englilh 
fettlement,  the  fyftem  of  government,  and 
every  defcription  of  the  manners  of  the  peo- 
ple, reconcile  the  incidents  of  the  Play  to 
the  flridtefl  degree  of  probability. 
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PROLOGUE, 

\ 

I 

Written  by  -THOMAS    VAUGHAN,    Efq. 
Spoken  bj  Mr.     H  O  L  M  A  N. 

XjL  O  W  fay  you,  ciitic  Gods*,  and  you  below  -J*; 

Are  you  all  friends  ?-w-or  here — and  tber^j--a  fop} 

Come  to  proteft  your  literary  trade, 

Which  Mrs.  Scribble  dares  again  invade— •- 

But  know  you  not — in  all  the  fair  ones  do, 

'Tis  not  to  pleafe  themfelves  alone — ^but  you. 

Then  who  fo  churlifh,  or  fo  cynic  grown. 

Would  wifh  to  change  zjimper  for  Ti  frown  ?  . 

Or  who  fo  jealous  of  their  own  dear  cjuill. 

Would  point  the  paragraph  her  fame  to  kill  ? 

Yet  fuch  there  are,  in  this  all-fcrlhbling  town. 

And  men  of  letters  too — of  fome  renown. 

Who  ficken  at  all  merit  but  their  own. 

But  fure  'twere  more  for  Wit's — for  Honour's  fake,  . 

To  make  the  Drama's  race — the  give  and  take. 

[Looking  round  the  boufem 
My  hint  I  fee's  approv'd-*— fo  pray  begin  it, 
And  praife  us — roundly  for  thQ  good  things  in  it. 
Nor  let  feverity  our  faults  expofe. 
When  godlike  Homer's  felf  was  known  to  doze. 
But  of  the  piece — Methinks  I  hear  you  hint, 
S^me  dozen  lines  or  more  fhould  give  the  tint— 
*^  Tell  how  Sir  John  with  Lady  Bettfs  maid 
**  Is  caught  intriguing  at  a  mafquerade  ; 
**  Which  Lady  Betty,  in  a  jealous  fit, 
*^  Refents  by  flirting  with  Sir  jB^«— the  cit. 
*'  Whofe  three-ktx.  fpoufe,  to  modilh  follies  bent, 
**  Miftakes  a^A*-feet  Valet — for  a  Gent. 

«♦  While 
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Of  thy  wrongM  innocence.    For  pity  hate  me ; 
In  lifei  in  death,  rife  not  fo  much  above  me. 

JULIA, 

Give  me  your  hand ;  my  lad  tears  fall  upon  it« 
As  thefe  dillblving  drops  part  from  my  eyes. 
So  melts  the  niemory  of  all  pad  unkindnefs. 

FUt  VI  A. 

O,  could  they  quench  ray  evcrlafting  Ihame ! 

MARCELLUS,  [wificuf. 

I  will  not  be  withheld.  [^Enters.']  O,  grief  and  horrour. 
Why,  why  did  I  obey? — ^thy  cruel  order 
Kept  me  far  off.     My  prefence  might  have  faved  thee  : 
The  ruthlefs  rufEan  in  my  faithful  breail  « 

Should  firft  have  drench'd  his  fteel.     Thefe  fruitlefs  teais 
Are  all  I  now  have  left  thee. 

JULIA. 

Thus  'tis  better. 
A  life  of  forrow,  (fuch  alas,  was  mine,} 
Is  well  cxchang'd  for  blefs'd  eternity  j 
Thine  fhall  be  long  and  happy. 

MARCELLUS. 

Never,  never : 
Infinite  woe  from  this  black  hour  awaits  me. 
Yet  let  me  print  on  that  pale  beauteous  hand 
One  fad  adieu.    O,  that  my  foul  could  pafs  thus ! 
By  every  facred  power  that  hears,  I  fwear, 
My  lips  thus  hallow'd  by  this  holy  kifs. 
Shall  neVr  again — 


JULIA. 
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JULIA,  {eagerly. 

As  you  regard  my  peace. 
My  lafty  my  earned  prayer,  let  no  rafh  vow, 
Blafting  the  hopes  of  all  your  noble  race, 
Replunge  the  dagger  in  my  bleeding  bolbm. 

MARCELLUS^ 

Yet,  there  arc  means  of  death— 

F  U  L  V  I  A, 

My  bell  Marcellus ! 

JULIA.  [to  FULVIA, 

I  beg  you  do  not  leave  my  poor  remains. 
But  lighten  that  fad  office  to  my  Either. 

D  U  R  A  Z  Z  O. 

O,  mifery! 

JULIA,  [taking papers framherbriafi% 

Thefe  papers,— pray  obferve  me,— 
Buiy  thefe  papers  with  me.     Lay  that  picture 
Clofe  to  my  heart,  and  let  my  coffin  reft 
In  the  fame  tomb  which  holds  my  murderM  Qaudio ; 
One  love,  one  death,  and  the  fame  fepulchre. 
I  thank  your  tender  tears. — Fountain  of  mercy! 
Mild  peace,  and  heavenly  light,  dawn  on  my  fenfe ; 
My  pains  grow  lefs ;  this  load  will  foon  fall  off: 
J  ihall  be  happy.    Weep  not,    Mercy !  Oh !  [D/f  Jt 

{Curtain  falls  ^ 


THE    END   OF   THE    FIFTH    ACT. 


ACT         L 

SC£1^I£,  The  IJUni  of  Sumatra,  in  the 

Eaft  ladies. 

CHARACTERS. 

MEN. 

Sultan^     ---•*--  Mr.  Farreny 

Lord  Flinty  -.-•*-  Mr.  Davies^ 

Sir  lAike  Tremor^     -    -    *    ^  Mr.  Quick> 

Mr.  Twineall^    •    -    -    ^    .  Mr,  Lewis^ 

Mr.  Ha/welly    -    -    -    -    ^  Mr.  Pope,> 

ElvirttSy    ------  Mr.  Holman, 

Mr.  Meanrlght,     -     -     -    -  Mr.  Macready, 

Zedattj     -----    -i     -  Mr.  Fearon, 

Firft  Keeper  J    -      -     -    -     -  Mr.  Thompfon, 

Second  Keeper  J    -----  Mr.  Cubitt, 

Firfi  Prifoner^    -----  Mr.  Helme, 

Second  Prifoner,     -     -      -     -  Mr.  Gardener^ 

Cuard^     - -  Mr.  Blurton, 

Mejfenger^     ------  Mr.  Ledger. 

WOMEN. 

Lady  "Tremor^     ,    -    .     -    -     Mrs.  Mattocks, 
Aurelia^    ...*--     Mifs  Wilkinfon, 
Female  Prifoner^     -     .    -    •  .  Mrs.  Pope. 

^Time  of  Repre/entation,  twelve  Hours. 
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PLAY. 


IN     FIVE     AC  T 


A    G    T        I. 

SCENE  I.    4  Parlouf  at  Sir  Lvke  Trcmot*s; 
Enter  Sir  Luke,  followed  hy  Lady  Tremor* 

Sir  Luke. 

JL  TELL  you,  Madam,  you  are  Wo  and  thirty: 

Lady  tremor .  I  tell  you.  Sir,  you  are  miftaken. 

Sir  Luke.  Why,  did  not  you  come  over  froni 
England  exaftly  fixteen  years  ago  ? 

Lady.    Not  fo  Jong. 

Sir  Luke.  Have  not  we  been  married  the  tenth 
of  next  April  fixteen  years  ? 

Lady^    Not  fo  long.— 

Sir  Luke.  Did  you  not  come  ovef  the  year  of 
the  great  Eclipfe  ?  anfwer  me  that. 

Lady.    I  don't  remember  it. 

Sir  Luke.  But  I  do— and  Ihall  remember  it  M 
long  as  I  live — the  firft  time  I  faw  you,  was  in 
the  garden  of  the  Dutch  Envoy ;  you  were  looking 
through  a  glafs  at  the  fun— I  immediately  begati 
to  owke  love  to  you,  and  the  whole  ajTair  wai 
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fettled  while  the  cclipfe  lafted — juft  one  hour 
eleven  minutes^  and  three  feconds. 

Lady.  *  But  what  iy  all  thiff  to  my  age  ?  ^ 

Sir  Luke.  Becaufe  I  know  you  were  at  that 
time  near  feventeen — and  without  one  qualification 
except  your  youth-*-and  not  being  a  Mullatto. 

Lady.  Sir  Luke,  Sir  Luke,  this  is  not  to  be 
borne — 

Sir  Luke.  Oh!  'yes--!-I  forgot — you  had  two 
letters  of  recommendation,  from  two  great  fa- 
milies in  England. 

Lady.     Letters  of  recommendation ! 

Sir  Luke.    Yes ;  your  charader that,  you 

know,  is  all  the  fortune' ^e  poor  Englilhmen,  fitu- 
ated  in  India,  expedt  with  a  wife  who  croiTes  the 
fea  at  the  hazard  of  her  life,  to  make  us  happy.  -» 

Zuidy.  And  what  but  our  charadlers  would  you 
have  us  bring  ?  Do  you  fuppofe  any  lady  ever 
came  to  India,  who  brought  along  with  her, 
friends,  or  fortune  ?  . 

Sir  Luke.     No,  my  dear — and  what  is  worfe— ^^ 
fl^  feldom  leaves  them  behind,  either. 
.   Lady.     No  matter.  Sir  Luke — but  if  I  delivered 
5P  you  a  good  charafter— — 

Sir  Luke.  Yes,  my  dear  you  did — ^and  if  you; 
were  to  alk  me  for  it  again,  I  can't  fay  I  could 
give  it  you. 

Lady.  How  uncivil !  how  unlike  are  yoUr> 
manners  to  the  manners  of  my  Lord  Flint, 
;;  ^  Sir  Luke.  •;  Ay  — you  are  never  fo  happy  as  when 
you  have  an  opportunity  of  expreffing  your  ad^r 
miration  of  him — a  difagreeable,  nay,  a  very 
dangerous  man — one  is  never  fure  of  one's  felf  in 
Jiis  prefence-^he  carries  every  thing  he  hears  to 
the  minifters  of  our  fufpicious  Sultan — and  I  feel 
fny  head  fliake  whenever  I  am  in  his  company. 
,.  Lady^  How  different  does  his  Lordfliip  appear 
\o  me*-to  me  he  is  all  p^iffeje. 

Sir 
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*  Sir  Luke.  Politejfe  I  how  fliou'd  you  under- 
dcrftand  what  is  real  politejfe?  You  know  your 
education  was  very  much  confined.— 

•  Lady.  And  if  it  was  confined— —I  beg,  Sir 
Luke,  you  will  one  time  or  other  ceafe  thefe  re- 
fledlions — ^you  know  they  are  what  I  can't  bear ! 
[walks  about  in  a  paffion^  pray,  does  not  his  Lord-^ 
fliip  continually  affure  me,  I  might  be  taken  for 
a  Countefs,  were  it  not  for  a  certain  little  groveling 
tofs  I  have  caught  with  my  head— -and  a  <:ertain 
little  confined  hitch  in  my  walk  ?  both  which  I 
learnt  oiyou — learnt  by  looking  fo  much  ztyou.^'^ 
'  Sir  Luke.  And  now  if  you  don't  take  care,  by 
looking  fo  much  at  his  Lordihip,  you  may  catch 
fbme  of  his  defeats. 

Lady.     I  know  of  very  few  he  has. 

Sir  Luke.  I  know  of  many — befides  thofe  he 
aflumes. — 

Lady.    AflTumes  !  ! — - 

Str  Luke.  Yes  ;  do  you  fuppofe  he  is  as  forget- 
ful  as  he  pretends  to  be  ?  no,  no— but  becaufe  he 
is  a  favourite  with  the  Sultan,  and  all  our  great 
men  at  court,  he  thinks  it  genteel  or  convenient 
to  have  no  memory — and  yet  Y\\  anfwer  for  it^ 
he  has  one  of  the  befl  in  the  univerfe. 

Lady.     I  don't  believe  your  charge. 

Sir  Luke.  Why,  though  he  forgets  his  ap- 
pointments with  his  tradefmen,'  did  you  ever  heaf 
of  his  forgetting  to  go  to  court  when  a  place  was  to 
be  difpofed  of  i  Did  he  ever  make  a  blunder,  and 
fend  a  bribe  to  a  man  out  of  power  ?  Did  he  ever 
forget  to  kneel  before  the  Prince  of  this  Ifland— 
or  to  look  in  his  highnefs's  prefence  like  the  fta* 
tue  of  Patient-refignatipninhumbleexpedtation  ?-*• 

Lady.     Dear,  Sir  Luke — — 

Sir  Luke.  Sent  from  his  own  country  in  his 
very  infancy,   and  brought  up  in  the  4iffercnt 
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courts  of  petty,  arbitrary  Princes  here  in  Afia ; 
he  is  the  ilave  of  every  great  man,  and  the  tyrant 
of  every  poor-one,— — 

Lady.  «^  Petty  Princes  !*'— *tis  well  his  high- 
nels  our  Sultan  does  not  hear  you. 

Sir  Jjuke.  'Tis  well  he  does  not— don't  you 
repeat  what  I  fay-"— but  you  know  how  all  this  fine 
country  is  harrafled  and  laid  wafte  by  a  fet  of 
Princes,  Sultans,  as  they  ftyle  themfelves,  and  t 
know  not  what — who  are  for  ever  calling  out  to 
each  other  "  that's  mine/'  and  **  that's  mine  ;"— 
and  "  you  have  no  bufinefs  here"— and  **  you  have 
nobufinels  thexe"^ — and  "  I  have  bufinefs  every 
where ;"  \^S^rutting]  then  "  give  me  this," — and 
•*  give  me  that ;"  and  "  take  this,  and  take  that/* 

[makes  Jigns  of  fighting.'] 
Lady.  A  very  elegant  defer iption  truly. 
Sir  Luke.  Why,  you  know  'tis  all  matter  of 
fad — ^and  Lord  Flint,  brought  up  from  his  youth 
amongfi  thefe  people,  has  not  one  trait  of  an  Eng- 
lifliman  about  him — he  has  imbibed  all  this  coun« 
try's  cruelty,  and  I  dare  fay  wou'd  mind  no  more 
ieeing  me  hung  up  by  my  thumbs — or  made  to 
dance  upon  a  red-hot  gridiron-^ — 

Lady.  That  is  one  of.  the  tortures  I  never  heard 
of !— :0 !  I  fiiou'd  like  to  fee  that  of  all  things  ! 

Sir  Luke.  Yes — by  keeping  '  this  man's  com- 
pany, .you'll  foon  be  as  cruel  as  he  is — ^he  will 
teach  you  every  vice— a  confequential — grave- 
dull — and  yet  with  that  degree  of  levity,  that 
dares  to  pay  bis  addrefies  to  a  woman,  even  before 
her  hulband's  face. 

Lady.  Did  not  you  fay,  this  minute,  his  Lord- 
Ibip  had  not  a  trait  of  his  own  country  about 
him  ? — 

Sir  Luke.  Well,  well— as  you  fay,  that  laft  is 
%  trait  of  hts  own  country. 

^ter 
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Enter  Servant  and  Lord  Flint. 

Serv*    Lord  Flint.—  [Exit  Servant* 

Lady*  My  Lord,  I  am  extremely  glad  to  fee 
you — we  were  juft  mentioning  your  name.— 

Lord.  Were  you,  indeed.  Madam  ?  You  do  mc 
great  honour. 

Sir  Luke.    No,  my  Lord' — no  great  honour* 

Lord.     Pardon  me.  Sir  Luke. 

Sir  Luke.  But,  I  affure  you,  my  Lord,  what  I 
faid,  did  my/elf  a  great  deal  of  honour. 

Lady.  Yes,  my  Lord,  and  I'll  acquaint  your 
Lordfhip  what  it  was.  [going  up  to  bim^ 

Sir  Luke.  [Pulling  her  afide'y  Why,  you  wou'd 
not  inform  igainft  mc  fure  !  Do  you  know  what 
would  be  the  conlequence  ?  My  head  muft  anfwer 
it.     [frightened.'^ 

Lord.     Nay,  Sir  Luke,  I  infift  upon  knowings 

Sir  Luke.    [To  her'\    Hulh — hulh no,  my 

Lord,  pray  excufe  me— your  Lordihip  perhaps 
may  think  what  I  faid  did  not  come  ffom  my 
heart ;    and  I  aiTure  you,  upon  my   honour,   it 

Lady.    O,  yes— that  I  am  fure  it  did. 

Lord.     I  am  extremely  obliged  to  you.  [bowing. 

Sir  Luke.  O,  no,  my  Lord,,  not  at  all — not 
at  all — [ajide  to  her.'\  V\\  be  extremely  oblige4 
to  yoUy  if  you  will  hpld  your  tongue— Pray,  my 
Lord,  are  you  engaged  out  to  dinner  to-day  ?  for 
her  Ladyihip  and  I  dine  out. 

Lady.  Yes,  my  Lord,  and  we  Ihould  be  happy 
to  find  your  Lordihip  of  the  party. 

Lord.  '^  Engaged  out  to  dinner*'  ? — egad  very 
likely — very  likely— but  if  1  am — I  have  pofitively 
forgotten  where. 

£iady.    We  are  going  to 

Lord.    No— I  think  (now  you  put  mc  in  mind' 

of 
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of  it)  I  think  I  have  company  to  dine  with  me— 
I  am  either  going  out  to  dinner,  or  have  company 
to  dine  with  me  ;  but  I  really  can't  tell  wbich-*- 

howeyer,  my  people  know but  I  can't  call  to 

mind! —  ^ 

Sir  Luke.    Perhaps  your  Lordfhip  has  dined  / 
can  you  recoUedt  that  ? 

Lard.  No,  no — I  have  not  dined— —-what's 
o'clock  ? 

Lady.  Perhaps,  my  Lord,  you  have  not  break- 
fafted. 

Lord  O,  yes,  I've  breakfafted— I  think  {o--^ 
but  upon  my  word  thefe  things  are  very  hard  to 
remember. 

Sir  Luke.  They  are  indeed,  my  Lord — and  I 
wilh  all  my  family  wou'd  entirely  forget  them. 

Lord.  What  did  your  Ladyfliip  fay  was 
o\:lock? 

Lady.     Exaftly  twelve,  my  Lord.    . 

Lord.  Blefs  me  !  I  ought  to  have  been  fomc 
where  elfe  then — an  abfolute  engagement. — I  have 
broke  my  word — a  pofitive  appointment. 

Lady.     Shall  I  fend  a  fervant  ? 

Lord.  No,  no,  no,  no — by  no  means — it  can't 
be  helped  now — and  they  know  my  unfortunate 
failing — befides,  I'll  beg  their  pardon,  ind  I  trulll 
that  will  be  ample  fatisfadion. 

Lady.  -You  are  very  good,  my  Lord,  not  to 
leave  us. 

Lord.  I  cou'd  not  think  of  leaving  you  fo  foon. 
Madam — the  happinefs  I  enjoy  here  is/uch — 

Sir  Luke.  And  very  likely  were  your  Lordfhip 
to  go  away  now,  you  might  never  recoiled  to 
come  again. 
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•  '  •    E»/i?r' Servant. 

'  Serv.  A  Gentleman,  Sir,  juft  come  from  on 
board  an  Englilh  veffel,  fays,  he  has  letters  to  pre- 
fcnt  to  you. 

Sir  Luke.  Shew  him  in — [_^xit  Servant.]  He 
has  brought  his  charadter  too,  I  fuppofe — and  left 
it  bebindy  too,  I  fuppofe. 

Enter  Mr.  Twineall,  in  afajhionahle  undrefs. 

Twi.  Sir  Luke,  I  have  the  honourof  prefent-^ 
ing  to  you,  [Gives  letters']  one  from  my  Lord 
Cleland — one  from  Sir  Thomas  Shoeftring— one 
from  Colonel  Fril. 

Sir  Ijike.  [^Jfidi]  Who  in  the  name  of  wonder 
have  my  friends  recommended } --[reads  while  Lord 
Flint  and  the  Lady  talk  apart"]  No — ^as  I  live,  he  is 
9  gentleman,  and  the  fon  of  a  Lord — [going  to 
Lady  Tremor.^  My  dear,  that,  is  a  gentleman, 
notwithftanding  his  appearance — don^t  laugh— 
but  let  me  introduce  you  to  hioi. 
^  Lady.  A  gentleman  !  certainly — I  did  not  look 
at  him  before— but  now  I  can  perceive  it. 

Sir  Luke.  Mr.  Twineall,  give  me  leave  to  intro-. 
duce  Lady  Tremor  to  you,  and  my  Lord  Flint—, 
this,  my  Lord,  is  the  Honourable  Mr.  Twinealf 
from  England,  who  will  do  me  the  favour  to  re- 
main in  my  houfe,  till  he  is  fettled  to  his  mind  in, 
fome  poft  here.  ["They  low.]  I  beg  your  pardon. 
Sir,  for  the  fomewhat  cool  reception  Lady  Tremor 
and  I  gave  you  at  firft — but  I  dare  fay  her  Ladyfliip 
was  under  the  fame  miftake  as  myfelf — and  I  muft 
Qwn  I  took  you  at  firft  fight  for  fomething  very  dif- 
ferent from  the  perfon  you  prove  to  be — for  really 
Qo  Engliih  ihips  have  arrived  in  this  harbour  for 

thefe^r 
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thcfe  five  years  paft,  and  the  drcfs  of  us  Engliih 
gentlemen  is  fo  much  altered  fince  that  time 

Twi.  But,  I  hope.  Sir  Luke,  if  it  is,  the  alter- 
ation meets  with  your  approbation* 

Lady,  O  !  to  be  fure — it  is  extremely  elegant 
and  becoming. 

Sir  Luke.  Yes,  my  dear,  I  don't  doubt  but  you 
think  fo  ;  for  I  remember  you  ufed  to  make  vour 
favourite  monkey  wear  juft  fuch  a  jacket,  when 
he  went  out  a  vifiting. 

twin.  Was  he  your  favourite.  Madam  ?— Sir, 
you  are  very  obliging.  [^Bowing  n>  Sir  Luke.'] 

Sir  tmh.  My  Lord,  if  it  were  poffible  for  your 
Lordihip  to  call  to  your  remembrance  fuch  a  trifle — 

Lady.  Dear  Sir  Luke [Pulling  bim^ 

Lord.  Egad,  I  believe  I  do  call  to  my  remem- 
brance— [Gravely^  ccnjidering.'} — Not,  I  aflure  you. 
Sir,  that  I  perceive  any  great  refemblance — or,  if 
it  was  fo-r-I  dare  fay  it  is  merely  in  the  drefs— ~-* 
which  I  mbft  own  ftrikes  me  as  moft  ridiculous-^ 
Tcry  ridiculous  indeed.—— 

Twi.  My  Lord  ! 

Lord.  I  beg  pardon,  if  I  have  faid  any  thing 
that — —Lady  Tremor,  what  did  I  fay  ?— ^ 
make  my  apology,  if  I  have  faid  any  thing  im- 
proper— you  know  my  unhappy  failing. 

[Goes  up  theflage. 

L^dy.  [to  Tijoineall.']  Sir,  his  Lordfhip  has  made 
amiftake  in  the  word  "  ridiculous,'*  which  I  am 
fUre  he  did  not  mean  to  fay — but  he  is  apt  to  make 
ufe  of  one  word  for  another— his  Lordfhip  has 
been  fo  long  out  of  England,  that  he  may  be  faid  in 
fome  meafure  to  have  forgotten  his  native  language. 
[His  Lordjhip  all  this  time  appears  confequen-^ 
tially  abfent. 

Jo;/.  And  you  have  perfedly  explained.  Ma* 
•dam— indeed  I  ought  to  have  been  convinced, 

without 
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llrithout  your  explanation,  that  if  his  Lordfhip 
made  ufe  of  the  word  ridicuhus  (even  intention* 
ally)  that  the  word  had  now  changed  its  forrtier 
ienfe,  and  was  become  a  mode  to  ^xprefs  fatisfac- 
tiocH-or  his  Lordfhip  wou'd  not  have  made  ufe 
of  it  in  the  very  forcible  manner  he  did,  to  a  pcr- 
fe&  ftranger. 

Sir  Luke.  What,  Mr.  Twineall,  have  you  new 
modes,  new  falhions  for  words  too  in  England, 
as  well  as  for  dreffes  ? — and  are  you  equally  ex- 
tra/vagant  in  their  adoption  ? 

.  Laay.  I  neVer  heard.  Sir  Luke,  but  that  the 
faikion  of  words  varied,  as  well  as  the  fafliion  of 
every  thing  elfe. 

fw/.  But  what  is  moft  extraordinary — we  have 
now  a  fialhion  in  England,  of  fpeaking  without 
any  words  at  all. 

JLadf^  I^ray,  Sir,  how  is  that  ? 

Sir  Luke*  Ay,  do,  Mr.  Twineall,  teach  my 
wife,  and  I  fliall  be  very  much  obliged  to  you — 
it  will  be  a  great  accomplilhment.  Even  you,  my 
Lord,  ought  to  be  attentive  to  this  falhion. 

Tw.  Why,  Madam,  for  inftance,  when  a  gen- 
tleman is  aiked  a  queftion  which  is  either  trouble* 
fome  or  improper  to  anfwer,  you  don't  fay  you 
wonU  anfwer  it,  even  though  you  fpeak  to  an  infe- 
rior—--—but  you  fay ^'*  really  it  appears  to  me 

e-e-e-e-e— [w«/r^r5  and /hrugs'y--\i\izt  is — mo-mo* 
mo-mo-mo — [ww/Z^rj]— if  you  fee  the  thing-:— for 
my  part— —te-te-te-te—— and  that's  all  I  can  tell 
about  it  at  pre/ent. 

Sir  Luke.  And  you  have  told  nothing  ! 

9«;/.  Nothing  upon  earth. 

Ladf.  But  mayn't  one  guefs  what  you  mean  ? 

"Sa;i.  O,  yes — perfectly  at  liberty  to  guefs. 

Sir  Luke.  Well,  rilbeihotif  I  could  gij^kts. 

Twi»  And  again— ^when  an  icnpertinent  pedant 

C  aiks 
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aiks  you  a  quellion  that  you  know  nothing  abbut> 
and  it  may  nqt  be  convenient  to  fay  fo — you  anfwer 
boldly^  "  why  really.  Sir,  my  opinion  /V,  that  the 
.Greek  poet — he-he-he-  he — [mutters] — we^we^we- 
we — you  fee — if  his  idea  was — and   if  the  Latin 

tranllator— mis-mis-  mis-mis— -fyi&r«^jj that  I 

Ihou'd  think — in  my  humble  opinion — but  the 
Doftor  may  know  better  than  I." — — 

Sir  Luke.  The  Do&or  muft  know  very  little 
clfe. 

T'wL  Or  In  cafe  of  a  duel,  where  one  does  not 
care  to  fay  who  was- right,  or  who  was  wrong— 
you  anfwer — "  TbiSj  Sir,  is  the  ftate  of  the  mat« 
ter — Mr.  F—  came  firft — te-te-te-te — on  that— 
be-be-be-be-T-if  the  other — in  ihoit-^[wbiJpns] 
— whis-whis-  whis-whis"— — 

Sir  Luke.  What  ? 

Twi.  "  There,  now  you  have  it — there  *tis— 
but  don't  fay  a  word  about  it — or,  if  you  do— 
don't  fay  it  come  from  me." — 

Lady.  Why,  you  have  not  told  a  word  of  the 
ftory ! 

Twi.  But  that  your  auditor  muft  not  fay  to  you 
- — that's  not  the  fafliion — he  never  tells  you  that-^ 
— he  may  fayi — "  You  have  not  made  yourfelf 
^er/e£lly  clear;" — or  he  may  fay — "  He  muft  have 
Xhc  tmttcv  more  particularly  pointed  out  fomewhere 
eire;" — bpt  that  is  all  the  auditor  can  fay  with 
good  breeding. 

Lady.  A  very  pretty  method  indeed  to  fatisfy 
one's  curiofity  ! 

« 

Enter  Servant, 

^rv.  Mr.  Hafwell. 

Sir  Luke.  This  is  a  countryman  of  ours,  Mr. 
Twineall,  and  a  very  good  man  1  aflure  you. 

Enter 
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Enter  Mr.  HafwelL 

Sir  Luke.  Mr.  Hafwell,  how  do  you  do  ? 

[H^armfy. 

Haf.  Sir  Luke,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you. Lady 

Tremor,  how  do  you  do  ?        [Jie  bows  to  the  reft. 

Lady,  O,  Mr.  Hafwell,  I  am  extremely  glad 
you  are  come — here  is  a  young  adventurer  juft  ar- 
rived from  England,  who  has  been  giving  us  fuch 
aflrange  account  of  all  that's  going  on  there. 

[Introducing  TwinealL 

Hqf.  Sir,  you  are  welcome  to  India. 

[Sir  Luke  whi/pers  HafwelL 
Indeed  ! — bisioo. 

Lady.  Do,  Mr.  Hafwell^  talk  to  him — he  can 
give  you  great  information. 

Haf.  I  am  glad  of  it — I  fliall  then  hear  many 
things  I  am  impatient  to  become  acquainted  with. 
[Goes  up  to  Twineall.^  Mr.  Twineall,  I  have  the 
honour  of  knowing  his  Lordlhip,  your  father,  ex- 
tremely well — he  holds  his  feat  in  Parliament  ftill, 
I  prefume  ? 

Twi.  He  does.  Sir. 

Haf  And  your  uncle.  Sir  Charles  ? 

Twi.  Both,  Sir— both  in  Parliament  ftill. 

Ha/.  Pray,  Sir,  has  any  a(3:  in  behalf  of  the 
poor  clergy  taken  place  yet  ? 

5w/,  In  behalf  of  the  poor  clergy.   Sir  ?— FU 

tell  you — ril  tell  you.  Sir. As  to  that  aft — 

concerning-r-[^r«g5  and  mutters'] — em-em-em-em 
—the  Committee — em- em — ways  and  means--- 
hee-hee— I  aflure  you^  Sir — te-te-te — 

[Sir  Luke,  Lady,  and  Lord  Flint  laugh. 

My  father  and  my  uncle  both  think  fo.,  I  affurc 
you. 

HaJ.  T\C\Vi\ihoWy  Sit } 

C  a  Sir  Luke. 
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Sir  Luke.  Nay,  that*s  not  good  breeding'^— you 
muft  afk  no  more  queftions, 
Haf.  Why  not  ? 

i$i>  Luke.  Becaufc^p— we«we  we-we---[i8i««^ifi}--^ 
he  knows  nothing  about  it. 

Haf.  What,  Sir — not  know  ? 

Ttw.  Yes,  Sir,  perfeftly  acquainted  with  every 
thing  that  pafies  in  the  houfe-^ut  I  afiure  yeu» 
that  when  they  come  to  be  reported— —but.  Sit 
Luke,  now  permit  me,  in  my  turn,  to  make  a  few 
inquiries  concerning  the  0:ate  of  this  coimtry. 

[jjir  Lukejiarts^  and  fixes  his  eyes/u/m 
picieufiy  on  Lord  FlinS. , 

Sir  Luke.  Why,   one  does  not   like  to  fpeak 
much  about  the  country  one  lives  in— but,  Mn 
Hafwell,  you  have  been  vifiting  our  encampments  ; 
you  may  tell  us  what  is-  going  om  there. 

Lady.  Pray,  Mr.  Hafwell,  is  it  true  that  the 
Sultan  cut  off  the  head  of  one  of  his  wives,  the 
Other  day  becaufe  (he  faid  "  X  won*t  ?^'  • 

Sir  Luke.  Do,  my  dear,  befilent. 

Lady.  I  won't. 

Sir  Luke.  O,  that  the  Sultan  had  you  infleadoi^ 
me! 

Lady.  And  with  my  head  off,  I  fuppofe  ? 

Sir  Luke.  No,  my  dear ;  in  that  fkte,  I  ihoti'4 
have  no  objeftion  to  you  myfelf. 

Lady.  [Afide  io  Sir  l^ukeJ]  Now,  I'll  frighteti 
you  ten  time^.  more. — But,  Mr.  Hafwell,  r'am 
told  there  are  many  perfons  fufpefted  of  difaffeo- 
tidn  to  the  prefent  Sultan,  who  have  been  lately-;^ 
by  his  orders^  arretted,  and  fold  to  flavery,  not^ 
withftanding  there  was  no  proof  againft  them  pro-*- 
dticed« 

Haf.  Proof! in  a  State  fuch  as  this,  the 

charge  is  quite  fuificient. 

Sir  Luke*  [In  apparent  agonies^  wtfiing  to  turn 

"^     ^        tbe. 
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tUiifcMrfo.^  Well,  my  Lord,  and  how  doti 
your  Lordlhtp  find  yomfelf  this  afternoon  .>-^this 
morning,  I  mean— Blefs  my  fotil !  why  I  begin  ta 
be  as  fo^getfvA  as  your  LoYdftfip* 

[SmUn^  Mdfa^mngi 

lAif.    How  I  pity  tht  poor  creatures ! 

Sir  Luki.  \_4fid€  io  LaJ^.}  Take  cafe  ^hat  yotf 
fay  before  that  tool  of  ftate^look  at  him,  and 
trembte  fov  your  bead. 

Ladf.  Look  at  him,  and  tremble  for  ydUfs^^ 
and  foi  Mr.  riafwell,  all  this  is  true  ? — and  fome' 
people,'  of  cdnfeqaence  too,  I  am  told,  draggied 
from  their  homes,  and  fent  to  flavery  merely  otf 
fufpkioiT  ? 

Ha/.  Yet,  lefs  do  I  pity  thofe,  than  fome,  wHortl^ 
prrfoii^  aAd  dungeons  craaimed  before^  are  yet 
prepared  to  receive^ 

LorJ.  Mr.  Hafwell,  fuch  is  the  Sultan's  plea* 
fure. 

Sir  Luke:  Will  your-  Lordfliip  take  a  turn  in 
the  garden  ?  it  looks  from  this  door  very  pleafant ; 
•—does  not  it  ? 

Lady.  But  pray,  Mr.  Hafwell,  has  not  the  Sul- 
tan fent  for  you  tO' attend  at  his  palace  this  morn* 
ing  ? 

Hdtf.    He  has,  Madam. 

Lady.  There!  I  heard  he  had,  but  Sir  Luke 
faid  not.— I  am  told  he  thinks  himfelf  under  the 
greateft  obligations  to  you. 

Hqf.  The  report  has  flattered  me — but  if  hir 
highnefsT&wV  think  himfelf  under  obligations,  I 
can  readily  point  a  way,  by  which  he  may  acquit 
hifttfclf  of  them. 

Lady.  In  the  mean  tira6,  I  am  fure,  you  feel 
for  thofe  poor  fufferers. 

Hqf.    [fFitb  ftifled  emotion.']     Sir  Luke,  good 
morning   to    you  —  I   caird  upon  fome  trifling 
|>ufinefs,  but  I  have  out*ftaid  my  time^  and  there- 
fore 
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fore  1*11  call  again  in  a  couple  of  hours — Lady" 
Tremor,  good  morning — my  Lord — ^Mr.  Twine- 
all— [i?^wj,  <a»// ^;»/. 

Twi.     Sir  Luke^  your  garden  does  look  fo  di- 
Tinely  beautiful — 

Sir  Luke.  Come,  my  Lofd,  will  you  take  a 
tora  in  it  ?  Come  Mr.  Twineali — come  my  dear*— 
\^taking  her  band.']  I  can't  think  what  bufinefs  Mr.. 
Hafwell  has  to  fpeak  to  me  upon — for  my  part,  I. 
am  quite  a  plki'n  man — and  bufy  myfelf  about  no 
one's  affairs,  except  my  own — but  I  dare  fay  your 
Lordihip  has  forgot  all  we  have  been  talking 
about* 

Lord.     If  you  permit  me.  Sir  Luke,  I'll  hand 
rfie  Lady. 

Sir  Luke.    Certainly,  my  Lord,  if  you  pleafe — 
come,  Mr.  Twineali,  and  I'll  cpndu^  you. 

lExeunf.' 


END    OF    THE     FIRST     ACT* 
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ACT        11. 


SCENE  I.    An  Jpartmfntai  Sir  Luke  Txcmox^s. 


Enter  Twiheall  and  Meanright. 

TwLjSfjLY  dear  friend,  after  fo  long  a  fepara- 
tion,  how  glad  I  am  to  meet  you  ! — but  how  de- 
vililh  unlucky  that  you  ihou'd,  on  the  very  day 
of  my  arrival,  be  going  to  fet  fail  for  another  part 
of  the  world  !  yet  before  you  go,  I  muft  beg  a  fa- 
vour of  you — you  know  Sir  Luke  and  his  family 
perfe(fHy  well,  I  dare  fay  ? 

Mean*  I  think  fo — I  have  been  in  his  hou& 
near  fix  years. 

Twi.  The  very  perfon  on  earth  I  wanted ! — 
Sir  Luke  has  power  here,  I  fuppofe  ? — a  word 
from  him  might  do  a  man  fome  fervice  perhaps  ? 

\^figntficanilj. 
.  Mean.     Why,  yes ;  I  don't  know  a  man  that 
has  more  influence  at  a  certain  place* 

Twin.  And  her  Ladyfliip  feems  a  very  clever 
gentlewoman  ? 

Mian.     Very. 

Twi.  And  I  have  a  notion  they  think  me  very 
clever. 

Mean.     I  dare  fay  they  do. 

Twi.     Yes — but  I  mean  very  clever. 

Mean.    No  doubt ! 

Twi.  But,  my  dear  friend,  you  muft  help  mc 
t9  make  them  think  better  of  me  ftill — and  when 

my 
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my  fortune  is  made,  Til  make  yt^wrs — for  when  I 
once  become  acquainted  with  people's  difpofitions, 
their  little  weaknefles,  fbibl^  and  faults,  .1  can 
wind,  twift,  twine,  and  get  inta  the  corner  of 
every  one's  heart,  and  lie  fo  fnug,  they  can't  know 
I'm  there,  till  they  want  to  pull  me  out,  and  find 
'tis  impoffible. 

Mean.     Excellent  talent  \ 

TwL  Is  not  it  ?  and  now,  my  dear  friend,  do 
you  inform  me  of  the  fecret  difpofittons,  and 
propenfities  of  every  one  in  this  family,  and  of 
all  their  connections. — ^What  Lady  values  berfeJf 
upon  one  qualification,  and  what  Lady  upon  ano- 
ther ? — What  Gentleman  will  like  to  be  told  of 
his  accomplilhments  ?  or  what  man  would  rathi^r 
hear  of  his  wife's,  or  his  daughter'*? — or  of  his 
horfes?"  or  pf  his  dogs  ?— now,  my  dear  Ned,  ac- 
quaint me  with  all  this — and  within  a  fortnight 
I  will  becorpe  th^  moft  ncceflary  rafcal— — not  » 
creature  IhaU  know  how  to  exift  without  me. 

Mean.  Why  fuch  a  man  as  you  ^oqght  to  have 
tjiade  your  fortune  in  England. 

TwL  No — my  father,  and  my  three  uncles 
monbpolisxd  all  the  great  men  themfclves ;  and 
wop'd  never  introduce  me  where  I  waa.  likely  to  be- 
come their  rival — This — this  is  the  very  fpot^ 
for  me  to  difplay  my  genius — But  then.  I  muft 
penetrate  the  people  firfl: — and  you  will  kindly 
fave  me  that  trouble. — Come,  give  me  all  their 
charaftersr— all  their  little  propenfities — all  their 
whims — in  fliort,  all  I  am  to  praife-^and  all  I  am  to 
avoid  praifing, — in  order  to  endear  myfelf  to 
them.  [Takes. out  tablets, "l  Come — begin  with  Sir 
Luke. 

Mean.  Sir  Luke— values  himfelf  more  upon 
perfonal  bravery,  than  upon  any  thing  elfe. 


/ 
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9W.  Thank  yon,  my  dear  friend — thank  you. 
l^fFritesJ  Was  he  ever  in  the  army  ? 

Mean.  Oh  yes — befieged  a  capital  fortrcfe,  a 
few  years  ago— and  now,  the  very  name  of  a  bat- 
tle or  a  great  general  tickles  his  vanity,  and  he 
takes  all  the  praifes  you  can  lavifh  upon  the  fub- 
jt&  as  comp)iinent9  to  himfelf. 

TwL  Thank  you — thank  you  a  thoufand  timet 
•— [W^rftr*.]  ru  mention  a  battle  very  fbon* 

Mean.    Not  direftly. 

Tfvi.  O,  no-— let  me  alone  for  time  and  place 
-**-go  on,  my  ftiend— go  on— her  Ladylhip — 

Mean.  Defcended  from  the  ancient  kings  of 
Scotland. 

Twi.    You  don't  fay  fo ! 

Mean,  And  though  Ihe  is  fa  nicely  fcrupuldus 
as  never  to  mention  the  word  genealogy,  yet  I 
have  feen  her  agitation  fo  great,  when  the  advan- 
tages of  high  birth  have  been  extoli'd,  flie  could^ 
fcarcely  witUiold:  her  ffentiments  of  triumph; 
which  in  order  to  difguife,  ihe  has  aflumed  a  dlf* 
datn  for  all  **  vain  titles— empty  founds — and 
idle  pomp/' 

Twi.  Thank  you — thank  you — ^this  is  a  rtioft 
excellent  iraii  of  the  Lady's — [Writes.']  *'  Pedigree" 
of  the  kings  of  Scotland  ?*'  O,  I  have  her  at  onCc. 

Mean.  Yet  do  it  nicely— oblique  touches,  ra- 
ther than  open  explanations. 

Twi.     Let  me  alone  for  that. 

Mean^  She  has,  I  know,  in  her  pofleflion— 
but  I  dare  fay  ihe  wou'd  not  ihow  it  you,  nay,  on 
the  contrary,  would  even  c^eS  to  be  highly  of- 
fended, if  you  were  tb  mention  it— and  yet  it 
certainly  would  flatter  her,  to  know  you  were  ac- 
quainted with  her  having  it. 

Twi.    What— what — what  is  it? 

Meam    A  large  old^feihioned  wig—Which  Mit- 

D  colm 
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Golm  the  third  or  fourth,  her  great  anceftor,:  wore 
when  he  was  crowned  at  Scone,  in  the  year  — — 

TwL     ril  mention  it. 

Mean.     Take  care. 

*Twi.     O,  let  me  alone  for  the  manner. 

Mean.     She'll  pretend  to  be  angry. 

Twi.  That  I  am  prepared  for. — Pray  who  is 
my  Lord  Flint  ? 

Mean.  A  deep  man— and  a  great  favourite  at 
court. 

Twi.    Indeed ! — how  am  I  to  pleafe  him  ? 

Mean.    By  infinuations  againft  thtprefent  Sultan* 

Twi.     How ! 

Mean.  With  all  his  pretended  attachment,  his 
heart 

Twi.     Are  you/ureof  it  ? 

Mean.  Sure  : — he  blinds  Sir  Luke,  (who  by 
the  bye  is  no  great  politician)  but  I  know  his  Lord- 
fliip — and  if  he  thought  he  was  fure  of  his  ground 
—(and  he  thinks  he  Jhall  be  fure  of  it  foon)— 
then — 

Twi.  Fll  infinliate  myfelf  and  join  his  party — - 
but,  in  the  mean  tin^e,  preferve  good  terms  with 
Sir  Luke,  in  cafe  any  thing  Ihou'dfall  in  my  way- 
there. — Who  is  Mr.  Hafwell  ? 

Mean.  He  pretends  to  be  a  man  of  principle 
and  fentiment — flatter  him  on  that. 

T'Zi^i.  The  eaiieft  thing  in  the  world — no  peo- 
ple like  flattery  better  than  fuch  as  he. — They 
will  bear  even  to  hear  their  vices  praifed. — I  will 
myfelf  undertake  to  praife  the  vices  of  a  man  of 
fentiment  till  .he  ftiall  think  them  fo  many  virtues, 
— You  have  mentioned  no  Ladies^  but  the  Lady 
of  the  houfe  yet. 

Mean.     There  is  no  other  Lady,  except  a  pretty . 
girl  who  came  over  from  England,  about  two  years 
Ago,  -for  a  hufl^and,  and  not  fucceeding  in  another 
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•part  of  the  country,  is  now  recommended  to  this, 
iioufe — and  has  been  here  three  or  four  months. 
TwL     Let  me  alone,  to  pleafe  her.    . 
Mean;    Yes* — Ibelieve  you.are  ikilled.    •    - 
Twi.     For  the  art  of  flattery,  no  one  more. 
Mean.     But  damn  it— it  is  not  a  liberal  art, 
TwL     It  is  a  great  fcience,  notwithftanding-^ 
and  ftpdied,  at  prefent,  by  all  the  connoifleurs. — 
Zounds  !   I  have  ftaid  a  long  time — -I  can't  attend 
to  any  more  characters  at  prefent — Sir  Luke  and 
his  Lady  will  think  me  inattentive,  if  I  don't  join 
them-^^hall  I  fee  you  again  ? — if  not — Iwifh  you 
:a  pleafant   voyage — I'll   make  the  moft  of  what 
you  have  told  me — you'll  hear  I'm  a  great  rhan — 
God  blefs  you ! — good  bye ! — you'll  hear  I'm  a 
great  man.  [^Exif. 

Mean.  And,  if  lamnot  miftaken,  I  (hall  hear 
you  are  turned  out  of  the  houfe  before  to-morrow 
morning.  O,  TwinealH.  exadly  the  reverfe  of 
every  charaAer  have  you  now  before  you — th? 
greateft  misfortune  in  the  life  of  Sir  Luke  has 
been,  flying  from  his  army  in  the  midfl:  of  an  en- 
gagement, and  a  moft  humiliating  degradation  in 
confeq^ence,  which  makes  him  fo  feelingly  alive 
on  the  fubjedl  of  a  battle,  that  nothing  but  his 
want  of  courage  can  fecure  my  friend  Twineall's 
life  for  venturing  to  name  the  fubjedt — then  Lord 
-  Flint,  firmly  attached  to  the  inter  eft  of  the  Sultan, 
will  be  all  on  fire,  when  he  ^ears  of  open  difaf- 
fedion— ;-but  moft  of  all  her  Ladyfliip  !  whofe  fa- 
ther was  a  grocer^  and  uncle,  a  noted  advertifing 
**  Periwig-maker  on  a  new  conftruftion."  She 
•will  run  mad  to  hear  of  births,  titles,  and  long 
pedigrees. — Poor  Twineall !  little  doft  thou  think 
what  is  prepared  for  thee. — There  is  Mr.  Hafwell 
too — but  to  him  have  I  fenf  you  to  he  reclaimed— 
to  )>im,— who,  free  from  faults,  or  even  foibles, 
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of  hU  own,  has  yet  more  potently  the  UeSm^ 
given;,  of  tendernefs  for  ours,  [Mxit^ 

SCENE    II,    The  snfide  0/ a  Prifim. 
Srueral  Prijon^rs  difptrjed  in  different  Jttuations. 

Enter  Keeper  and  Hafwell  ^f/oiib  lights. 

Keep*  This  way,.  Sir— ^the  prifons  this  w^y  artj  - 
jnore  extenfive  ftiil — you  feem  to  feel  for  thefe  yn- 
thinking  men-r-but  they  are  a  let  of  unruly  peo<* 
pie,  whom  no  feverity  can  make  fuch  as  they  oughc 
to  be. 

jFfo/l  And  wou'd  not  gentlenefs,  or  mercy,  do 
you  think,  reclaim  them  ? 

Keep.  That  I  can't  fay— we  pever  try  tbofe 
jneans  in  this  part  of  the  worM — that  man  yonder, 
fufpefted  of  difaffeftion,  is  fentenced  to  be  her^ 
for  life,  unlefs  his  friends  can  lay  down  a  larg^ 
fum  by  way  of  penalt/,  which  he  fiqds  they  cannot 
<lo,  and  he  is  turned  melancholy. 

Hqf.  \^After  a  paufe.']  Who  is  that  ?  \^o  unatber^ 

Keep.  He  has  been  try'd  for  headipg  an  infur* 
yedtion,  and  acquitted. 

Haf.  What  keeps  him  here  ? 

Keep.  Fees  due  to  the  Court — a  debt  contraftecl 
'while  he  proved  bis  innocence. 

Haf.  Lead  on,  iny  friend — let  us  go  to  fomc 
other  part.  [Putting  bis  hand  to  bis  eyes. 

Keep.  In  this  ward,  we  are  going  to,  are  the 
prifoners,  who  by  fome  fmall  referve— fome  little 
Jecreted  ftock  when  they  arrived — or  by  the  bounty 
'  of  fome  friend  who  vifit  them  — -—  or  fuch- 
like  fortuns^te  circumftancc;^  are  in  a  lefs  difma} 
place. 

K^cp, 
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•  * 

Keep.  But  flop — put  on  this  cloak,  for,  before 
«¥e  arrive  at  the  place  I  mention,  we  muft  pafs  a 
damp  vault,  which  to  thofe  who  are  not  ufed  to 
it — [Hafwell  futs  on  tbefhak^ — or  will  you  poft- 
pone  your  vifit  ? 

Ha/.  ,  No~go  on. 

Keep.  Alas  !  who  wouM  fuppofe  you  had  been 
Ijfed  to  fee  fuch  places  !— you  look  concerned—- 
veXt  to  fee  the  people  fufFer — I  wonder  you  Ihou'd 
come,  when  you  feem  to  think  fo  much  about 
them. 

Haf.     Oh  !  that,  that  is  the  very  reafon. 

^  '  [^Exit^  following  the  Keeper^ 

£Zedan,  a  tawny  Indian  Prifonerj  follows  tbem^  fteal^ 
in^'  out  J  as  if  intent  on  fame  thing,'] 

Two  Prifoners  walkjlowly  down  the  Stage. ; 

ifi  Trif.  Who  is  this  man  ? 

Q.4  Prif  FroiTi  Britain—  1  have  feen  him  one* 
before.    . 

ijl  Prif  He  looks  pale — he  has  no  heart. 

%d  Prif  \  believe,  a  pretty  large  one. 

Re-enter  Zedan, 

Zed.  Brother,  a  word  with  you.  [^o  the  \Jl 
Prifonefj  the  other  retires^  as  the  ftranger  and  our 
keeper  pafTed  by  the  paflage,  a  noxious  vapour 

!)Ut  out  the  light,  and  as  they  groped  along  I  purr 
oined  this  from  the  ftranger — [Shews  apocket-^ooky 
fee  it  contains  two  notes  will  pay  our  ranfom. 

[Shewing  the  notes^ 
ift  Prif     A  treafure — our  certain  ranfom  ! 
Zed.     Liberty!  our  wives,  our  children,  and 
pur  friends,  will  thefe  papers  purchafe. 

ift  Priff  What  i  bribe !  our  l^eeper  may  re*, 
joijie  too^  . 

Zed. 
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Zed.  And  then  the  pleafurc  it  will  be  to  hear 
the  ftranger  fret,  and  complain  for  his  loft  ! — O^ 
how  my  heart  loves  to  fee  forrow ! — Mifery  fuch  as 
1  have  known,  on  men  who  fpurn  me— who  treat 
me  as  if  (in  my  own  Ifland)  I  had.  no  friends 
that  loved  me-r-no  fervants  that  paid  me  honour 
— no  children  that  revered  me — who  forget  I  am 
a  hufband — a  father — nay,  a  man. — 

ift  Prif.  Conceal  your  thoughts — conceal  your 
treafure  too — or  the  Briton's  cornplaint — 

Zed.  Will  be  in  vain — our  keeper  will-conclude 
the  bribe  muftcome  to  him,  at  laft— ^and  therefore 
make  no  great  fearch  for  it — here,  in  the  corner  of 
my  belt  [^Puts  up  the  pocket-book']  'twill  be  fecure-^ 
Come  this  way,  and  let  us  indulge  our  pleafant 
profpedt.  [Tb^  retire^  and  thefcene  clofes. 

SCENE  IIL     Another  part  of  the  Prifon. . 

A  hind  of  fopha  with  an  old  man  Jleeping,  upon  it-^ 
Elvirus  fitting  attentively  by  him. 

finter  Keeper  ^nd  Hafwell., 

Keep.  That  young  man,  yoq  fte  there,  watch- 
ing his  aged  father  as  he  fleeps,  by  the  help  of 
fe.es  gains  his  admiffion — and  he  never -quits  the 
place,  except  to  go  and  purchafe  cordials  for  the 
old  man,  who,  (though  healthy  and  ftrong  when 
he  iirft  became  a  prifoner)  is  now  become  ill  and 
languid. 

Haf.     Are  they  from-Europe  ?  - 

Keep.  No — but  defcended  from  Europeans-^ 
fee  how  the  youth  holds  his  father's  hand  !— rl  have 
fometimes  caught  him  bathing  it  with  tears. 

Haf    I'll  fpeak  to  the  young  man.  [Going  to  hintf 

Keep.  He  will  fpeak  as  foon  as  he  fees  me— he 
has  fent  a  petition  to  the  Sultan  about  his  father, 

and 
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aiidhevfer  fails  to  inquire  if  a  reply  is  come.  [Tbey 
approach — Elvirus^^r/J,  and  comes  forward'] 

Elv.     I'fo  Hafwell]  Sir,  do  you  come  from  the' 
Court?.. has  the  Sultan  received  my  humble  fup- 
plication  ?  Can  you  tell  ? — foftly — lot  not  my  ta-* 
ther  hear  you  fpeak. 

Haf.  I  come  but  as  a  liranger,  to  fee  the 
prifon. 

Eh.^    No  anfwer  yet,  keeper  ? 

Keep.  No — I  told  you  it  was  in  vain  to  write — 
they  never. read  petitions  fent  from  prifons — their 
hearts  are  hardened  to  fuch  worn-out  tales  of  for- 
row.     [Elvirus  turns  towards  his  Father  and  weeps. 

Haf.  Pardon  me,  Sir — but  what  is  the  requeft 
you  are  thus  denied  ? 

Elv.  Behold  my  father  !  but  three  months  has 
he  been  confined  here ;  and  yet — unlefs  he  breathes 
a  purer  air — O,  \i  you  have  influence  at  Court, 
Sir,  pray   reprefent   what   paflTes  in   this   dreary 

prifon — what  pafles  in  my  heart. My  fupplica- 

tion  is  to  remain  a  prifoner  here,  while  my  father, 
releafed,  ihall  be  permitted  to  retire  to  humble 
life ;  and  never  more  take  arms  in  a  caufe  the 
Sultan  may  TufpeQ: — which  engagement  broken, 
iwy ///J?  .Ihall  be  the  forfeit. — Or  if  the  Sultaa 
wou*d  allow  me  to  ferve  him  as  a  foldier— • 

Haf.  You  would  fight  againft  the  party  your 
father  fought  for  ? 

Eh.  [^Starting.^  No — but  in  the  forefts — or  on 
the  defert  fands — amongft  thofe  flaves  who  are  fent 
to  battle  with  the  wild  Indians — there  I  wou'd  go 
—and  earn  the  boon  I  afk or  in  the  mines — 

Haf.  Give  me  your  name — I  will,  at  leaft,  pre- 
fent  your  fuit — and,  perhaps— 

Elv.  Sir !  do  you  think  it  is  likfely  ?  Joyful 
hearing  ! 

Haf.    Nay,  be  not  too  hafty  in  yourhopes-r^I 

cannot 
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cannot  anfwer  for  my  fiiccefs.  ^Repeats']  "  Your 
^^  father  humbly  implores  to  be  releafed  frofn^ 
'^  prifon — and,  in  hi»  dead,  you  take  his  chain^r*- 
*^  or,  for  the  Sultan*s  fervice,  fight  as  a  HsLVCf 
^'  or  dig  in  his  mines  ?" 

Eh.  Exadly,  Sir — that  is  the  petitiow-*-!  thanfc 
you.  Sir. 

Keep*  You  don*t  know,  young  man,  what  it  ir 
to  dig  in  mines— or  fight  againft  foes,  ^ho  xndkc 
their  prifoners  die  by  unheard-^of  tortures. 

Eh^  Tou  do  not  know,  Sir,,  what  it »,-— 4o  fccr 
a  parent  fufFer. 

Haf.    [fVrithg  ]  Your  name,.  Sir  ?' 

Elv.     Elvirus  Cafimir.— - 

Bnf.     Your  father's  ? 

Eh.  The  fame — one  who  followed  agricalture 
in  the  fields  of  Symria — but,  induced  by  the  call 
of  freedom — 

Haf.     How  r  have  a  care. 

Elv.  No — his^  fon,  by  the  call  of  nature,,  fup- 
plicates  his  freedom. 

Keep.     The  rebel,  you  find,  breaks  out. 

Eh.  [^Ajide  to  the  Keeper.]  Silence — filcnce  ! 
he  forgives  it — don't  remind  him  of  it— don't 
undo  my  hopes. 

Haf.    I  will  ferve  you  if  I  can.  • 

Eh.  And  I  will  merit  it — indeed  I  will — you 
fliall  not  complain  of  me — I  will  be— 

HaJ.  Retire — I  truftyou.  \JLW\i\x%bowslowly, 
and  retires*^ 

Keep.    Yonder  cell  contains  a  female  prifoner. 

Hajf,     A  female  prifoner ! 

Keep.  Without  a  friend  or  comforter,  flie  has 
exilled  there  thefe  many  years — nearly  fifteen, 

Haf.     Isitpoflible! 

Keep.     Wou'd  you  wilh  to  fee  her  ? 

Haf.     If  it  won't  give  her  iiaaix. 

Keep. 
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^  Keep.  At  leaft,  flie'll  nor  refent  it — for  Ihd 
feldom  complain  s,  except  in  moans  to  hcrfelf— -[G^^i 
to  the  cell.']  Lady,  here  is  one  come  to  Vifit  all  th^ 
prifbners — pleafe  to  appear  befdre  him. 

Hq/.  I  thank  you— you  fpeak  with  reverencd 
and  refpeft  to  her. 

Keep.  ^  She  has  been  of  fome  note,  thtiugh  now 
fo  totally  unfriendedr-at  leaft,  we  ibink^  fhe  has,- 
from  her  gentle  manners  ;  and  bur  governor  is  in 
the  daily  expe&ation  of  fome  liberal  ranfom  M 
her,  which  makes  her  imprifonment  without  a 
hope  of  releafe,  till  that  day  arrives-*-[Gw«j^  to  the 
cell\ — Lend  me  your  hand — yoti  are  weak.  [^Hi 
leads  her  from  the  cell-^Jhe  appears  faint — and  as  if 
the  light  affeSledber  eyes — Hafwell  pulls  off  his  bat, 
andy  after  a  paufe-^ 

Baf.    I  fear  you  are  not  in  health.  Lady  ? 

\Sh,e  looks  at  bim  folemnljf  for  fome  iimes 

Keep.    Speak — Madam,  Ipeak. 

Prif.    No — ^^not  very  well.  [Faintingly. 

Haf  Where  are  your  friends  ?  When  do  yon 
cxpeft  your  ranfom  ? 

Prif.    [Shaking  her  beadJ]  Never, 

Keep.  She  perfifts  to  fay  fo  j  thinking  by  that 
deelaratioH,  we.lhall  releafe  her  without  a  ranfom. 

Ilaf.     Is  that  your  motive  ? 

Prif.     I  know  no  motive  for  a  falfehood# 

Ha/.    I  was  to  blame — pardon  me. 

Keepl  Your  anfwers  are  fomewhat  prouder  than 
ufual.  [He  retires  up  the  flage. 

Prif.  They  zve.-^To  Hafwell  ]  Forgive  me— 
I  am  mild  with  all  of  thcfe — but  from  a  counte- 
nance like  yours — I  could  not  bear  reproach. 

Haf.    You  flatter  me. 

Prif.  Alas !  Sir,  and  what  have  I  to  hope 
from  fuch  a  meanefs  ?-— You  do  not  come  fo  ran- 
fom mCt 

E  Haf 
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Haf.    Perhaps  I  do* 

-P^i/*  Oh  !  do  not  fay  fo— unlefs-?^unlefs— 1 
am  not  to  be  deceived — pardon  in  your  turn  thi* 
fufpicion — ^but  when  I  have  fo  nwich  to  hope  for— ^ 
^hen  the  fyn,  the  air,  fields^  woods,  and  all  that 
wonderous  world,  wherein  I  have  been  fo  happy,, 
is  in  profpeft;  forgive  me,  if  the  vaft  fappe 
makes  me  fear. 

Haf^  Unlefs  your  ranfom  is  fixed  at  fomethipg 
beyond  my  power  to  give,  J  will  releafe  you. 

PriJ.    Releafe  me  !  Benevolent ! 

HaJ,  How  fliall  I  mark  you  down  in  mypeti^r 
tion  ?  [Takes  out  bis  book.']  what  name  ? 

jPrj/I    ^Tis  almoft  blotted  from  my  memory* 

[IVeeping. 

Keep.  It  is  of  little  note— a  female  prifoner,, 
taken  with  the  rebel  party,  and  in  thefe  cells  con- 
fined for  fifteen  years. 

Prif.  During  which  time  I  have  demeaned 
myfelf  with  all  humility  to  my  governors — neither 
have  I  diftra&ed  my  fellow  priloners  with  a  com- 
plaiht  that  might  recall  to  their  memory  their  owa 
unhappy  fate — I  have  been  obedient,  patient ;  and 
cherilhcd  hope  to  chear  me  with  vain  dreams, 
while  defpair  poffefs'd  my  reafon. 

Haf.  Retire— I  will  prefent  the  pi(5lure  you 
have  given. 

PriJ.  Succeed  too— or,  never  let  me  fee  you 
more —  [She goes  up  thefiage. 

Haf.    You  never  fliall. 

Prlf.  [RetwYis]  Or,  if  you  fliou'd  mifcarry 
in  your  views  [for  who  forms  plans  thac  do  noe 
fometimes  fail  ?J  I  will  not  reproach  you  even  ta 

myfelf no — nor  will  I  fu^er  much  from  the  dif- 

appointment — merely  that  you   may  not  have, 
what  I  fufFer,  to  account  for.        [Exit  taher  cell. 

Haf.    Excellent  mind  I 

Keep. 
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iCeep.     In  this  cell —  [Going  to  another. 

Haf*    No-^  take  me  away — I  have  enough  to 

ido— I  dare  not  fee  more  at  prefent. —       [^Exeunt* 

SCENE  IV.    "The  former  Tri/on  Scene. 

■ 

Entfr  Zedan. 

:2ed.  They  are  coming — I'll  ftand  here  in  his 
fight,  that,  Ihou'd  he  mifs  what  I  have  taken, 
he'll  not  fufpedk  me,  but  fuppofe  it  is  one  who  has 
hid  trimfelf. 

Enter,  Keeper  and  Hafweil. 

Keep,  [fo  Zedan]  What  makes  you  here  ? — ^ftill 
moping  by  yourfelf,  and  lamenting  for  your  fa- 
mily ? — [J'^.Hafwell]  that  man,  the  moft  feroci- 
ous I  ever  met  with-^laments,  fometimes  even 
with  tears,  the  feparation  from  his  wife  and  chil- 
dren. 

Haf.  [Going  to  bim']  I  am  forry  for  you,  friend  ; 
[Zicdan  looks  fallen  anainorofeJ\  I  pity  you. 

Keep.  Yes — he  had  a  pleafant  hamlet  on  the 
neighbouring  illand  —  plenty  of  fruits  —  clear 
fprings— and  wholefome  roots — and*  now  fcom- 
plains  bitterly  of  his  repafts— four  rice,  and 
muddy  water.   *  [Exit  Keeper. 

Haf.  Poor  man !  bear  your  forrows  nobly— 
and  as  we  are  alone-^no  miferable  eye  to  grudge 
the  favour — [Looking  round]  take  this  trifle— 
[Gives  money]  it  will  at  leaft  make  your  meals  bet- 
ter for  a  few"  ftiort  weeks— till  Heav.en  may  pleafe 
to  favour  you  with  a  lefs  fliarp  remembrance  oif 
the  happinefs  you  have  loft — Farewell.  [Going.] 
[Zcdin  catches  bold  ofbim^  and  taking  tbe  pocket-book 
from  bis  belt,  puts  it  into  HafwellV  hand.] 

Ez  Haf 
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Haf.    What's  this  ?  ^ 

Ze4'  I  me^nt  to  ga.in  my  liberty  with,  it— but 
J  will  not  vex  you. 

Haf.    How  came  you  by  it  > 

Zej^.  Stole  it— -apd  wou*d  have  ft^bb*d  you  too, 
had  you  been  alone — but  I  am  glad  I  did  Aot— Oh  ( 
I  am  glad  I  did  not. 

Haf.    You  like  me  then  ? 

Zfd.  [^Shakes  his  bead  and  bold$  bis  h^artJ]  'Tis 
fomethipg  that  I  neyer  felt  before — it  makes  pic 
like  not  oply  you,  but  all  the  world  befides — the 
lovfe  of  my  family  was  confined  to  them  alope; 
but  this  makes  me  feel  I  could  love  even  my 
enemies. 

Haf  Oh,  nature  !  grateful !  mild !  gentle  ! 
and  forgiving  1-^worfl:  of  tyrants  th(^y  who,  by 
hard  ufage,  drive  you  to  be  gruel  1 

^ter  Keeper, 

Keep.  The  lights  are  ready.  Sir,  through  the 
dark  paffage — \To  Zedan,]  Go  to  your  fellows. 

Haf  [To  Zedan.]  Farewell — we  will  meet 
^gain. 

[Zedan  'exit  on  one  fide  y  Hafwell  fi/r^Keener  exeuni 
fip  the  other. 
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ACT        HL 


SCENE  I.  An  /Ipartmnt  at  Sir  Luke  TremorV. 

^nter  Sir  Luke  and  Aurelia. 
Sir  Luke. 

W  HY,  then  Aurelia,  (though  I  never  men- 
tioned it  to  my  Lady  Tremor)  my  friend  wrote 
^ne  word,  he  had  reafon  to  fuppofe  your  affections 
were  improperly  fixed  upon  a  young  gentleman 
in  that'  neighbourhood ;  and  this  was  his  reafon 
for  wifliing  you  to  leave  that  place  to  come  hither 
*— and  this  continual  dejection  convinces  me  my 
friend  was  npt  piiftaken — anfwer  me — can  you 
fay  hew^s? 

4Hr.  Why,  then.  Sir  Luke,  candidly  to  con^ 
fcfs— 

JSir  Luke,  N^y,  no  tears — wl>y  in  tears  ?  for  a 
hulband  ?  be  comforted— we'll  get  you  one  ere 
long,  I  warrant, 

Jur.  Dear,  Sir  Luke,  how  can  you  imagine  I 
9m  in  tear$  becauie  I  have  not  a  hufband,  while 
you  fee  Lady  Tremor  every  day  in  tears  for  the 
very  oppofite  caufe  ? 

Sir  Luke.  No  matfer-rrwotnep  like  a  hufband 
t)irough  pri4e— -apd  I  have  known  a  woman  marry 
from  that  visry  n^otive,  eVien  ^  man  Ihe  has  been 
ti;(hin^ed  of. 

Aur.  Why,  then  I  dare  fay,  ppor  Lady  Tre- 
ffwr  raarri^  from  pride, 

3  ^"^ 
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Sir  Luke.  Yes; — and  FU  let  her  know  pride  is 
painful. 

Aur.     But,  Sir,  her  i-adylhip's  philofophy — 
Sir  Luke.     She  has  no  phildfophy. 

Enter  Lady  Tremor  and  Twineall. 

Sir  Luke.  Where  is  his  Lordlhip  ?  What  have 
you  done  with  him  ? 

Lady.  He's  fpeaking  aword  to  Mr.  Meanright 
about  his  paffport  to  England.— Did  you  mean 
me.  Sir  Luke,  that  had  no  philofophy  ?  Iproteft, 
I  have  a  great  deal. 

Sir  Luke.  When?  where  did  ydu  fhew  it  ? 

Lady.  Why,  when  the  fervant  at  my  Lady 
Griflers  threw  a  whole  urn  of  boiling  water  upon 
your  legs,  did  I  give  any  proofs  of  female  weak- 
nefs  ?  did  I  faint,  fcream,  or  even  flied  a  tear  ?. 

Sir  Luke.  No— no— very  true— and  while  I  lay 
iprawling  on  the  carpet,  I  could  fee  you  fanning 
and  holding  the  fmelling  bottle  to  the  Lady  of  the 
houfe,  begging  her  not  to  make  herfelf  uneafy, 
^'  for  that  che  accident  was  of  no  manner  of  con- 
'^  fequence." 

jfur.  Dear  Sir,  don't  be  angry ; — I  am  fure  her 
Ladyihip  fpoke  ^s  fhe  thought. 

Sir  Luke.  I  fuppofe  flie  did,  Mifs. 

jfur.  I  mean — ftic  thought  the  accident  might 
be  eafily  got  the  better  of— She  thought  you 
might  be  eafily  recovered. 

Lady.  No,  indeed,  I  did  not — but  I  thought 
Sir  Luke  had  frequently  charged  me  with  the 
want  of  patience;  and  that  moment,  the  very 
thing  in  the  world  I  cou'd  havewifhed,  happcfned 
—on  purpofe  to  give  me  an  opportunity  to  prove 
his  accufation  falfe. 

Sir  Luke.  Very  well.  Madam*— but  did  not  the 

whqle 
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whole  company  cry  ihame  on  your.behaviouir  ?  did 
not  they  fay,,  it  was  not  ,the  conduft  of  a  wife  ? 

ILady.  Only  our  particular  acquaintance  cou'd 
fay  fo— for  the  reft  erf  the  company,  I  am  fure, 
did  not  take  me  to  be  your  wife — thank  Heaven, 
our  appearances  never  betray  that  fecret — do  yovi 
think  w^  look  like  the  fame  fleih  and  blood  ? 

Sir  Luke.  That  day,  in  particular,  we  did  not 
—for  1  remember  you  had  been  no  lefs  than  threo 
hours  at  yoqr  toilet. 

Aur.  And,  indeed,  Sir  Luke,  if  you  were  ta 
ufe  milk  of  rofes,  and  feveral  other  little  things 
of  that  kind,  you  can^t  think  how  much  more 
like  a  fine  gentleman  you  wou'd  look.— Such 
things  as  thofe  make,  almoft,  all  the  difference 
there  is  between  you  and  fuch  a  gentleman  as 
Mr.  Twineail. 

7w/.  No,  pardon  me,  Madam — a  face  like 
mm  may  ufe  thofe  things — ^but  in  Sir  Luke's,  they 
wou'd  entirely  deftroy  that  fine  martial  appearance 
-r{&>  Luke  hoki  confot{ndtdJ\  which  women  as 
well  as  men  admire-~for,  as  valour  is  the  firft  orna- 
ment of  our  ilex 

Lady.  What  are  you  faying,  Mr.  Twineail  ^ 
\^AJidc^  ru  keep  him  on  this  fobjed  if  I  can. 

Twi.  I  was  going  to  obferve.  Madam— that  the 
reputation  of  a  General— which  puts  me  in  mind. 
Sir  Luke,  of  an  account  I  read  of  a  batile-*-[iiif 
croffts  over  to  Sir  Luke,  ze^  t terns. up  the  Stage  in. 
the  utmoji  confufion^  andftiab  out  of  the  room*'] 

luidy.  Well,  Sir — go  on — go  on-— you  were 
going  to  introduce — 

fW.  A  battle.  Madam — but.  Sir  Luke  is  gone ! 

Ladfy.  Never  mind  that.  Sir— he  generally  runa 
away  on  thefe  occafions. 

.  Sir  Luke.  [Coming  back,'}  What  were  you  fay- 
ing, Aurelia,  about  a  hufband  ? 

Lady. 
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Lady.  She  did  not  fpeak* 

Sir  Luke.  To  be  fure.  Ladies  in  India  do  get 
hulbands  very  quicks 

.  Twi.  Not  always— I  am  told.  Sir  Luke 
Women  of  family,  {^fixing  bis  eyes fiedfajily  on  Lady 
Tremor.]  indeed,  may  foon  enter  into  the  matri- 
monial ftate — but  the  rich  men  in  India,  we  arc 
told  in  England,  are  grown  lately  very  particular 
with  whom  they  marry,  and  there  is  not  a  man  of 
any  repute  that  will  now  look  upon  a  woman  as 
a  wife,  udlefs  Ihe  is  defcended  from  a  good  family. 
[Leokivg  dt  Lady  Tremor,  who  walks  up  ihe  Stage 
andjieals  off^  juft  as  Sir  Luke  bad  done  before. 

Sir  Luke.  I  am  very  fof  ry— ^very  forry  to  fay, 
Mr.  Twineall,  that  has  not  been  always  the  cafe. 

7wi.  Then  I  am  very  forry  too.  Sir  Luke ;  for 
it  is  as  much  impoflible  that  a  woman,  who  is 
not  born  of  a  good  family,  can  be— 

[^Lady  Tremor  returns. 

Sir  Luke.  That  is  juft  what  1  fay — they  cannof 
be — 

Lady.     Sir  Luke,  let  me  tell  you— 
.    Sir  Luke.  It  does  not  fignify  telling,  my  dear,— 
you  havepr^i;^^  it. 

Lady.  \To  Twineall.]  Sir,  let  me  tell yoU'^ 

Twi.  O!  O!  my  dear  Madam,  'tis  all  in 
yain— there  is  no  fuch  thing— it  can't  be — there  is 
ho  pleading  againft  convidion — a  perfon  of  low 
birth  muft,  in  -every  particular,  be  a  terrible 
creature. 

Sir  Luke.  [Going  to  ber.j  A  terrible  creature  !  a 
terrible  creature ! 

Lady.  Here  comes  my  Lord  Flint — I'll  appeal  to 
him. 

V 

Entif 
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Enter  Lord  Flifat. 

Sir  Luke,  [Gctng  to  bimJ]  My  Lord,  I  was  fay- 
ing, as  proof  that  our  great  Sultan,  who  now  fills 
this  throne,  is  no  impoftor,  (as  the  rebel  party 
wou'd  infinuate)  no  low-born  man,  but  of  the 
Royal  Stock ;  his  condjudl  palpably  evinces — for, 
had  he  not  been  nobly  born,  we  Ihou'd  have  be- 
held the  Plebeian  burfting  forth  upon  all  occafions 
[Looking  at  Lady  Tremor]  and  then.  Heaven  help 
all  thofe  who  had  had  any  dealings  with  him  ! 

Lady.  Provoking !  [Goes  up  theftagez 

Lord.  Sir  Luke,  is  there  a  doubt  of  the  Em- 
peror's birth  and  title?  he  is  the  real  Sultan,  de- 
pend upon  it — it  furprifcs  me  to  hear  you  talk  with 
the  fmalleft  uncertainty. 

Sw/.  O,  Sir  Luke,  L wonder  at  it  too,  [AJiie 
to  Lord  Flint.]  and  yet,  damn  me,  my  Lord,  if  I 
have  not  my  doubts.  \LordYX\vxftarts. 

Sir*Luke.  /,  my  Lord  ?  far  be  it  from  me  !  I 
was  only  faying  what  other  people  faid  ;  for  my 
part  r  never  harboured  a  doubt  of  the  kind.— 
[yffide.']  My  head  begins  to  nod,  only  for  that 
word— pray  Heavcp,  I  may  die  with  it  on  !— I 
ihou'd  not  like  to  lofe  my  head — nor  Ihou'd  I  like 
to  die  by  a  bullet— nor  by  a  fmall  fword-*-and  a 
cannon  ball  wou'd  be  as  difagreeable,  as  any 
thing,  I  know— it  is  very  odd— but  I  never  yet 
could  make  up  my  mind,  in  what  manner  I  fliouH 
like  to  go  out  of  the  world.  [During  tbisfpeeeb. 
Twineall  is  paying  court  to  Lord  Flint  1  they  comefor^ 
ward  and  Sir  Luke  retires^ 

Lord.  Your  temerity  aftonilhes  me  I 

Twi.  I  muft  own,  my  Lord,  I  feel  fomewhat 
aukward  in  faying  it  to  your  Lordfliip — but  my 
own  heart — my  own  confcience— my  own  fenti- 
ihents— they  art  my  own.  ■  ood^difcy  «eu4car  to 
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me. — And  fo  it  isrr-4:he  Sultan  does  not  appear  to 
me  [JFith  Jignificance.'\  that  great  man  fome  peo- 
ple think  jbim,         ' 

Lotrd.  Sir^ .  you  aftoniflx  me — pray  what  is  your 
name  .^  I  have  forgotten  it. 

Twi.  Twineall,  my  Lord — the  honourable  Henry 
Twineall — your  Lordfliip  does  me  great  honour 
to  alk — came  over  this  morning  from  England, 
^s  your  Lordfliip  may  remember — irr  the  Ihip 
Mercury,  my  Lord-r-and  all  the  officers  on  board 
fpeaking  wifh  the  higheft  admiration  and  warm*; 
eft  terms  of  your  Lordfliip*s  official  charafter, 
.  Jjfrd.  Why,  then^  Mr»  Twineall,  I  am  very 
ii>rry-r- 

^wu  And  ib  am  I,  my  Lord,  that  your  fenti* 
ments  and  mine  Ihou'd  fo  fardifagre^,  as  I  know 
they  dq.r— I  ^m  not'  UBacquainted  with  your  firm 
adhereiice  to  the  Emperor — but  I  am  unufed  to 
difguife  my  thoughts — I  cou'd  not,  ,if  I  wou'd — 
I  have  no  little  ytew^— *no  finift^^r^/mprives — no 
plots — no  intrigues— ^no  fchemes  of  preferment,-^— 
and  I  verily  believe  that  if  a  large  fcymitar  was 
now  directed  at  my  feead — or  a  large  penfion  di- 
redefd  to  rpy  pocket — (in  the.  firft  cafe  at  leaft)  I 
Iihou/(J  fpeak  my  mind. 

ijird.  l^Afide.']  A  dangerous  young  man  this ! 
atid  I pAaymtke  fom^thiEigof  the  dilcov^ry. 
■  Twi.  [^Jfide.l  It  tickles  him  to  the  fpul,  I  find, 
-t-My  Lord,  now  I  b,egin  to  be  wai?m  on  the  fub- 
jed,  I  feel  myfelf  quite  agitated-*-aii>ci,  from  the 
intelligence  which  I  have  heard,  even  when  I  wa$ 
in  England, — there  is  every  reafon  to  fupppfe — -r- 
cxm  —exm—^cj^m — ^l^,t}ersj\ 
'  Lord.  What;-,  jSir  ?•  v^hat  ? 

^wi.  Yo\\  underftand  me*    . 

Load*  No,  Sii— ::Qxpkio* 
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•         •  •         ' 

Twi.  Why,  then,  there  is  every  reafotf  to  fup- 
pofe — fome  people  are  not  what  they  AouM  be-^ 
.  pardon  my  thoughts,  if  they  ^rc  wrong. 

Lord.  1  do  pardon  your  thoughts,  with  all  itiy 

heart) — but   your  words,  young  mati,   muft  be 

anfwer'd  for  [jftdeJ]  Lady  Tremor,  good  morning. 

Twi.  [^Afide.]  He  is  going  to  ruminate  on  my 

fcntiments,  I  dare  fay. 

l^y.  Shall  we  have  your  Lordfhip^s  company 
towards  the  evening  ?  Mr.  Hafwell  will  be  here*; 
if  your  Lordlhip.  has  no'objeQiion  ? 
-    Sir  Luke.  How  do  you  know  Mr,  Hafwell  will 
be  herev? 

'     Lady,  Becaufe  he  has  juft  called,  in  his  way  to 
the  Palace,  and  faid  fo,  and  he  has  been  telling 
tis  fome  very  interefting  ftories  too. 
*&ir  Luke.  Of  his  morning  vifits,  I  fuppofe-^1 
heard  Meaiiright  fay  he  faw  him  very  bufy'. 

Lady.  Sir  Luke  and  I  dine  out,  my  Lord  ;  bU't 
we  Ihall  return  early  \x\  the  evening. 

Lfird.  I  will  be  here,  without;  fail. — Sir  Luke, 
^word  with  you  if  you  pleafe — ^hey  come  forward.'} 
Mr.  Twineall  has  taken  fome  very  improper  li- 
berties with  the  Sultan's  name,  and  I  mu'ft  infi^ 
on  making  him  anfwer  for  it. 

Sir  Luke.  My  Lord,  you  are  extremely  welcome 
\TrembHng.']  to  do  whatever  your  Lofdfliippleafes 
with  any  one  belonging  to  me,  or  to  my  houle— 
but  I  hope  your  Lordffiip  will  pay  fome  regard  to 
the  mafterof  it.  '* 

Lordi.  O  !  great  regard  to  the  matter— ^and  to 

the  miflrefs  aHo.--*But  for  that  gentlettian :- " 

Sir  Luke.  Do  te^^?/ your  Lordlhip  pleafes. 
Lord.  I  will-i-and  I  witt  make  him— 
Sir  Luke.  If  yourLordfliip  does  not  foi^et.it/ 
Lord.  I  (han't  forget  it.  Sir  Luke— I  have  ^ 
yery  good  oiemory,  wiien  I  pleafe. 

F  %  Sir 
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Sir  Luke.  I  don't,  in  the  leaft,  dpubt  it,  my  ]Lord 
—I  never  did  doubt  it. 

Lord.  And  I  can  be  very  fevere  too.  Sir  hnl^e, 
when  I  pleafe. 

Sir  Luke.  I  don't,  in  the  leaft,  doybt  it,  n}/ 
Lprd-rl  never  did  doubt  it. 

LQrd,  You  may  depend  upon  feeing  me  here  in 
the  evening — and  then  you  Ihall  find  I  have  not 
threatened  more  than  I  mean  to  perform — good 
morning ! 

Sir  Luke.  Good  morning,  my  Lord — I  don't  in 
the  leaft  doubt  it.  [£«//  Lord  Flint. 

Lady.  [^Coming  forward  ze;//i>  Twineall.]  For 
Heaven's  fake,  Mr.  Twineall,  what  has  birth  to 
dp  with — 

Twi.  It  has  to  do  with  every  things  Madam-r- 
cyen  with  beauty — and  I  w\ih  1  may  fufFer  death, 
if  a  woman,  with  all  the  mental  and  perfonal  ac« 
cpmplilhments  of  the  fineft  creature  in  Europe, 
wou'd  to  me  be  of  that  yalue,  [^Snapping  bisjingers.^ 
if  Ipwly  born. 

Sir  Luke.  And  I  fincerely  wifti  every  man  who 
vifits  me  was  pf  (he  fame  opinipp. 

^ur.  For  ihame,  M^-  Twineall !  perfons  of  mean 
birth  ought  not  to  be  defpifed  for  what  it  was  not 
in  their  power  to  prevent— and  if  it  is  a  misfor- 
tune, you  ihou'd  confider  them  only  ^'^  obje&s  of 
pity. 

Twi.  And  fp  I  do  pity  them-rrand  fo  I  do— mofl 
fincerely — poor  creatures  ![I^(?it/»j[^»jLtf^Trcmort 

Sir  Luke.  Aye,  now  he  has  mended  it  finely. 

Lady.  Mr.  Twineall,  ^et  me  tell  you — 

Sir  Luke.  My  dear-r-Lady  Tremor—  [Taking 
her  aftde.^  let  him  alone— let  him  go  on— there  is 
fomcthing  preparing  for  him  he  little  expedts— -fci 
let  the  poor  man  fay  and  do  what  he  pleafes,  for 
tke  prefent — it  won't  laft  long — for  he  has  pffended 
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my  Lord  Flint,  and,  I  dare  fay  his  Lordfliip  will 
be  able,  upon  fome  account  or  another,  to  get 
him  imprifoned  for  life. 

Lady.  Imprifoned  !  Why  not  take  off  his  head 
at  once  ? 

Sir  Luke.  Well,  my  dear — I  am  fure  I  have 
no  objed:ion— and  I  dare  fay  my  Lord  will  have  it 
done,  to  oblige  you. — Egad,  I  muft  make  friends 
with  her  to  keep  mine  fafe.  {,4ftde. 

Laiy.  Do  you  mean  to  take  him  out  to  dinner 
with  us  ? 

«&V  Luke.  Yes,  my  dear,  if  you  approve  of  it-^ 
notclfe,  i    . 

Lady.  You  are  grown  extremely  pojite. 

Sir  Luke.  Yes,  my  dear,  his  Lordfliip  has  taught 
me  how  to  be  polite. — Mr.  Twirieall,  Lady  Tre- 
mor and  I  are  going  to  prepare  for  our  vifit,  and 
I  will  fend  a  fervant  to  Ihew  you  to  your  apart- 
ment, in  order  to  drcfs,  for  you  will  favour  us 
with  your  company,  I  hope  ? 

l^wu  Cerriainly,  Sir  Luke,  I  fliall  do  myfelf 
the  honour. 

Lady.  Come  this  way,  Aurelia,  I  can*t  bear  to 
look  at  him.  \Kxit  with  Aurelia, 

Sir  Luke.  Nor  I  to  think  of  him.  \Exit. 

Twi.  If  I  have  not  fettled  my  bufinefs  in  this 
family,  I  am  miftaken — ^they  ftem  to  have  but  one 
mind  about  me.^— Devilifli  clever  fellow,  egad  !— 
I  am  the  nfan  to  fend  into  the  world — fuch  a  vo- 
latile, good-looking  fcoundrel  too  I  No  one  fuf- 
pedts  me to  be  fure  I  am  under  fome  few  obli- 
gations to  mf  friend  for  letting  me  into  the  dif- 
ferent charaders  of  the  family — and  yet  I  don't 
know  whether  I  am  obliged  to  him  or  not-r-for  if 
he  had  not  made  me  acquainted  with  them — I 
jhou'd  foon  have  had  the  fkill  to  find  them  out 
fnyfelf. — No ;  I  will  not  think  myfelf  under  any 

obligation 
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obligatian  to  him — it  is  devililh  inconvenient  for 
2  jgentleman  to.be  under  an  obligation.  [^Exif. 

SCENE  n.     The  Palace.     The  Sultan  difccvered 
with  guards  and  officers  attendingn 

Hajwell  is  cmduBed  in  ly  an  officer^ 

SuL  Sir,  you  are  fumntioned  to  receive  our  thanks, 
-for  the  troops  reftored  to  health,  by  your  kind  pre- 
fcriptions. — Aik  a  reward  adequate  to  your  fervid- 

€»CS*  lit  .     » 

Ha/.  Sultan— the  reward  I  a£k,  is  to  prefervc 
more  of , your  people  ftill. 

Ski.  Haw  more  ?  my  fubjtfljs.  are  in'  health— 
i>o  contagion  reigns  amongft  tliein# 

Haf,  The  prifoner  is  your  fwkgcdi-r-ithere  mifcry 
. — more  contagious  than  dileafe— *prey5  on  the 
Jives  of  hundreds — fentenced  but  to  confinement, 
their  doom  is  death. —Immured' in  damp  and 
dreary  vaults,  they  daily  perilh — and  who  can  tell 
but  that  amongft  the  many  haplefs  fufferers,  there 
may  be  hearts,  bent  dov^fn  with  penitence  to  Heaven 
^nd  you,  for  every  flight  offence — there  may  be 
fame  amongft  the  wretched  xaultitude,  .even  inno- 
cent victims. — Let  me  feek  them  out— -let  me  fave 
them,  and  you. 

.    SuL  Amazement!   retraft  your,  application- 
curb  this  weak  pity  ;  and.receive.our  thanks. 

ffaf.  Curb  my  pity  ?— and  what  can  I  receive  in 
recompence  for  that  fofc  bond,  which  links  me 
to  the  wretched  I*— and  while  it  fooths  their  forrow 
— repays  me  more  than  all  the  gifts  or  homage  of 

gn  empire. ^But  if  repugnant  to  your  plan  of 

government — ^not  in  the  name  of  pity— but  of  juf* 
tice. 

Sul.  Juftice  !  — — ^ 

Haf, 
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Haf.  The  jirftice  which  forbids  all  but  the  worft 
of  criminals  to  be  denied  that  wholefome  z\9  the 
very  brute  creation  freely  takes;  at  kaft  allow 
them  thai — — 

SuL  Confider,  Sir,  for  whom  you  plead  —  (ot 
men,  (if  not  bafe  culprits)  yet  fo  mifled,  fo  de- 
praved, they  are  ofFenfive  to  oux  ftate,  and  de- 
ferve  none  of  its  bleflangs. 

Ha/l  If  not  upon  the  undefetving, — ifnotupcm 
the  haplefs  wanderer  from  the  paths  of  re&itude,-— 
where  Ihall  the  fun  difFufe  his  light,  or  the  clouds 
diftil  their  dew  ?  Where  Ihall  fpring  breithc 
fragrance,  or  autumn  pour  its  glenty  ? 

SuL  Sir,  your  fentimcnts,  but  much  more  your 
charafter,  excite  my  curiofity.  They  tell  mc^ 
in  our  camps,  you  vifited  each  fick  man's  bed,— 
adminiflered  yourfelf  the  healing  draught,  ea- 
couraged  our  favages  with  the  hope  of  life,  or 

pointed  out  their  keiter  hope  indeath.-i The  wi* 

dow  fpeaks  your  charities— the  orphan  lifps  your 
bounties — and  the  rough  liidian  melts  in  tears  to 

blefs  you. 1  wifli  to  aik  why  you  have. done  ali 

this  ?  -*- What  is  it  prompts  you  thus  to  befriend 
the  wretched  and  forlorn  ? 

Haf.  In  vain  for  me  to  explain  — the  time  it 
wou'd  take  to  tell  you  why  I  a&  thus — r— 

Std.  Send  it  in  writing  then. 
'  Haf.  Nay,  if  you  will  r^ad^  Til  fend  ^  book^ 
in  which  is  already  written  why  I  ad:  thus. 

SuL  What  book  ?— What  is  it  called  ? 

Haf.    "  The  Chriftian  Doftrine.'*    [Hafweil 
i9ws  here  with  the  utma^  reverence.']    There  yo«  . 
will  find  all  I  have  done  was  but  my  duty. 

SuL  [To  the  Guards.']  Retire,  and  leave  me 
alone  with  the  ftranger.  f ^//  retire  except  Hat« 
well  and  the  ^Sultan.     They  come  forward.] 

SuL  Your  words  recall  reflexions  that  diftraidl: 
....  me  J 
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me ;  nor  can  I  bear  the  preflure  on  my  mind 
ivithout  confeffing— I  am  a  Cbriftian. 

Haf.  A  Chriftian  ! — What  makes  you  thus  af- 
fume  the  apoftate  ? 
'  SuL  Mifer) ,  and  defpair. 

Haf.  What  made  you  a  Chriftian  ? 

SuU  My  Arabella,-— a  lovely  European,  fent  hi- 
ther in  her  youth,  by  her  mercenary  parents,  to 
fell  herfelf  to  the  prince  of  all  thefc  territories. 
But  'twas  my  happy  lot,  in  humble  life,  to  win 
her  love,  fnatch  her  from  his  expefting  arms, 
and  bear  her  far  away — where,  in  peaceful  foli- 
tude  we  lived,  till,  in  the  heat  of  the  rebellion 
againft  the  late  Sultan,  I  was  forced  from  my 
happy  home  to  bear  a  part- — I  chofe  the  imputed 
rebels  fide,  and  fought  for  the  young  afpirer.— 
An  arrow,  in  the  midft  of  the  engagement,  pierced 
his  heart ;  and  his  officers,  alarmed  at  the  terror  • 
this  ftroke  of  fate  might  caufe  amongft  their 
troops,  urged  me  (as  I  bore  his  likenefs)  to  coun- 
terfeit it  farther,  and  fhcw  myfelf  to  the  foldiers 
as  their  king  recovered.  I  yielded  to  their  fuit, 
becaufe  it  gave  me  ample  power  to  avenge  the 
lofs  of  my  Arabella,  who  had  been  taken  from 
her  home  by  the  mercilefs  foe^  and  barbarouily 
murdered. 

Haf.  Murdered ! 

SuL  I  learnt  fo— and  my  fruitlcfs  fearch  to  find 
her  fince  has  confirmed  the  intelUgence.'^FrantiG 
for  her  lofs,  I  joyfully  embraced  a  fcheme  which 
promifed  vengeance  on  the  enemy — itprofpered, 
—and  I  revenged  my  wrongs  and  her's,  with  fuch 
ixnfparing  juftice  on  the  foe,  that  even  the  men 
who  made  me  what  I  was,  trembled  to  reveal  their 
impofition ;  and  they  find  it  (till  their  intereft  to 
continue  it. 
Haf.  Amazement ! 

SuL 
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^  *  i&J. '  lilay , '  thty  •  fill  !?iy  prifcJns  ■  tv^y  (Jay  with 
wretches,  that  dare  wbifper  I  am  nwi'thc  ^^al'Siil- 
tafi,  but  a  ftrangci*:  Ti^e  Jeered,  therefore,  I 
myfelf  fafely  relate  in  privity :  tfe^-daliger  is  to 
iim 'who  tweaks  Jtia^am  J I  aild>  'IviVh^tki'i^  caution, 
■Itr^ftV  lii^  fafe  with  you-''  '  *;  ^  ;-*  f  •'' 
3  ^»/:  iP^^as;  itvitfrout  that  cHution.^— i^eiw  hear 
tn^.] — ^Involved in  deeds, in crueltid&,wfeijph yoiir 
better  thoughts  revolt  at,  the  meaneft  wretch 
your  camps  or  prifons  hold,  claims  not  half  the 
compaffion  you  have  excited.  Permit  me,  then, 
to  be  your  comforter,  as  I  have  been  theirs, 

Sul.  Impoffiblc! 

Haf.  In  the  moft  fatal  fymptoms  I  have  uiider- 
taken  the  body's  cure.  The  mind's  difeafe,  per- 
haps, Fm  not  lefs  a  ftranger  to  —  Oh  !  truft  the 
noble  patient  to  my  care, 

SuL  How  will  you  begin  ? 

Haf.  Lead  you  to  behold  the  wretched  m  their 
mifery,  and  then  Ihew  you  yourfelf  in  their  delive- 
rer.— — Jl  have  your  promife  fbr  a^bcftn — 'tis  this. 
— Give  me  the  liberty  of  fix  that  I  fliali  name, 
now  in  confinement,  and  be  yourfelf  a  witnefr 
of  their  enlargement.  — ^  See  joy  lighted  in  the 
countenance  where  forrow  ftill  has  [left  its  rough 
remains. — Behold  the  tear  of  rapture  chafe  away 
that  of  anguilh  —  hear  the  faultering  voice,  long 
ufed  to  lamentation,  in  broken  accents,  utt#r 
thanks  and  bleffings. — Behold  this  fcene,  and  if 
you  find  the  medicine  ineffedual,  diihonour  your 
phyfician. 

SuL  I  will  behold  it^ 
1  Hiif,    Come,  then,  to  the  governor's  houfc  thit 
very  night — into  that  council  room  fo  often  per- 
verted to  the  ufe  of  the  torture;  and  there,  un- 
known to  them  as  their  king,  you  Ihall  be  witnefs 

G  to 
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to  all  the  grateful  heart  can  di&ate^  andenjby  all 
that  benevolence  can  tafte. 

SuL  I  will  meet  you  there* 

Haf.  In  the  evening  i 

Sul.  At  ten  precifely* — Guards,  conduft  tb« 
(Iranger  from  the  palace.  lExit  Suliav^ 

Haf.  Thus  far  advancedji  what  chasiges  may  not 
b^  hoped  for  ,^  (£m^« 
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ACT        IV. 


SC £N£  L    An  Apuriment  at  Sir  L\ikc*h 
Enter  Elvirus  and  Auiel|a> 

Blvtrus. 

VyH  my  AurcUa !  fince  the  time  1  firft  (aw  you— • 
fiflce  you  left  the  pleaf&nt  fpot,  where  I  firft  beheld 
you;  what  diftrefsy  what  anguifhbave  we  known ^ 

Mr.  Your  family? 

Elv.  Yes-^dnd  that  caufed  the  filence  which 
I  hope  you  have  lamented.-^I  could  not  wound 
you  with  the  recital  of  our  misfortuneS'^and  now^ 
only  wi(h  the  fad  idea  that  I  ihall  never  fee  you 
more^  I  am  come  to  take  tssy  leave* 

Aur.  Is  there  a  chance  that  we  may  never  meet 
again  ? 

Elv*  There  is— ^nd  I  hope  it  tdo«^finccrely 
hope  and  requeft  it— to  fee  you  again,  wou'd  be 
again  to  behold  my  father  pining  in  mifery. 

Jkir.  Explain—  [^A  loud  rapping  dt  the  door.l^ 
that  is.  Sir  Luke^  and  Lady  Tremor-^what  ihall 
i  fay,  ftou'd  they  come  hither  ?  they  fufped  I  cor- 
refpond  with  fome  perfon  in  the  country— who 
fliall  I  fay  you  fire  ?  upon. what  bufinefs  can  I  lay 
you  are  come  > 

Eh.  To  avoid  all  fufpiciOn  of  my  real  fituatlon^ 
and  to  he  fure  to  gain  admittance,  I  put  on  this 
habit,  and  told  the  fervani,  when  I  inquired  for 
f  ou,  I  was  juft  arrived  from  England— [ii&^j?is^r/i.j| 
nay,  it  was  but  Mceflary  I  fixould  conceal  who  1 

Qh%  was 
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obligatian  to  him — it  is  devililh  iftconvenient  for 
2  gentleman  to.be  under  an  obligation.  [^Exif. 

SCENE  II.     The  Palace.   ^Tbe  Sultan  difccvered 
with  guards  and  officers  attending^ 

Hajwell  is  canduBed  in  hy  an  officer. 

SuL  Sir,  you  are  fummoned  to  receive  our  thanks, 
•for  the  troops  reftbred  to  health,  by  your  kind  pre- 
fcriptions.— Aik  a  reward  adequate  to  your  fcrvi^ 
ces,^  '  '   ■     '     .x]    ■     '  ,    . 

Haf.  Sultan — the  reward  I  a£k,  is  to  prefervc 
more  of  .your  people  {li41. 

Skl^  Haw  more  ?  my  fubjtfljs,  are  in'  health— 
i>o  contagion  reigns  amongft  tliem* 

Haf,  The  prifoner  is  your  fwhjcdl-r-tthere  mifcry 
. — more  contagious  than  difeafe--^prey5  on  the 
Jives  of  hundreds — fentenced  but  to  confinement, 
their  doom  is  death. —Immured  in  damp  and 
^reary  vaults,  they  daily  perilh — and  who  can  tell 
but  that  amongft  the  many  haplefs  fufferers,  there 
may  be  hearts,  bent  down  with  penitence  to  Heaven 
j^nd  you,  for  every  flight  offence — there  may  bd 
fome  amongft  the  wretched  jmultitude,  .even  inno- 
cent vicflims. — Let  me  fcek  them  out— -let  me  fave 
them,  and  you.  - , 

.    SuL  Amazement  I   retraft  your  application- 
curb  this  weak  pity  ;  and  receive.our  thanks.    ^ 

Baf.  Curb  my  pity  ? — and  what  can  I  receive  in 
recompence  for  that  fofc  bond,  which  links  me 
to  the  wretched  !*— and  while  it  fooths  their  forrow 
—repays  me  more  than  all  the  gifts  or  homage  of 

gn  empire. But  if  repugnant  to  your  plan  of 

government — ^^not  in  the  name  of  pity— btit  of  juf«» 
tice. 

Sul.  Juftice  !  — — ^ 

Haf, 
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SC  £N£  L    An  Apartment  at  Sir  h\ikc*h 
Enter  Elvinu  and  Aurelia* 

Blvtrus. 

vyH  my  Aurclia !  fince  the  time  1  firft  faw  you— • 
fiflce  you  left  the  pleaf&nt  fpot,  where  I  firft  beheld 
you;  what  diftrefsy  what  anguifhbave  we  known ^ 

Mr.  Your  family? 

Elv.  Yes-^and  that  caufed  the  filence  which 
I  hope  you  have  lamented.-^I  could  not  wound 
you  with  the  recital  of  our  misfortuneS'^and  now^ 
only  wi(h  the  fad  idea  that  I  ihall  never  fee  you 
more^  I  am  come  to  take  n::^  leave* 

Aur.  Is  there  a  chance  that  we  may  never  meet 
again? 

Elv.  There  is— ^nd  I  hope  it  tdo«^finccrely 
hope  and  requeft  it-<^to  fee  you  again,  wou'd  be 
again  to  behold  my  father  pining  in  mifery. 

Aar.  Explain—  [^A  loud  rapping  dt  the  doorJ} 
that  is.  Sir  Luke^  and  Lady  Tremor— *wHat  fliall 
i  fay,  diou'd  they  come  hither  ?  they  fufped  I  cor- 
refpond  with  fome  perfon  in  the  country— who 
fliall  I  fay  you  fire  ?  upon. what  bufinefs  can  I  lay 
you  are  come  ?  ^ 

Eh.  To  avoid  all  fufpicion  of  my  real  fituatlon^ 
and  to  be  fure  to  gain  admittance,  I  put  on  this 
habit,  and  told  the  fervant,  when  I  inquired  for 
you,  I  was  juft  arrived  from  Englznd-^lSbeJlaruSl 
My,  it  was  but  Mceflary  I  fixould  conceal  who  I 

Cr^  was 
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was  in  this  fufpicious  place,  or  I  might  plunge  s 
whole  family  in  the  imputed  guilt  of  mine. 

/iur.  Good  Heaven  I 

EIv.  I  feared,  befides,  there  was  no  other  means  ; 
no  likelihood  to  gain  admiffion— and  what,  what 
wou'd  I  not  have  facrificed,  rather  than  left  you^ 
f6r  e.Yier  .without.  ^  laft  farewe.ll  ?.  think  on  thefe 
weighty  caufes,  and  pardon  the  deception. 

jiur.  But  if  they.lhouldaik  oxe — 

JE/v.  Say,  as  I  have  done — my  ftay  muft  he  fa 
Ihort,  it  is  impoflible  they  l^ou^d  deteft  me — for 
1  muft  be  back— 

\4ur.  Where? 

EIv»  No  matter  where — I  muft  be  back  before 
the  evening — and  would  almoft  wifli  never  to  fee 
you  more — I  love  you,  Aurelia — O,  how  truly!* 
and  yet  there  is  a  love  more  dear,  mor!e  facred  ftilU 
^.jiur.  You  jorture  me  with  fufpenfe — Sir  Luke 
is  coming  this  wayt— what  name  ihall  I  iay,  if  he 
alks  me  ? 

Eh.  Glanmore — ^I  announced  that  name  to  the 
fervant, 

Jur.  You  tremble. 

JE/v.  The  impoiition  hurts  me-^and  I  feel  as 
if,  I  dreaded  a  deteQ:i6n,  thQUgh/tis  fcarce  poffible. 
—Sorrows  liave  made  a-coward  of  me — even  the 
fcrvant,  I  thought,  looked  at  me  with  fufpicion — 
and  I  was  both  confounded  and  enraged. 

J[ur.  Go  into  this  apartqient ;  Til  follow  you— 
there  we  may  h6  fafe — and  do  not  hide  the  fmalleft 
circumftance  ^yhichI  may  have  rp  apprehend. 

["El virus  ^xit'.at  a  door 4 

Sfr  Luke.  [fJ^UbtiiaJ]  Abommable !  provoking  ! 
impertinent :  not  to  be  borne  I  • 

Aur*  ymiening.\  Thank  Heayen,  Sir  Luke  is, 
fo  perplexed, with  feme  affairs  of  his. own,  he  may 
not  thin'k  of  njinq,-^^  ,  .    ££*;;// /^Elvirus.! 

^  i»  Enter 


hi.    ^   i 
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Enter  &>  Luke,  fallowed  by  Lady  Tremor, 

Sir  Luke.  I  am  out  of  ail  patience — and  all 
temper — did  you  ever  hear. of  luch  a  compleac 
impertinent  coxcomb  ?  Talk,  talk,  talk,  continu- 
ally !  and  referring  to  me  on  all  occafions !  '^  SudJi 
**  a  man  was  a  brave  General — another  a  grejdt 
*^  Admiral,*'  and  then  he  miift  tell  a  long  ftoiy 
about  a  fiege,  and  iaik  me  if  it  did  not  make  my  ^ 
bofom  glow ! 

Lady.  It  had  not  that  eiFeft  upon  your  face,  for 
you  were  as  white  as  alhes. 

Sir  Luke  Aye,  you  did  not  fee  yourfelf,  while  . 
he  was  talking  of  grandfathe/s  and  gre^  grand- 
father^ — if  ybu  had— 

Lady.  I  was  not  white,  I  pfoteft. 

JSir  Luke.  N^--:but  you  were  a^  red  as  fcarfct. 

Lady.  And  you  ought  to  have  refented  the  in- 
fult,  if  you  fawme  afe&ed  by  it-^Oh !  (oint  men 
Wou'dliavc  given  him  fuch  a  drefEng — 

Sir  Luke.  Ye&,  my  dear,  if  ybut  uftcic  the  firtf- 
feurhad-been  alive,  he  wou'd  have  given  him  a. 
drefEng,  I  dare  fay. 

.  Lady,  Sir  Lufc^,  none  of  your  impertinence ; 
you  know  I  can*t  nor  won^t  Bear  it — neither  will  [ 
wait  for  Lord  flint's  refentment  on  Mr.  Twineall 
—No,  rdefire5''ou  will  tell  him  to- quit  this  roof 
immediately. 

Sir  Luke.  No,  my  dear — no,  no — you  muft  ex- 
cufe  me — I  can't  think  of  quarrelling  with  a  gen- 
tleman in  my  own  houfe.        "i 

ais  it  your  own  houfe  to  day  at  dmner  . 
when  he  inftrlted  us  ?  and  would  qnarrel  then  ? 

Sir  Luke.  No — that  was  a  friend's  houfe — and 
I  make  it  a  rule  never  to  quarre4  in  my  owti  houfe 
—a  frtefiA's  hoirfe— 4na  tavefh — or  in  the  ftreets. 

Lady.  Well,  'tbdn^  I  would  (juarrel  in  my  ojva 

houfe— 
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houfe— a  friend's  houfe— a  tavern— or  iq  the  &xttts 
—if  any  one  offended  me. 

Sir  Luke.  O,  my  dear,  I  have  no  doubt  of  it- 
no  doubt>  in  the  leafi. 

Ladj4  But,  at  prefent,  it  ihaU  be  in  my  own 
houfey— and  I  will  tell  the  gentleman  to  quit  it 
immediately. 

Sir  Luke.  Very  well,  ray  dear— pray  do. 

Lady.  I  fuppofe,  however,  I  may  tell  him  I 
have  your  authority  to  bid  him  go  ? 

Sir  Jjiie.  Tell  him  I  have  no  authority — ^none 
in  the  world  over  you^^but  that  you  will  do  a^ 
you  like. 

Lady.  I  can't  tell  him  fo—4ie  won't  believe  it. 

Sir  Luis.  Why  not  ?  you  often  tell  me  fo,  and 
make  me  believe  it  too. 

'  Lady  J  Here  the  g^tleman^  conaes— go  away 
for  a  moment. 

Sir  Luie.  With  all  my>  heart,  my  dear* 

•    [^Going  in  a  burry. 

Ladf^  ni  give  him  a  few  hints,  that  be  muft 
either  change  hi»  mode  of  behiaviour,  or  leave 

Sir  Lake.  Tbat'^  dght-^biit  doft't  be  too  warm 
— s'or  if  he  ibould  be  very  impertinent^,  pr  info- 
leftt*?r-(i  hear  Aurelia'9  voice  in  the  next  room) 
calLiner,  and  I  4aifeiay  fliib'll  cdme  and  take  your 
part.  ££x£/ Sir  Luke, 

Enter  TwinealL 


.i* '. 


Twi.  I  pofitively  could  |ni;&  a  whole  day  upon 
that'ifUif ^ca^'i^thofe  reveraid  fac(»r  trri  prefume 
they^^aiie  the  portraits  of  fome  of  "yOur  XAdy&ip's 
ilk|)ft'iiONS|  anceftors. 

Laify.&tll/b:yyi^hhd^^^  leave  tp 

t^lgrou-*-' !  .      :.  \bi a  vitl^t pafiotf. 


h^)  1 V      #      ■ 
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^i$L  The  word  iilufinous^  I  fiod^  difpleafes 
you— *pardon  me*—!  did  not  ixifisn  to  make  ufeof 
io  forcible  m  ,epubet«— I:  kaow'  the  delicacy  of 
ientiment^  which  cannot  bear  the  refle&ion  that 
a  few  <:en(uri€)s  cml)^  ^u'd  reduce  from  royaky^ 
one^  whofe  dignified  depo(tment  feems  to  kaM 
been  farmed  for  that  refplendent  flat  ion*  .     . 

Ladj.  Tkpimim  i»  oeitsAtity  inad  i  — *—  Mr, 

Twineall—  V 

TwL  Pardon  nae,  Madam-^-I  own  I  am  an  eai 
thufiaft  on  thefe  occafiona-Hrbie  dignity  of  blood^^ 

La^.  You  ^ha^ye  xqq  xauch^  l  ,aP3i  fufc-^t^ido^ 
have  a  little  taken  from  you.  j  •  ^ 

S>fi-  Gladly  woufd  t  iofc  eveiy  drop,  ibac  £1U 
thefe  plebeian,  yein$^.  to  be  ^nobled  by  iht:  iip^l* 

eft'"   )■  .•"'•.■•"% -^.vi 

Ladf^.  'Pxtff^  t  Sir,  talc^  yp  yout  abode  in  iblne 
other  place.     '  i  ?  i     ' 

Laifyf^  Youi^^^behaylour^  Sir — 

7wi^  If  my  ftrfend  k%d  n^t  giyen  iftrvtbe^h&it^ 
damn  nie  if  l.fli^'d  nQt;  thin]^;. ;her  doHtn  vt^. 
angry.  [-^itxA 

Li4y^  i  cap  fcarce  cpntitiii  my  :ra^  at  b^ngUb 
laugh'd  at.      ..,/■,:         '  ..  t  »  [i/^der 

Twh  ru  meo^oo  the  wig^rrftbis  it  thjb  ^me^mt 
l4fid0J}:?€tb»p$  ypu  jaiyf:  t^mhit,  Madanv^bliD 
there  is  a  fs^vout^-*  Miiq 

iL4f^«  A  favour.  Sir !  is  this  a  time  to  aik  a 
favour?  -;/^       V' 

irm«  To  an  admirer  of  antiquity,  as  I  am. 

7m^  I  beg  iw!dQnibttwJ7Ut'-«4<»#»a^ig^  j^ 

STw.  A  wig.  ,    - :    : :    f  j5d««;i^. 

Lady*  Oh  1  oh !  oh  I  ICboakhi-Ji  this  is.  not  to 

be  boroe?-«this  is  too  qiucb--ah!  ah!  [A(///ir; 
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me;  nor  can  I  bear  the  preffure  on  my  mind 
without  confeffing— I  am  a  Cbriftian. 

Haf.  A  Chriftian  ! — What  makes  you  thus  af- 
fume  the  apoftate  ? 
*  SuL  Mifer) ,  and  defpair. 

Haf.  What  made  you  a  Chriftian? 

SuL  My  Arabella,—- a  lovely  European,  fent  hi- 
ther in  her  youth,  by  her  mercenary  parents,  to 
fell  herfelf  to  the  prince  of  all  thefe  territories. 
But  'twas  my  happy  lot,  in  humble  life,  to  win 
her  love,  fnatch  her  from  his  expecting  arms, 
and  bear  her  far  away— where,  in  peaceful  foli- 
tude  we  lived,  till,  in  the  heat  of  the  rebellion 
againft  the  late  Sultan,  I  was  forced  from  my 
happy  home  to  bear  a  part. — I  chofe  the  imputed 
rebels  fide,  and  fought  for  the  young  afpirer.— - 
An  arrow,  in  the  midft  of  the  engagement,  pierced 
his  heart ;  and  his  officers,  alarmed  at  the  terror 
this  ftroke  of  fate  might  caufe  amongft  their 
troops,  urged  me  (as  I  bore  his  likenefs)  to  coun- 
terfeit it  farther,  and  fhew  myfelf  to  the  foldiers 
as  their  king  recovered.  I  yielded  to  their  fuic, 
becaufe  it  gave  me  ample  power  to  avenge  the 
lofs  of  my  Arabella,  who  had  been  taken  from 
her  home  by  the  mercilefs  foe^  and  barbaroufly 
murdered. 

Haf.  Murdered! 

SuL  I  learnt  fo— -and  my  fruitlcfs  fearch  to  find 
her  fince  has  confirmed  the  intelligence. — Frantic 
for  her  lofs,  I  joyfully  embraced  a  fcheme  which 
promifcd  vengeance  on  the  enemy — it  profpered, 
—and  I  revenged  my  wrongs  and  her's,  with  fuch 
unfparing  juftice  on  the  foe,  that  even  the  men 
who  made  me  what  I  was,  trembled  to  reveal  their 
impofition  i  and  they  find  it  ftili  their  intereft  to 
continue  it. 
Haf.  Amazement ! 
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J) 


ii 


SUCH  Things  are.      49 

dear.  Sir  Luke^  ihow  yourfelf  a  man  of  courage 
but  on  this  occafion,— 

Sir  Luke.  My  dear,  I  wou'd  do  as  much  for 
you  as  I  wou^d  for  ray  own  life— but  damn  me  if 
Z  think  I  tould  fight  to  fave  that. 

Enter  Lord  Flintw 

Lord.  Lady.  TTremorj  did  the  fervant  Tay  you 
were  very  Weil,  or  very  ill  ? 

Lady.  Oy  my  Lord,  that  itifoletit  coxcomb,  the 
honourable  Mr.  Twineall— 

Lord.  Oh,  I  am  very  glad  you  put  me  in  mind 
of  it — I  dare  fay  I  Ihou'd  have  forgot  k  eifr,  not- 
withftanding  I  came  on  purpofe. 
.  Lady.  Forgot  what  ? 

Lord.  A  little  piece  of  paper  here,  [Pulling  cut 
a  parchment.^  but  it  will  db  a  great  dcal-^has  he 
offended  you  ? 

Ladyk  Beyond  bearing. 

Lord.  I  am  glad  of  it,  becaufe  it  gtVes  double 
pleafure  to  my  vengeance— he  is  a  difaffeded-  per- 
fon,  Madam— boldly  tol^  me  he  doubted  the  Sul- 
tanas right  to  the  throne— I  have  informed  againft 
him,  and  his  punilhment  is  at  my  option — I  may 
have  him  imprifoned ;  fliot ;  fent  to  the  gallies ; 
or  his  head  cut  off— but  which  does  your  Ladylhip 
chufe  ? — ^Which  ever  you  pleafe  is  at  your  fervice. 

*    [JSowing. 

Lady,  [fifing  and  curtfying.^  O,  they  are  all 
alike  to  me ;  which  ever  you  pleafe,  my  Lord. 

Sir  Luke.  What  a  deal  of  ceremony  ! — how  cool 
they  are  about  it,  *  ' 

Lord.  And  why  not  cool,  Sir;  why  nt)t  cool? 

Sir  Luke.  O,  very  true — I  am  fure  it  has  froze 
me.  ^  '  . 

Lord.  I  will  go  inftantly,  for  fear  it  fliouM 

'    H  flip 
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me;  nor  can  I  bear  the  preffure  on  my  mind 
without  confeffing— -I  am  a  Cbriftian. 

Haf.  A  Chriftian  ! — What  makes  you  thus  af- 
fume  the  apoftate  ? 
*  Sul.  Mifer)',  and  defpair. 

Haf.  What  made  you  a  Chriftian  ? 

SuL  My  Arabella,-^a  lovely  European,  fcnt  hi- 
ther in  her  youth,  by  her  mercenary  parents,  to 
fell  herfelf  to  the  prince  of  all  thefc  territories. 
But  'twas  my  happy  lot,  in  humble  life,  to  win 
her  lave,  fnatch  her  from  his  expecting  arms, 
and  bear  her  far  away— where,  in  peaceful  foli- 
tude  we  lived,  till,  in  the  heat  of  the  rebellion 
againft  the  late  Sultan,  I  was  forced  from  my 
happy  home  to  bear  a  part. — I  chofe  the  imputed 
rebels  fide,  and  fought  for  the  young  afpirer.— 
An  arrow,  in  the  mid  ft  of  the  engagement,  pierced 
his  heart ;  and  his  officers,  alarmed  at  the  terror ' 
this  ftroke  of  fate  might  caufe  amongft  their 
troops,  urged  me  (as  I  bore  his  lifcenefs)  to  coun- 
terfeit it  farther,  and  fhew  myfelf  to  the  foldiers 
as  their  king  recovered.  I  yielded  to  their  fuic, 
becaufe  it  gave  me  ample  power  to  avenge  the 
lofs  of  my  Arabella,  who  had  been  taken  from 
her  home  by  the  mercilefs  foe^  and  barbaroufly 
murdered. 

Haf.  Murdered! 

SuL  I  learnt  fo— -and  my  fruitlcfs  fearch  to  find 
her  fince  has  confirmed  the  intelUgence.'^Frantic 
for  her  lofs,  I  joyfully  embraced  a  fcheme  which 
promifcd  vengeance  on  the  enemy — itprofpered, 
—and  I  revenged  my  wrongs  and  her's,  with  fuch 
unfparing  juftice  on  the  foe,  that  even  the  men 
who  made  me  what  I  was,  trembled  to  reveal  their 
impofition ;  and  they  find  it  ftili  their  intereft  to 
continue  it. 

Haf*  Amazement ! 

SuL 
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ACT        IV. 


SCENE  L    /bt <4^artment at  Sir  Lvilu% 
Enttr  Elvirus  and  Attieiia. 

SIvirut. 

vyH  my  Aurclia !  fince  the  time  I  firft  faw  you— 
fiflce  you  left  the  pleafant  fpot,  where  I  firft  beheld 
you;  what  diftrefs,  what  anguifh  have  we  known ^ 

^ur.  Your  family? 

Elv.  Yes-^and  that  caufed  the  filence  which 
I  hope  you  have  lamented.-^I  could  not  wound 
you  with  the  recital  of  our  misfortunes^^^and  now^ 
only  with  the  fad  idea  that  I  ihall  never  fee  you 
morC)  I  am  come  to  take  my  leave* 

Aur.  Is  there  a  chance  that  we  may  never  meet 
again? 

Eh.  There  is— ^nd  I  hope  it  too«^fincerely 
hope  and  requeft  it«-^to  fee  you  again,  wou'd  be 
again  to  behold  my  father  pining  in  mifery. 

Aur.  Explain—  ^A  hud  rapping  dt  the  door.'^ 
that  is.  Sir  Luke^  and  Lady  Tremor-^what  fliall 
I  fay,  fliou'd  they  come  hither  ?  they  fufped  I  cor* 
refpond  with  fome  perfon  in  the  country-*-who 
fliall  I  fay  you  fire  ?  upon. what  bufinefs  can  I  fajr 
you  are  come  ?  ^ 

Eh.  To  avoid  all  fnfpicion  of  my  real  fituation^ 
and  to  ^e  fure  to  gain  admittance,  I  put  on  this 
habit,  and  told  the  fervantf  when  I  inquired  for 
you,  I  was  juft  arrived  from  England— [i&^/^fr//.] 
nay,  ii;  was  but  Mceflary  I  fliould  conceal  who  I 

Qh%.  was 
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was  in  this  fufpicious  place,  or  I  might  plunge  2 
whole  family  in  the  imputed  guilt  of  mine. 

y/«r.  Good  Heaven  I 

Eh.  I  feared,  befides,  there  was  no  other  means ; 
no  likelihood  to  gain  admiflion— and  what,  what 
wou'd  I  not  have  facrificed,  rather  than  left  you- 
f6r  e.Yi^r  .without,  ft  laft  farewell  ?.  think  on  thefe 
weighty  caufes,  and  pardon  the  deception. 

Jur.  But  if  they  .Ihould  afk  me —    . 

Eh.  Say,  as  I  have  done — my  ftay  muft  he  fa 
ftjort,  it  is  impoflible  they  Ibou'd  deteft  me— for 
I  muft  be  back — 

\dur.  Where? 

Elv.  No  matter  where — I  muft  be  back  before 
the  evening — and  would  almaft  wifli  never  to  fee 
you  more — I  love  you,  Aurelia — O,  how  truly!* 
and  yet  there  is  a  love  more  dear,  more  facred  ftilL 
^  ji^^  ^9^  forture  me  with  fufpenfe — Sir  Luke 
is  coming  this  wayr— what  name  ftiall  1  fay,  if  he 
alks  me  ? 

Eh.  Glanmore — ^I. announced  tl^at  name  to  the 
fervant. 

Aur.  You  fremble. 

Elv.  The  impofition-  htirts  me-^and  \  feel  as 
if  I  dreaded  a  deteftion,  ttpugh /tis  fcarce  poffible; 
— Sorrows  laave  made  a-caward  of  me— even  the 
fcrvant,  I  thought,  looked  at  me  with  fufpicion — 
and  I  was  both  confounded  and  enraged. 

Aur.  Go  into  this  apartipent ;  I'll  follow  you— 
there  vve  may  be  fafe — apd  do  not  hide  the  fqialleft 
€ircumftance  which  I  may  have  rp  apprehend. 

["El virus  'exit'.ai  a  door^ 

Sfr  Luke.  ^iH^iihatUj}  Abominable !  provoking  ! 
impertinent  I  not  to  be  borne !  - 
^Aur.  £LiJienwg.']  Thank  Hea^ren,  Sir  Luke  is, 
fo  perplexed, with  forae  affairs  of  his. own,  he  may 
nbtthinl^qf  njinqi';— ;   .  .    lEi^H^  Jo  Elvivus.. 

^  i.  Enter 
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Enfn'  &>  Luke,  followed  by  Lady  Tremor, 

Sir  Ijuke.  I  am  out  of  all  patience — and  all 
temper — did  you  ever  hear  of  fuch  a  compleac 
impertinent  coxcomb  ?  Talk,  talk,  talk,  continu- 
ally !  and  referring  to  me  on  all  occafions  \  **  Sueh 

a  man  was  a  brave  General — another  a  great 

Admiral/'  and  then  he  rauft  tell  a  long  ftory 
about  a  fiege,  and  alk  me  if  it  did  not  make  my 
bofom  glow ! 

Lady.  It  had  not  that  effed:  upon  your  face,  for 
you  were  as  white  as  alhes. 

Sir  Luke  Aye,  you  did  not  fee  yourfelf,  while  . 
he  was  talking  of  grandfathe/s  and  great  grand- 
father§— if  you  had— 

Lady.  I  was  not  white,  I  proteft, 

JSir  Luke.  N0--:but  you  wer?  a«  red  as  fcarlet. 

Lady.  And  you  ought  to  have  refented  the  ia- 
fult,  if  you  fawme  addled  by  it-«-Oh !  fome  men 
^ou'd  have  given  him  fuch  a  dreffing — 

Sir  Luke.  Yes,  my  dear,  if  ybur  uncle  the  frtf- 
feur  had-been  alive,  he  wou'd  have  given  him  a 
dreffing,  I  dare  fay. 

La^.  Sir  Luke,  none  of  your  impertinence ; 
you  know  I  can't  nor  won^t  Bear  it — neither  will  [ 
wait  for  Lord  Flint's  refcntment  on  Mr-  Twineall 
— No,  rdefire3''ou  will  tell  him  to  quit  this  roof 
immediately. 

Sir  Luke.  No,  my  dear — no,  no — you  muft  ex- 
cufe  me — I  can't  think  of  quarrelling  with  a  gen- 
tleman in  my  own  houfe.        > 

Duly.^  Was  it  your  o\yn  houfe  to  day  at  dinner  . 
when  he  inftrltefd  us  ?  and  would  qtrartel  then  ? 

Sir  Luke.  No — that  was  a  friend's  houfe — and 
I  make  it  a  rule  never  to  quarrel  in  my  own  houfe 
—a  friefiA's  hoirfe— ina  tavern — or  in  the  ftreets. 

Lady.  Well,  tben^  I  would  quarrel  in  ray  own 

houfe— 
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houfe — a  friend's  houfe — a  tavern— or  in  the  ftreets 
—if  any  one  offended  me. 

Sir  Luh.  O,  my  dear,  I  have  no  doubt  of  it- 
no  doubt>  in  the  leall. 

Lady 4  But,  at  prefent,  it  fliaU  be  in  my  own 
houfey — and  I  will  tell  the  gentleman  to  quit  it 
immediately. 

Sir  LMike^  Very  well,  ray  dear-^pray  do. 

Lady.  I  fuppofe,  however,  I  may  tell  him  I 
baye  your  authority  to  bid  him  go  ? 

SirLoiie.  Tell  him  I  have  no  authority — ^none 
in  the  world  over  you^-^but  that  you  will  do  a^ 
you  like. 

Lady.  I  can't  tell  him  fo— be  won't  believe  it. 

Sir  Lute.  Why  not  ?  you  often  tell  me  fo,  and 
make  me  believe  it  too. 

'  Lady^  Here  the  gejntleman^  comes-<-gp  away 
for  a  moment. 

Sir  Luke.  With  all  my^  heart,  my  dean 

/      '    [Qohtg  in  a  btirry. 

Ijidy^  V\\  give  him  a  few  hints,  that  he  muft 
cither  change  hi»  mode  of  behaviour,  or  leave 
us;    *. 

Sir  hake.  That'^  dg1it--^bift  den^t  be  eoo  warm 
-"fOr  if  he  ihould  be  very  impertinent',  pr  info* 
leAt«^(l  hear  Aurelia's  voice  in  th^  next  room) 
call  A^,  and  I  darpiay  flie'll  G6me  and  take  your 
part.  £iE«^  Sir  Luke* 

Enter  TwinealU 

,  *  ,  .  .  -  ■  .     ,k4    -.t  *  »  .         . 

To//.  I  pofitively  could  )ni;&  a  whole  day  upon 
that  liteil^caj^-o'^hefe^  severefid  facet  t-rr-i  prefume 
th^  ace'  the  portraits  of  fome  of  yOur  Ladyfliip's 
illuftriaus  ancefiors. 

//jfii^.  &r!  W&r^wT*ibfeaU--i-glvb'me  leave  tp 
tejliyott-^     ..      ..  \I»  a  w^t  paffimt. 

5f«< 
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^itfL  The  word  iUufinous,  I  fiod^  difpleaics 
you— pardon  me — I  did  not  mean  to  make  ufeof 
io  forcible  m  epUbet*— -I :  k&ow^  tke  delicacy  of 
.^entiment^  which  cannot  bear  the  reflexion  that 
a  few  $eq(uri€ts  wx\y  iboy'd  reduce  frmn  rayaky^ 
one,  whofe  digni6ed  depottmenc  feems  takaue 
been  fprined  for  that  refplendent  flat  ion* 

Ladj.  Tb^  inan  h  ceitaidly  mad ! ■^Mr^ 

Twineall — 

TwL  Pardon  roe.  Madam-*-!  own!  am  an  ea** 
tbufiaft  an  thefe  occ^fious^^bie  dignity  of  blood*-^ 

La^.  You  ^  ha^y^e.  too  much,,  i  .ana  fiwre ^do^ 
have  a  little  taken  from  you* 

S>fiV  Gladiy  woufd  1  lofc  eyeiy  drop:  tbaft  fills 
thefe  plebeian,  veins,,  tp  be  enobled  by  thtt  im^l*- 
fft'"    <'  ..•'■.."  '/-^ 

Ladf^.  TitffjrSir,  'ta]$:^ifp  lyoutabiHle  m  fblne 
Qther  place.     •  :  j  i      * 

Lady,,  Yojuiiibchaviour,  Sir— 

^MfL  If  my  friend  bud  nf9C  gi vet)  me.  tbe  Kltat, 
damn  oie  if  }.fl^^d,not;  think  her  domto  ligfiit' 
angry.  [-^ifii 

li^^.  I  Q9fi  ioaice  Qont5i]Q  my  ra^  at  bi^ng^fo 
laugh'd-.at.    .  .1.. ♦;/.;,.:;  •  :■...../ t^  [u^fefe- 

T^tt^/,  ril  mem^on  tke  wig^r^tbb  ici  the  rlme^^l 

[^<^.  j  P«rii*P^  W^  ^^'  3^ot;,it,  Madaiji^btJD 
there  is  a  fs^vpur —  n^i 

l^d;.  A  favour.  Sir !  is  this  a  time  to  aik  a 
favour?  .  :!^  :•       *:V\ 

9Vt\  To  an  admirer  of  antiquity,  as  I  am. 

Lady.  Antiqieityiagab  il     :»  vlv..v;cr  f      -7 

Tfe^  I  beg  {mrdQn]Mtt^!>rrbut^«N^^ 

STw.  A  wig.  , .  - .  K :    Ci8d««*;i^.' 

Lady.  Oh  1  oh !  oh !'  {O&^^^^iiT^f.}  this  is.  not  to 

tie  boroer^this  is  tpo  ipuch— ah !  ah  !^  [SUtini 

down^ 
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pent ;  but  let  them  alfo  make  you  hope  forgive*- 
nefs* 

Eh*  Nay,  lie  is  juft,  as  well  as  compaffionate— 
and  for  detected  falfebood— •— 

yjur.  You  make  me  tremble. 

Elv.  Yet  he  ihalL  hear  my  ftory— -ril  follow 
him,  and  obtain  his  pity,  if  not  his  pardon. 

jlur.  Nay,  fupplicate  for  that  too  —  and  you 
need  not  blufh,  or  feel  yourfelf  degraded,  to  kneel 
to  HIM,  for  he  wou*d  fcorn  the  pride  that  tri* 
umphs  over  the  humbled.  [^ExeunL 

SCENE  ^  II.     Tbi  Garden. 
Enter  Sir  Luke,  Twineall,  and  Lady  Tremor. 

T^wu  Why,  really,  Sir  Luke,  as  my  Lord  has 
given  you  charge  to  found  my  principles,  I  niuft 
own  they  are  juft  fuch  as  I  delivered  to  him. 

Sir  Luke.  Well,  Mr.  Twineall,  I  only  wifti  you 
to  be  a  little  more  clear — we  will  fuppofe  the  pre* 
fent  Sultan  no  impoftor— yet  what  pretenfions  do 
you  think  the  ether  family 

7'wi.  That  rU  make  clear  to  you  at  once  —  ot 
if  my  reafons  are  not  very  clear,  they  are  at  leaft 
very  pofitive,  and  that  you  know  is  the  fame 
thing.— This  family — no— that  family-^the  fa- 
mily that  reigned  before  this — this  came  aftef 
that — they  tame  before.  Now  every  one  agrees 
that  this  fatnily  was  always — fo  and  fo — [zvhj/per' 

i*'S\\ — ^^^  ^^^^  ^^^  other  was  always — fo  and  fo— 
^whi/perifjg.l — in  fhort,  every  body  knows  that 
one  of  them  had  always  a  very  fufpicious — you 
know  what 

Sir  Luke.  No,  I  don*t. 

ST-a*/.  Pihaw — pfliaw — every  body,  cpnjeftures 
what— and  though  it  was  never  faid  in  fo  many 

words. 
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words,  yet  it  was  always  fuppbfed  ^  arid  though 
there  never  iiasbccai  ^any  proofs  yet  thei^.have 
been  tilings  much  more  ftrong^^and  fotthsLtvefy 
•rcafon.  Sir  William — (Sir  Luke,  I  meanv-^I  beg 
your  pardon) — for  that  very  rtafon— <(!  can't 
think  what  made  me  call  you  Sir  William )-^/?r 
^4/  very  rw^»-*-(Oh,  I  was  thinking  of  Sir 
.  William  TUfeny )— for  that  very  reafoa,  f^y  peo- 
ple what  they  will-*— /io/,  tbdf  muft  be  their  opi- 
nion— but  then  where  is  the  man  wbo  will  fpeiik 
his  thoughts  fneely  as  I  have  done  ? 

* 

Enter  Guards^  who  bad  bem  iiftening  at  a  dijlance 

during  this  fpeech. 

...  .Sir  Inke.  ^Starting*']  Blcfs  my  foui,  gentlemen, 
you  made  my  hc;jrt  jump  to  my  very  lips. 

Guard.  \7o  TwinealL]  Sir,  you  are  our  pri- 
foner,  and  muft  go  with  us. 

Twi.  Gentlemen,  you  are  miftaken— I  had  all 
my  clothes  made  in  England,  and  'tis  impoffible 
the  bill  can  have  followed  me  already. 

Guard.  Your  charge,  is  fomething  againft  the 
ftate. 

TwL  Againtlithe  ffefe  ?^— You'  aYe  mfftaken^it 
cannot  be  me. 

Guard.  No — there  is  no  miftakc. — [Pulling  out 
S'paperJ] — You  are  here  called  Henry  Twineall. 

Twi.  But  if  they  have  left  out  honourable^  it 

can't  be  me 1   am  the  Honourable  Henry 

Twineall. 

Sir  Luke.  Aye,  that  you  are  to  prove  before 
your  judges. 

Guard.   Yes,  Sir— and  we  are  witneffes  of  the 
^iongi'ipeech  you  have  juft  now  been  making. 

Twu  And  pray,  gentlemen,  did  you  know 
what  r  meant  by  it  ? 

I  Guard. 
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Guard.  Certainly. 

Jwi.  Why,  then,  upon  my  foul,  it  was  more 
than  I  did— -I  wifli  I  may  be  facrificed  -- — 

Sir  Luke.  Well,  well,  ypu  are  going  to  be  facri* 
ficed— Don't  be  impatient. 

Twi.  But,  gentlemen?— Sir  Luke  ! 

[Tbt  Guards Jeize  him. 

haiy.  Dear  Mr.  Twin^all,  I  am  afraid  you  will 
have  occafion  for  the  dignity  of  all  my  anceftcrs 
to  fupport  you  under  this  trial. 

Sir  Luke.  And  have  occafion  for  all  my  courage 
too. 

ywi.  But,  Sir — but,  gentlemen—— 

Sir  Luke.    Oh !    I  wou'd  not  be  in  your  coat, 
falhionable  as  it  is,  for  all  the  Sultan's  dominions. 
[Exii  Sir  Luke  and  Lady — Twineall,  ani 
Guards -^/eparate^^ 
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ACT        V. 


SCENE     I.     The   Pri/ou. 

p 
} 

Hafwell  and  the  female  Pri/oHir  difcovered. 

Hafwell. 

JK^ATHER  remain  in  this  loathfome  prifon  !--- 
refufe  the  bleffing  offered  you  ! — the  bleffing  your 
pleafed  fancy  formed  fo  precious  you  durfi  not 
even  truft  its  reality  ! 

Prif.  No— while  my  pleafed /^^ry  only  faw  the 
profped:^  I  own  it  was  delightful ;  but  now  rea-> 
ibn  beholds  it  within  my  reach,  the  view  is 
changed — and  what,  in  the  gay  dream  of  fond  de- 
lirium, feenied  a  bleffing,  in  my  waking  hours  o£ 
fad  refle&ion  would  prove  the  moft  fevere  of  pu* 
niihments. 

Haf  Explain — ^what  is  the  caule  that  makes 
you  think  thus  ? 

Prif.  A  caufe  that  has  alone  for  fourteen  years 
made  me  refigned  to  a  fate  like  thi$.-^When  you 
firft  mentioned  my  releafe  from  this  drear  place^ 
my  wild  ideas  included,  with  the  light,  all  that  had 
ever  made  the  light  a  bleffing — 'twas  not  the  fun 
I  faw  in  my  mad  tranfport,  but  a  loft  huiband 
filled  my  roving  fancy  —  'twas  his  idea  that  gave 
the  colours  of  the  world  their  beauty,  and  made 
me  fondly  hope  to  grafp  its  fweets. 

Haf.  A  huiband ! 

Prif.  "6x11  the  world  that  Twas  wont  to  enjojr 

I  a  with 
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with  him — to  fee  again  without  him — every  well* 
known  objeft  would  wound  my  mind  with  dear  re- 
membrances for  ever  loft,  and  make  my  freedom 
torture. 

ffaf.  But  yet 

Prtf.'  Oh  !  on  my  knees  a  thoufand  times  I  have 
thanked  Heaven  that  be  partook  not  of  this  dire 
abode — thaE  heihared  not  with  me  my  hard  ufage ! 
—a  greater  bleffing  I  poffefs'd  from  that,  than  all 
his 'lovjed'fopif:ty  cou'd  have  given— :  but  in  a 
happy  world,  where  fmiling  nature  pours  her 
boundiefs  gifts ! — oh  !•  there  his  lofs  wou*d  be  un- 
fufferable. 

— Hafi :  -Dd  you  lament  Kim  dead  ? 
1  l^rtfi  Yesi-^^orj  like  me,  a  prifoner— dfe  he 
wnu'd  ibave.  fought  me  out^-^have  fought  his  Ara- 
bella ! — [Hafwell  y?jr/^.] — Why  do  you  ftart  > 

iSj/I  Are  yoii  a  Chriftian  ?-^an  European  ? 

-  Arai  I  ami  i 

H&f.^  TEhb  name  made  me  fuppofe  iti— I  am 
flKichdd.tbat-***M.^the  Cfariifeian^s  fufFerings — [^ry^ 
ing  m:^6n^this f^rprife^ — butvrere  you  made  a 
prifoaon.  inv  tlie.  frtftnt^  Sultatj's  reign  ?  * 

Arfl'  Yes,  or  I  had  been  i^x.  free  on  his  afcent 
YoiteitlluiMie  i^  for  he  gave  pardon  to  all  the  ene- 
mies of  the  flain  monarch  :  but  Twas  taken  in  aC 
velfel,wlj^re  L' was  hurried  in  the  heat  of  the 
battle  with  a-j^ircy  of  the  late ^  Emperor's  friends* 
•r«<an4[  altthe  prifdfficrfr  were  by  the  officers  of  the 
prefenti  SuJtrfn  fent  fo  flavery,  or  confined,  as  1 
have  teeuy  in  hopes  of  ranfom  from  their  friends. 

H^f.  Aiid  did'  never  intelligence  or  inquiry 
JCfieh  you  from  your  hufband  ? 

-  ^A.  Mey^r. 
Haf.  Never  ?. 

Ara.  I  once  was  informed  of  a  large  reward  for 
fbe  difetovery.  of  a  female  Chriftian,  and,  with 

.•  ^  boundiefs 
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boundlefs  hopes^  afted  an  iaterView  with,  the  mef- 
fenger ;  bu^t  found,  on  inquiry,*  I  could  not  an- 
fwer  his  defcription,  as  he  Jeer e  fly  informed  me  it 
.  was  the  Sultan  who  made  the  jfearch  for  one  he 
him/elf  had  known  and  dearly  loved. 

Hqf.  Good  Heareti  l-^^der^-^You  then  con- 
clude your  hulband^ead-?' 

^ra.  I  do ;— or,  like  me,  by  fome  mifchance^ 
taken  with  the  oth^er  party,  and  having  no  friend 
to  plead  his  caufe  before  the  Emperor,  whom  he 
ferved— «—     .  "      -  .    .  .  : 

Haf.  r\\  plead  it— rlhould  i  ever  chance  to  find 
him — ^but,  ere  we  Can  hope  for  other  kiridnefs,  you 
muft  appear  Ijefore  the  Sultan  -^  thank  him  for 
the  favour  which  yoQ^now  decline,  and*  tell  the 
caiife  why  yo«  cannot  accept  it.  ' 

j4ra.  Alas  !  aimoft  Worn  out  with  forrow  —  an 
.  <3bje6t  of  affliftion  a's  I  am-«-in  pity,  excufe  me— 
prefent  my  thanks — my  humble  gratitude — but 
pardon  my  attendance. 

Ha/.  Nay,  you  muft  -  go  —^  it  is  ncccffary  —  I 
will  accompany  you  to  him.  —  Retire  a  moment ; 
but  when  1  fend,  bexcady. 

Jra.  I Ihali obey.    [^She  bowsohedientlyy  and exiU 

[As  Hafwell  comts  dowtiy    Elvirus  plates 

I  hinffflf  in  his  pafJ^—HsifwcW  Jiops^  iodks 

at  him  with  an  aujiere  earnejinefsy  which 

Elvirus  ohfervingy  turns  away  his  face •  / 

E/'y.  Nay,  reproach  me  —  I  can  bear  yoxir  an- 
ger, but  do  not  let  me  meet  your  eye — Oh  !  it  is 
more  awful,  now  I  know  who  you  are,  than  if 
you  had  kingdoms  to  difperfe,  or  could  deal  in- 
ftant  death.— [Hafwell  looks  on  him.  with  a  manly 
frmnefsy  then  walks  on,  Elvirus  following  him.]  — ' 
I  do  not  plead  for  my.  father  now.  —  Since  what 
has  paffed,  I  only  alk  forgivenefs. 
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Ha/.  Do  you  forgive  yourfelf  > 
Edv,  I  never  will. 

Enter  Keeper. 

Keep.  One  of  our  prifoners,  who,  in  his  cell, 
makes  the  mod  pitious  moans,,  has  fent  to  entreat 
that  Mr.  Hafwdl  will  not  leave  this  place  till  he 
has  heard  his  complaints  and  fupplications. 

Ha/.  Bring  me  to  him.  [^Going. 

Eh.  Nay,  leave  me  not  thus  —  perhaps  never 
to  fee  you  more ! 

Ha/.  You  Ihall  fee  me  again — in  the  mean  time, 
icfleft  on  what  you  merit.         [^Exit  with  Keeper^ 

Eh.  And  what  is  that?^ — Confufion  !-^and  yet, 
he  fays,  I  am  to  fee  him  again — fpeak  with  him. 
r— Oh !  there's  a  bleffing  to  the  moft  abandoned, 
a  divine  propenfity  (they  know  not  why)  to  com- 
mune with  the  virtuous  i  [Exit. 


SCENE    II.     ne frfi  Prtjon  Scene-.     .. 
Enter  /econd  Keeper,    Hafwell  following: 

Haf.  Where  is  the  poor  unfortunate  ?     > 
.   Q.d  Keep.  Here,  Sir.  '^ 

Ha/.    Am  I  to  behold  greater  mifery  ftill  ?  —  a 
ftill  greater  objed:  of  compaflion  ?. 

[Second  Keeper  opens  a  door^  ^//^/TwineaUw- 
ters  a  prifoner^  4n  one  of  the  pri/on  drejes..    ^ 

Ha/  What  have  we  here  ? 

T^wi.  Don't  you  know  me,  Mr.  Hafwell  ? 
.   Haf  I  beg  your  pardon,  Sir— 1  beg  your  par- 
don— but  is  it'? — is  it  ? 

^wi.  Why,  Mr.  Hafwell — if  you  don't. know 

me,  or  won't  know  me,  I  Ihall  certainly  lofe  my 

fcnfes. 

Ha/ 
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Haf.  O,  I  know  you— know  you  very  well. 

Twu  What,  notwithftanding  the  alteration  ia 
mjL  drefs  ? — there  was  a  hard  thing  ! 

Haf.  p,  rii  procure  you  that  again  —  and,  for 
all  things  elfe,  Xta  fure  you  will  have  patience. 

Twu  O,  no,  1  can't— upon  my  foul  I  can't.— 
I  want  a  little  lavender  water — My  hair  is  in  fuch 
a  trim  too  !•*— No  powjlcr — no  bruflies— — 

Haf.  I  will  provide  you  with  them  all. 

iwi.  But  who  will  you  provide  to  look  at  me^ 
when  I  am  drefs'd  ? 

Haf.  1*11  bring  all  your  acquaintance. 

T%»L  I  had  rather  you  wou^d  take  me  to  fee 
them. 

Haf  Pardon  me. 

Twu  Dear  Mr.  Hafwell !  — Dear  Sir  !— Dear 
friend  1 — What  fliall  I  call  you  ? — Only  fay  what 
title  you  like  beft,  and  I'll  call  you  by  it  diredly 
—  I  always  did  Jove  to  pleafe  every  body— and  I 
am  fure  at  this  time  I  {land  more  in  need  of  a  friend 
than  ever  1  did  in  my  life. 

Haf.  What  has  brought  you  here  ? 

STte;!.  Trying  to  get  a  place. 

HaJ.  A  place  ? 
^  ^wi.  Yes;  and  you  fee  I  have  got  one— and 
a  poor  place  it  is  !  —  in  ihort.  Sir,  my  crime  is 
faid  to  be  an  offence  againft  the  fiate ;  and  thejr 
tell  me  no  friend  on  earth  but  you  can  get  that  re- 
mitted. 

Haf.  Upon  my  word,  the  pardons  I  have  ob- 
tained are  for  fo  few.pcrfons — and  thofe  already 

promifed 

7w*»  O,  I  know  I  am  no  favourite  of  yours— 
you  think  me  an  impertinent,  filly,  troublefome 
fellow,  and  that,  my  conduft  in  life  will  be  nei- 
ther of  ufe  to  my  country  nor  of  benefit  to  fo- 
ciety« 

Haf. 


{ 
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HaJ.  You  miftakc  tne,  Sir  —  I  think  ftich  gla- 
ring imtperfeftions  as  yours  are,  will  not  be  of  fo 
much  difad vantage  to  fociety  as  thofc  of  a  lefr* 
•faulty  man; — In  beholding  yxwr  eondaft^  thou- 
faiids  fiiall  turn  from. the  paths  of  folly,  to  which 
iafhion,  cuftom,  nature,  (or  call  it  what  you  will) 
impels  them  ; — therefore,  Mr.  Twineall,  if  not 
pity  for  your  faults,  yet  a  concern  for  the  good 
effed:  they  may  have  upon  the  world  (fliou'd  you 
>e.  admitted  there  again)  will  urge  me  to  folicit 
your  return  to  it. 

^wu  Sir,  you*  have  fuch  powers  of  oratory  — 
what  a  prodigious  capital  quality  !  —  and  I  doubt 
not  but  you  are  admired  by  the  world  equally  for 
that 

Enter  Meffenger  to  Hafwell. 

Meff.  Sir,  the  Sultan  is  arrived  in  the  council 
chamber,  and  has  fent  me.  \Whiffers. 

Haf.  I  come. — Mr.  Twineall,  farewell  for  the 
prefent.  [Exit  with  Meffenger. 

Twi.  Now,  what  was  that  whifper  about  ? — 
Oh,  heavens  !  perhaps  my  death  in  a^itation.^— 
I  haxe  brought  myfelf  into  a  fine  fituation  !  — 
done  it  by  wheedling  too  ! 

2.d  Keef.  Come,  your  bufinefs  with  Mr;  Hat 
jwell  being  ended,  return  to  your  cell.     [Rmgbfy*^ 

Twi.  Certainly,  Sir — certainly!  —  O,  ye^--* 
Hqw  happy  is  this  prifon  in  having  fucb  aikeeper 
as  you  I — fo  mild,  fo  gentle-rvthere  is  fometfaing 
about  you, — I  faid,  and  I  thought  the- rivomcut  I 
Jhad  -  the  hfippineff  of  meeting  you  h^f d,  --wDear 
me  !-^what  wou'd  one  give  for  fuch  a:gentlem^n 
as  hia>  irj  EngJ^d  !  —You  wjou'd  be  of  hifiditt 
jJE  jvijoe  to  (pflSie.^f .  our  young  bucks;  Sii?.  . ;  -■    it 
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hd  Keep.  Go  to  your  cell  —  go  to  your  cell: . 

I  Rou^btyl 

Twi.  This  world  wou*d  be  nothing  without  ele-. 
gant  marihers,  and  elegant  people  in  all  ftationsof 
life.— .[igjf/^  Meffenger,  whowbijpersfecond  Ktt^ 
per.J-rAnothef  whifpcr !  [Terrified. 

2d  Keep.  No ;  come  this  way.  —  The  judge  H 
now  fitting  in  t^e  hall,  and  you  muft  come  before 
him. 

7wi.  Before  the  judge,  Sir-^O,  dear  Sir  !-^ 
what,  in  this  deihabille  ?  —  in  this  coat  ?  —  Dear 
me  !— but  to  be  fure  one  muft  .conform  to  cuftomat 
—  to  the  cuftom  of  the  country  where  one  is.  — * 
[i/i?  goes  to  the  door^  and  tbenftcfs.']  —  I  beg  your 
pardon,  Sir— wou'd  not  you  chufe  to  go  firft  ? 

zd  Keep.    Noi 

Twi.  01  .  [Exeuni: 

Scene    in.     ne  CouncH  chamber: 

lEatier  Siikan,  Hafwell^  and  Guards^ 

Haf.  Stilt jito,  I  have  olit-rnri  your  bounty  ifi  my 
J)romifes ;  and  one  pooY,  uhhappy  female — — 

Sul.  No  —  you  named  youtfelf  the  numbed  i(i 
teleafe,  and  it  is  fixed-^-ril  not  increafe  \t 

Haf.  A  poor,  miferable  female-^ — ^ 

Sul.  Am  I  left  miferable  than  fce  is  ?-^Ahd  who' 
fliall  releafe  me  frrtn  my  forro'wS  ? 

Haf.  Then  let  me  tell  you,  Suftari,  Ihe  is  abOv6 
your  power  to  oblige,  or  to  pnnilh.  -^  Ten  years'^ 
nay  more,  confinement  in  a  drear  cell  has  been  no^ 
greater  puniihmrfent  to  her,  than  had fhre  lived  in'  a 
pleafant  world  without  the  man  (he  loved. 

SnL  Hah!   . 

"^Tlaf.  And  freedom  offfc'rcd  fhe  rcj-edls*  With  fcprn/ 
tfccaivfe  he  is  not  included  in  the  blcffing, 

K  ,  Sul; 
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SuL  You  talk  of  prodigies !— [£&r  mahs  afign 
for  tbi  Guards  to  retire ^  and  they  ^;f;/.]— and  yet  I 
once  knew  a  heart  equal  to  this  defcnptlon* 

Haf.  Nay,  will  you  fee  her  ? — Witnefs  yourielf^ 
the  fa&  ? 

SuL  Why  do  I  tremble  ?— My  bufy  fancy  prc- 
fents  an  image  ■■   ■■ 

Haf.  Yes,  tremble,  indeed!         {Threatening. 

SuL  Hah  1  have  a  care— what  tortures  are  you 
preparing  for  me  ^--^My  mind  ihrinks  at  the  idea. 

UaJ.  Your  wife  you  will  behold — whom  you 
have  kept  in  wsnt,  in  wretchednefs,  in  a  damp 
dungeon,  for  thefe  fourteen  years,  becaufe  you 
wotrd  not  liftcn  to  the  voice  of  pity, — —Dread  her 
look — ^her  frowhr— not  for  hcrfelf  alone,  but  for 
hundreds  of  her  fellow  fufFerers-r-a»d  while  your 
felfifli  fancy  was  fearching,  with  wild  anxiety,  for 
htx you  loved,  unpitying,  you  forgot  others  might 
love  like  you. 

SuL  O  !  do  not  bring  me  to  a  trial  which  I 
have  not  courage  to  fupport. 

Haf.  She  attends  without  —  I  fent  for  her  to 
thank  you  for  the  favour  flie  declines.  —  Nay,  be 
compofed — flie  knows  ^ctt  not — cannot,  thus  dif- 
guifed  as  the  Sultan.  [Exit  HafwelU 

SuL  Oh  !  my  Arabella !  could  I  have  thought 
that  your  approach  wou'd  ever  imprefs  my  mind 
with  horror  ! — or  that,  infliead  of  flying  to  your 
arms  with  all  the  love  I  bear  you,  terror  and 
dread  fiiou'd  fix  me  a  ftatue  of  remorie. 

Enter  Hafwell,  leading  Arabellas 

Haf.  Here  kneel,  and  return  your  thanks; 
SuL    My  Arabella !  worn  with  gtief  and  an- 
guifli !  [J/tde. 

Jra.    [^Kneeling  to  the  Sultani]    Sultan>  the  fa- 
vour 
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V0ur  you  wfR^'d  beftow^  I  own^    aod  humbly 
thank,  you  fox. 

Sul.    Gracious  Heaven  I         [In  much  agitstipn. 

Ara^  Bui  as  I  am*  now  accuftonied  to  con- 
linementy  and  the  idea  of  all  the  world  can  giye, 
cannot  infpire  a  w^  that  warms  my  heart  to  the 
enjoyment^— I  fupplicate  permiffion  to  tra^nsfer  the 
bleffing  you  have  offered^  to  one  of  tbofe  who  may 
hav«  friiends  to  welcome  their  return  from  bonr 
dage^  and  fo  make  freedom  precious. —^I  have 
none  to  rejoice  at  my  releafe  —  none  to  lament  my 
.deftihy  while  a  prifoner, — And  were  I  free,  in  this 
vaft  world  (forlorn  and  friendlefs)  'tis  but  a  pri- 
-fonftill. 

&/.  What  have  I  done  ? — \T^Qwing  Inmjdf  m 
mjopha  with  the  greauft  tmoiion. 

Haf.  Speak  to  him  again*  —  He  repents  of  the 
feverity  with  which  he  has  caufed  his  fallow  crear 
tures  to  be  ufed. — Tell  hxmyou  forgive  him^ 

Ara.  [Geing  to  bim,'\  Believe  me.  Emperor,  I 
forgive  all  who  have  ever  wronged  me*-^  all  whp 
have  ever  caufed  my  fufferings.  -^Pardon jwi^/  — 
Alas  I  I  have  pardoned  even  thofe  who  tore  me 
from  my  huiband ! — Oh,  Sultaa  !  all  the  tortures 
you  have  made  me  fuffer,  compared  to  fuch  a 
pang  as  that— *did  I  fay  I  had  forgiven  it  ?— -^0h  ! 
J  am  afraid — afraid  I  have  not  yet, 

Sul.  Forgive  it  now,  then,  for.  he  is  reftored. 
— [X<iking  off  bis  turban.']  —  Behol4  hi«P  in  the 
Sultan,  and  once  more  feal  his  'p2iX^iari.-^[She  faints 
pn  Hafwell.] — ^Nay,  pronounce  it  quickly,  or  my 
remorfe  forwhat  you  have  undergone,  will  make 
my  prefent  tortures  greater  than  any  rny  cruelties 
have  ever  yet  iniUdcd* 

Ara.  [Recovering.']  Is  this  the  light  you  pro- 
mifed  i—{To  Hafwell.]— Pear  precious  light ! — 
^s  this  my  freedom  }  to  which  I  bind  myfelf  a 

K2  ilave 
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llave  for  ever.  -^  {^Embracing  the  Sultan.] — ^Was  I 
your  captive  ? — Sweet  captivity  !— more  precious 
than  an  age  of  liberty  ! 

SuL  Oh,  my  Arabella !  through  the  amazing 
fhanges  of  my  fate,  (which  I  will  foon  difclof^ 
think  not  but  I  have  fearched  for  ibee  with  uncea^ 
iing  care;* but  the  bleffing  to  behold  you  once 
agSiin  was  left  for  my  kind  monitor  alone  to  b&- 
ftow, — -r-Gh,  Hafwell !  had  I^  like  you,  made 
pthers-miferies  my  concern,  like  you  ibught'out  the 
wretched,  how  many  clays  of  fofrow  had  I  fpared 
myfelf  as  well  as  others  —  for  \  long  iince  had 
fopnd  my  Arabella. 

Ara.  Oh,  Heaven !  that  weighed  our  fufFerings 
with  pur  jpys,  and  as  our  lives  decline  feeft  in  the 
balance  thy  bleffings  far  niore  ponderous  than  thy 
judgements— be  witncfs,  I  complain  no  more  of 
^hac  I  have  endured,  but  find  an  ample  recom- 
pence  this  moment.       ^ 

Haf.  I  told  you,  Sir,  how  you  n>ight  be  happy. 

Sul.  •— — Take  your  reward— (tP  a  heart  like 
yours,  more  valuable  than  trcafure  from  my  cof* 
fers) — this  fignet,  with  power  to  redrefs  the 
wrongs  of  all  who  fufFer. 

HaJ,  Valuable  indeed  !— — 

Ara.  [To  Hafwell.]  Oh,  virtuous  man  \ — to  ret 
ward  thee  are  we  made  happy— to  give  thy  pityinjg 
bofom  the  joy  to  fee  us  lb,  has  Heaven  remitted 
its  intended  punifhment  of  continued  feparation. 

SuL  Conie^  my  beloved  wife !  —  come  to  my 
palace  —  there,  equally,  n^y  deareft  bleffing,  as 
when  the  cottage  gave  its  fewey  joys— and  in  him 
[To  Hafwell.]  we  not  only  find  our  prefent  happi- 
ncfs,  but  dwell  fecurely  on  our  future  hopes— for 
here,  I  vow,  before  he  leaver  our  fliores,  I  will 
adopt  every  meafure  he  (hall  point  out — and  that 
period  of  my  life  whereon  he  fball  lay  his  cenfure, 
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that  will  I  iix  apart  for  penitence.  —  [£x//  Sultan 
and  Arabella.  —  Hafwell  tows  to  Heaven  with 
thanks. 

Enter  Keeper, 

Keep.  An  Engliih  prifoner^  juft  now  condemned 
to  lojfe  his  head^  one  Henry  Twineallj  humbly 
.t>egs  permiiSon  to  fpeak  a  few  Ihort  fentences^  his 
|aft  dying  words,  to  Mr.  Hafwell. 

Haf.  Condemned  to  lofe  his  head? —  Lead  mc 
to  him. 

Keep.  O,  Sir,  you  need  not  hurry  yourfclf  — -it 
is  off  by  this  time,  I  dare  fay. 

Ha/.  Off? 

•  Keip.   Yes,  Sir  —  we  don't  ftand  long  about 
^thefe  things  in  this  country — I  dare  fay  it  is  off. 

Ha/l  [Impatiently.']  Lead  me  to  him  inftantly. 

Guard.   O  \  'tis  of  confcquence,  is  it.  Sir  ?— • 

jf  tl^at  is  the  cafe 

[Exit  Keeper,  followed  hy  HafwelL 

•  >  •  « 

SCENE  IV.  An  arch-way  it  the  top  of  the  ft  age ^ 
through  which  feveral  Guards  enter  — Twineall 
in  the  middle,  drejedfor  execution,  with  a  large 
took  in  bis  band. 

^wi.  One  more  verfe,  gentlemen,  if  you  pleafe, 
Oj^.  The  time  is  expired. 
Sfwi.  One  more,  gentlemen,  if  you  pleafe* 
Off.  The  time  is  expired! 

Enter  Hafwell. 

%wu  Ph !  my  dear  Mr«  Hafwell ! 

[Burfting  into  tian^ 
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^  Haf.  What,  in  tears  at  partn^  :wkk  me  ?~- 
Thts  is  a  compUment  indeed !  •    ~ 

7W.  I  hope  you  take  it  as  fuch  — *  I  atn  fure  I 
mean  it  as  fuch.  — *  It  kills  me  to  leave  yeu — it 
breaks  my  heart  ;*-aBd  I  onde  flattered  myfelf 
fuch  a  charitable^  good,  feeling,  humane  heatt  as 
^ou  poflefs  ■  ■  ■ 

•*  Haf.  Hold !  Hold  !  ~  This,  Mr.  Twineall,  is 
the  vice  which  has  driven  you  to  the  fatal  precipice 
whereon  you  are— and  in  death  will  you  not  rdin^ 
ijoife'it?       •    ^ 

TwL  What  vice.  Sir,  do  you  mean  ? 
■    Haf.  Flattery  F—  a  vice  that  renders  you  not 
only  defpicable,  but  odiotis. 

Twi.  But  how  has  flattery  been  the  caufe  ? 

Haf.  Your  Englifh  friend,  before  he  left  the 
iflandf,  told  me  what  bformation  you  h^d  aiked 
from  him,  and  that  he  had  given  70a  tie  direft 
itpfqfite  of  every  peribn's  charaffcer,  as  a  juft  pu- 
nifliment  for  your  mean  premeditation  and  de^ 
iigns. 

Twi.  I  never  imagined  that  amiable  friend  had 
ienfe  enough  to  hnpoie  upon  any  bo^y  \ 

Haf.  Yet  I  prefume^  he  could  not  fuppofe  fate 
wou'd  have  carried  their  refentment  to  a  length 
like  this. 

iTte;/.  Oh !  cou'd  fate  be  arretted  in  its  courfe ! 
.    Hdf.  You  woo'd  reforooi  your  cooduft  ? 

^wu  I  wou'd— I  wou'd  never  lay  another  civil 
thing  to  any  body  —  never — never  make  myfelf 
agreeable  again. 

Haf.  Releafe  him — here  is  the  Sultan's  fig- 
net.  [X^V  releafe  him. 

7'wi.  Oh  !  my  dear  Mr.  Hafwell !  never  was 
compaffion! — never  benevolence!— never  fuch  a 

heart  as  yours  l—r 
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Haf^  Skze  him—* he  bas  broken  hh  cootraft 
already. 

JW*  No,  Sir-7-No,  Sir — I  proteft  you  are  aa 
illnatured,  furly,  crabbed  fellow.  I  always  thought 
fo,  upon  my  word,  whatever  I  hare  faid. 

Haf.  And,  V\\  forgive  that  meaning,  Ibonef 
than  the  other— utter  any  thing  but  flattery-^ 
Oh  !  never  let  the  honeft,  plain,  hiunt  £nglifh 
name,  become  a  proverb  for  (o  bafe  a  vioc.— ^ 

Lady  Ter.  [fVithout.^  Where  is  the  poor  crea- 
ture? 

Enter  La^  Tremor* 

Lady.  Oh !  if  his  head  is  oSL  pray  let  me 
look  at  It? 

TwL  No,  Madam,  it  is  oq-^and  I  am  very 
happy  to  be  able  to  tell  you  io. 

Lady.  Dear  Heaven  ! — I  expedted  to  have  fcen 
it  pfFi — but  BO  matter— as  it  is  on— I  am  come 
that  it  may  be  kept  on— and  hav«e  brought  xuy 
Lord  Flint,  and  Sir  Luke,  as  witnefles* 

EffiTer  Lord,  Auretia^  and  Sk  Luke. 

HaJ.  Well,  Madam,  and  what  have  they  IK>  faty  ? 

Sir  Luke.  Who  are  we  to  tell  our  ftorycof— 
There  does  not  feem  to  be  any  one  fitting  in  judge  ^ 
ment. — 

Haf.  Tell  it  to  me.  Sir — ^I  will  report  it. 

Sit  Luke.  Why  then,  Mr.  Hafwell,  as  Ghofts 
fometimes  walk'— and  as  one's  confcience  is  fome- 
times  troublefpme — I  think  Mr.  Twineall  ha^ 
done  nothing  to  merit  death,  and  the  charge 
which  his  Lordlhip  fent  in  againft  him,  we  begin 
to  think  too  fevere — ^but,  if  there  was  any  falfe 
ftatement— i— 

Lird.  It  was  the  fault  of  my  not  charging  my 

memory 
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memory — any  error  I  have  been  guilty  of,  muft 
be  laid  to  the  fault  of  my  total  want  of  memory* 

Haf.  And  what  do  you  hope  from  this  confef- 
fion  ? 

Sir  Luie.  To  remit  the  prifoner's  puniihment 
of  death  to  fomething  lefs,  if  the  Sultan  will 
pleafe  to  annul  the  fentenqe 

Lord.  Yes — and  grant  ten  or  twelve  years  im- 
prifoqment — or  the  Grallies  for  fourteen  years  — • 
or 

Sir  Luke.  Ay,  ay,  fomething  in  that  way, 

Haf.  For  fhame— for  Ihame — Gentlemen  !— 
the  extreme  rigour  you  ihew  in  punifhing  a  dif- 
fenfion  from  your  opinion,  or  a  fatire  upon  your 
folly,  proves  to  convi6tion>  what  reward  you  had 
beftowed  upon  t\it  Jkilful  flatterer. 

jTwi.  Gentlemen  and  Ladies,  pray  why  wou'd 
you  wilh  me  requited  with  fuch  extreme  feverity, 
merely  for  my  humble  endeavours  to  make  my- 
felf  agreeable  ? — Lady  Tremor,  upon  my  ho-* 
nour  I  was  credibly  informed,  your  anceftors  were 
Kings  of  Scotland. 

Lady.  Impoffible !— you  might  as  well  fay  that 
you  heard  Sir  Luke  had  diftinguiihed  himfelf  at 
the  battle  of— — 

STwrf.  And,  I  did  hear  fo. 
.    Lady.  And  he  ^{V  diftinguilh  himfelf;  for  he 
was  the  only  one  that  ran  away. 

9wi.  Cou*d  it  happen  ? 

Lady.  Yes,  Sir,  it  did  happen. 

Sir  Luke.  And  go  you^  Mr.  Twineall,  into  a 
field  of  battle,  and  I  think  it  is  very  likely  to  hap* 
pen  again. 

Lord.  If  Mr.  Hafwell  has  obtained  your  par- 
don, Sir,  it  is  all  very  well— but  let  me  advifo 
you  to  keep  your  fentiments  on  politics  to  'your-» 
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fdf,  for  the  &Jtuce-*i-as  you  v*lw$  that  pretty  head- 
of  yotiT&  r  ' 
iwLl  thank  you.  Sir — I  do  value  it. 

*  4 

Enter  Elvirus. 

•  r  .  . 

•  • 

iSifl/I  [G^«»^  tQ  himJ^  AHrelia,  in  this  letter  to 
i»e,  MS  je£y:platne<li  your  ftory  with  fo  much  com- 
paflion,  that,  for  her  fake,  I  muft  pity  it  too.-~- 
Witb  freedom  to  your  father,  and  youfelf,  the 
Sultan  reilores  his  forfeited  land^— *>and  might  (: 
p1$ad.  Sir  LiJke,  for  your  iatereft  with  Aureila's 
friends,  thi^  youug  man's  filial  love,  ihou'd  be 
repaid  hy.  conjugal  aflfei^^ion, . 

Sir  Luke.  As  for  that,  Mr.  H^fwell,  you  have 
fp  much  tntereft  lU;  couf  t,  that  your  takiqg  the 
young  man  under  yourprote<9:ion-— befide^,  aa^ 
AuctHa  was  fent  hither  merely  to.  get  a  huibaQd-—. 
Idon't  fee«f— r- 

Auri  True^  Sir  Luke— and  \  aju  afraid  my  fa^ 
tfaer  and  mother  will  l:>egin  to  be  uneafy  that  I  have 
not,  got  one  yet— and  I  ihou'd  be  very  forry  <  to- 
difoblige  them. 

Eh.  No — fay  rather,  forry  to  make  me  wretch- 
ed.— [Taking her  band. 

Enter  Zedan. 

Haf.  My  Indian  friend^  have  you  received  your 
freedom  ? 

Zed.  Yes — and  come  to  bid  you  farewell— 
which  I  wou'd  never  do,,  had  I  not  a  family  in 
wretchednefs  till  my  return — for  you  Ihou'd  be 
my  matter,  and  I  wou^d  hp .  your  Have.  ■ 

Haf,  I  thank  you— may  you  meet  at  home  eve- 
ry comfort ! 

Zed.  May  you— -may  yoU — what  fliall  I  fay  ? 

L  May 
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-^Ma7  you  once  in  your  life  be.  a  priibner«^hen 
releafed-^to    feel  fuch  joy^  as  I  feel  now ! 

Haf.  I  thank  you  for  a  wiih,  that  cells  me  moft 
emphatically,  how  much  you  think  I  have  ierved 
you. 

7wu  And,  my  dear  Lord,  I  fincerely  wiih  you 
may  once  in  your  life,  have  your  head  chopped 
off-'juil  to  know  what  I  ihou*d  have  felt,  in  that 
fituation. 

Zed.  [Painiintr  to  Hafwelh]  Are  all  hb  country* 
men  as  good  as  ne  } 

Sir  Luke.  No-no-no-no— not  all — but  the  worft 
of  them  are  good  enough  to  admire  him. 

7wL  Pray  Mr.  Hafwell,  will  you  fuffer  all 
thefe  encomiums  } 

Elv.  He  muft  fuffer  them— -there  arc  virtues, 
which  praife  cannot  taint-r-fuch  are  Mr.  Hafwell's 
—for  they  are  the  offspring  of  a  mind,  fuperior 
even  to  the  love  of  fame— neither  can  they, 
through  malice,  fufier  by  applaufe,  fince  they 
are  too  facred  to  incite  envy,  and  muft  conciliate 
the  refped,  the  love,  and  theadmiraticm  of  2\\. 
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Spoken     by    Mrs.     MATTOCKS. 

OiNCE  all  are  fprung,  they  fay,  from  Mother  Earthy 

Why  ftamp  a;  merit  or  difgrace  on  birth  ? 

Yet  fo  it  is,  however  we  difguife  It, 

All  boaft  their  origin,  or  elfe  defpife  it. 

This,  pride  or  ftiame  haunts  ev'ry  living  foul 

From  Hyde-park  Corner,  down  to  Limehoufe  Hole.: 

Peers,  taylors,.  poets,  Aatefmen,  undertakers, 

KnightS;  Iqoires,  man-milliners,  and  peruke-maker^ 

Sir  Hugh  Gkngluthglift,  from  tlie  land  of  goats, 

Tho*  put  at  elbows,  fhews  you  all  his  coats; 

And  rightful  heir  to  twenty  pounds  per  anni3(ln, 

Soafis  the  rich  blood  that  warmM  bis  great  great  gran- 

nam ;         . 
While  wealthy  Simon  Soapfuds;  juft  be* knighted. 
Struck  with  the  fword  of  ftate,  is  grown  dim  fighted, 
Forgets  the  neighbouring  chins  he  ufed  to  lather, 
And  fcarcely.  km>ws  he  ever  had  a  father. 

Our  Author^ .  then,  .'correA  in  every  line. 
From  nature's  charafters  hath  pifturM  mine; 
For  many  a  lofty  fair,  who,  frizM  and  curl'd. 
With  <:reft  of  horfe  hair,  tow'rihg  thro*  the  world. 
To  powder,  jpafte,  and  pins,  ungrateful  grown^ 
Thinks  the  full  periwig  is  all  her  own ; 
Proud  of  her  conquering  ringlets,  onward  g<^> 
Nor  thanks  the  barber,  from  whofe  hands  me  rofe. 

Thus  doth  falfe  pride  fantaftic  minds  miflead. 
And  make  our  weaker  fex  feero  weak  indeed  : 
Suppofe,  to  prove  this  truth,  in  mirthful  ftrain. 
We  brmg  the  Dripping  familyi  again. — 
Papa,  a  tallow  chandler  by  defcent. 
Had  read  "  how  larning  is  moft  excellent  :* 
So  Mifs,  returned  from  boarding  fchool  at  Bow, 
Waits  to  be  finiflied  by  Mama  and  Co.— 


EPILOGUE. 

«  See^  ^Ifoufcj  howj^uce  tur  Nak  is  grown,' Jand  taUi 

*\ril  lay,  Jhe  cuts  a  dajh  at  Lord  May 01^ s  hall^ — 

In  bolts.  Kfe  maid — <*  AffC.fim  I  Mi/is  j^q/lcr\s  jcome^^^^^ 

Away  fly  Ma*  and  Mifs  to  dancing  roorit — •      ^^  ''     ' 

**  ff^alk  irij  Mounfeeri  come.  Nan,  draw  up  Hie  «i^."— 

"  Ma  foil.  Madanuj  Mlfs  like  you  as'twafea^'-^ 

Mounfeer  takes  out  his  kit ;  the  fcene  begins  ; 

Mifs  truflfis  up;,  my  lady  Mother  grins;— ..  ' 

**  Mdamjelle,  me  teach  a  you  dejief  to  tready 

**  Firji  turn  you  toe,  den  turn  you  littelhead'^ 

*^  One,  two,  drecyjtnka,  rifa,  balance;  bon^ 

«  Now  entrefhaty  and  now  de  cotillon*     '  -  \ 

[Singing  and  dancing  aboutf 
**  Pardieu,  Mciarnfetle  Be  one  enchanting  girl; 
**  M^  nofurprife  to  fee  her  ved  an  Earu*"*''  ■' 
*  'With  all  my  heart,  fays  Mifs;  Mounfeer ^  Pm  ready; 
*^' J  dreamed  lafi  night,  Ma^  Ijhouldbe  a  LadyP 

Thus  do  the  Drippin^Sj  all  important  grown, 
Expedl  to  ihine  with  lufire  not  their  own; 
New  airs  are  got,  frefli  graces,  and  frefli  wafhes, 
New  caps,  new  gaiize,  new  feathers^  and  newiaffies; 
Till  juft  complete  for  conqoeft  at  Guitdhall, 
I3own  comes  an  order  to  fuf))end  the  balL  ' 
Mifs  Shrieks,  Ma'  fcoldsj  Pa'  (eems  to  Xirt.  loft  his 

tether;  .     •.    .    •     •   . 

Caps,  cuftards,  coronets — all  fink  together- 
Papa  refuraes  his  jacket,  dips  a^yay, 
And  Mifs  lives  fiiigW  till  next  Lord-  Mayor's  day. 

Tf  fuch  the fpj'row,  and  if  fuch  the  ftrife;. 
That  break  the  comforts  of  domeftic  life, 
Look  to  the  hero,  who  this  night  appears, 
Whofe  boundlefs  excellence  the  World  reveres ; 
Who,  friend  to  nalucp,  by  uo  blood  confind,. 
Is  the  glad  relative  of  all  mankind. 
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.  JE    P    I    L    O    G    U    E, 

Spoken  by  Mifs  FARE  EN. 

WELL,  here  I  come,  my  S^x's  Right  to  claim. 
Who  by  Loquacity  afpire  to  Fame : 
The  laft  Word  ever  was  a  Woman's  Rage, 
And  prudent  Poets  grant  it  on  the  Stage ; 
Our  Curtain  Ledlures  furly  Spo|rf^  bear. 
And  Beaux  unmarried  take  a  Sample  here. 
And  yet,  methinks,  our  Author  of  To-night 
Might  well  the  boldeft  Friend  to  Hymen  flight.    ' 
WhatL— rafhly  bid  each  Parent  claim  his  Child! 
How  could  flie  venture  on  a  Thought  fo  wild  ? 
A  Comedy  (he  calls  the  Piece  too ! — ^fye !    * 
•  I  rather  think  ftie  means  a  Tragedy : 
Fbr  fay,  what  direful  Scenes  muft  foon  arife. 
Should  ev'ry  Parent  learn  to  doubt  his  Eyes? 
Or  fome  ftrange  Magic  ev'ry  Son  inii)irc 
In  wicked  Days  L*ke  thefe  to  claim  his  Sire  ? 

What  civil  Wars! ^but  hold ^fuppofe  my  Fan 

For  one  Half  Hour  this  dangerous  Talifman  : 

(Waves  it)  Before  its  Magic  Pow'r  what  Crowds  retire  I 

Peer,  Ruftic,  Merchant,  Alderman,  and 'Squu-e  I 

I  feethera  ftruck  at  once  with  wild  Affright ; 

I  fee — I  fee  them— tho'  they're  not  in  Sight! 

Here,  hopeful  Fathers  fland  without  a  Son ; 

There,  Batchelors — ^by  Families  undone! 

A  ftrange  Contraftion  feizes  well -turned  Locks, 

And,  in  a  fnug  round  Curl,  Beaux  mount  the  Box  1 

\\1iile  unplumed  Toafts — now  Toafts,  alas !  no  more, 

Contented  drefs  tbofe  Caps  which  once  they  wore. 

Are  there  who  angrily  the  Portrait  view  ? 

Ah ,  let  them  turn  to  Life,  and  own  it  true ! 

Mark  that  rank  Soil  where  Vice  or  Folly  thrives. 

The  carclefs  Hufbands  and  the  faithlcfs  Wives  s 

Then  bid  fome  favouring  Genius  pnce  again 

I>t:fcend  and  bring  the  Virtues  in  her  Train ; 

Bring  fome  fair  Gifc  by  Magic  Tpuch  refined. 

Which  more  than  Bond  or  Settlement  may  bind ; 
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EPILOGUE. 

And  foft— €v'n  now  I've  found  the  precious  Spell, 

*Twas  from  the  brilliant  Eyes  around  it  fell! 

'Tis  Love — of  every  Tie  the  certain  Teft : 

Secure  the  Charm  and  bind  it  to  your  Breaft ! 

Without  it,  Marriage  Vows  are  Dicers  Qaths ; 

And  Folly  fullies  what  Affedtion  loaths. 

Then  feize  the  Hint,  adopt  tlie  generous  Paflion ; 

Bid  Dodtors  Commons  be  no  more  in  Fafhion : 

Guard  what  the  trued  Conitancy  imparts, 

And  lincc  your  Eyes  deceive  you truft  your  Hearts, 


y 


i. 


t 


r HO  MAS    KING,    Efquire: 

Sift, 

.  I T  is  with  the  fincereft  Gratitude  I 
addrefs  to  you  a  C  O  M  E  D  Y,  \vhich  owes  its 
greateft  Diftinftion  to  your  Abilities,  The 
Character  in  it  which  you  condefcended  ta 
accept,  it  was  my  Wifh  to  mark  with  ftrong 
Virtues,  and  whimfical  Singularities.  The 
firft  I  knew  to  he  congenial  to  your  Heart, 
and  the  fecond  to  your  Talents.  Permit 
me  publicly  to  affure  you  of  the  Refpeft  I 
{hall  ever  entertain  for  both ;  and  to  fub- 
fcribe  myfelf,  with  great  Regard, 

SIR, 

Your  obliged  and 

Obedient  Servant^ 
HARRIET    LEE. 


ADVER- 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE  Apprchcnfions  that  muft  ever  attend  a  Wo-, 
man  on  making,  a  firft  Effort  in  the  Drama,  become  juftly 
heightened  when  (he  thinks  of  committing  it  to  the  Prefs. 
Precluded,  by  Sex,  from  the  deep  Obfervation  of  Life, 
#hich  gives  Strength  to  Chara£ler,  or  Poignancy  to  Ex- 
preffion,  it  will  be  difficult,  even  in  her  own  Opinion,  to 
fupply  the  Deficiency  ^  and  it  is  from  the  Indulgence  o{ 
the  Publick  only  that  (he  can  hope,  what  (he  dares  not  ex- 
pe^  from  their  Judgment. 

To  the  following  Comedy  every  EncQuragement  was 
fhewn  by  the  Managers  that  Candor  or  Liberality  could 
di^te.  To  them,  as  well  as  to  the  Performers,  the 
Thanks  of  the  Author  are  juflly  offered,  not  as  a  Com- 
pliment, but  as  H  Debt.  Nor  can  fhe  fail  to  regret,  that 
the  Bufiqefs  of  the  Scene  did  not  allow  Mifs  Farren  a 
more  ample  Scope  for  the  Difplay  of  thofe  Abilities  which 
(he  fo  eminently  exerted. 


t 
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PROLOGUE, 

Written  by  RICHARD   CUMBERLAND,   Efq. 

And  fpokea  by  Mr*  WROUGHTON. 

POETS  were  privileged  in  ev'ry  Age 

To  nominate  the  Peeratge  of  the  Stage  f 

New  Lorda  and  Ladies — ^and  when  you  join  Htads^  I 

As  their  SupporterSj  the  Creation  ftands.  I 

But  our  Stage-Lords  are  not  like  Lords  of  State,  ; 

For  'tis  not  Merit  only  makes  Us  great ; 

Forts  well  defended— hoftile  Fleets  fubducd— 

Long  Life  devoted  to  our  Country's  Good—  j 

D«fert8  like  thefe  make  not  Ptt>motion  certain 

To  our  great  Houfe  of  Peers  behind  the  Curtain :  ' 

No,  Sirs ;  the  Comic  Mufe  revokes  thefe  Rules. 

And  deals  her  Titles  out  to  Knaves  and  Fools; 

Her  Lady  Babs  and  Bettys — (fye  upon  her  I) 

Are  not  all  Ladies  of  the  pureft  Honor. 

This  Night  our  Comic  C/rrp  with  a  Word 
Transforms  a  fobcr  Cit  into  a  Lord ; 
To  make  the  Metamotphofis  compleaty 
Her  real  Lord  Ihe  fends  to  Lombard-ftreet: 
Meanwhile  the  Moral  of  thefe  TransfiDrmationt 
Teaches  Content  in  your  refpeiftive  Stations* 
You  above  Temple-bar,  and  you  bcl6wy 
Steer  to  the  Weftward  you — you  EafifMord-Bo  ! 
Keep  wide  apart,  good  Sirs,  for  your  own  Sakes  J  ' 

Here  Courts  of  Aldermen*— there  Clubs  ©f  Rakes: 
•Here  Bank  of  England — there  let  Pharoahs  fit — 
Wit  without  Money,  Money  without  Wit. 
To  you,  ye  Lords,  if  Nature  lends  a  Heart, 
The  World's  great  Stage  prefcnts  a  leading  Part  j 
Ad  up  to  your  high  Caft — exert  your  Skill, 
And  ftudy  well  the  Characters  you  fill : 
The  Mufe  fhall  prompt  you  in  the  glorious  Caufe, 
And  Theatres  refound  with  your  Applaufe ! 
Hold  faft,  ye  Traders,  to  your  own  Domain, 
The  Seat  of  Credit,  and  the  Source  of  Gain  : 
Whilft  you  fupport  a  Britilh  Merchant's  Fame, 
The  Peerage  cannot  boaH  a  nobler  Namet 


DRAMATIS    PERSONM. 


Mr.  Vandercrab  (a  Merchant)  Mr.  King. 

Charles  (his  Son)        -        -  Mr.  Wroughton. 

Lord  Melville,         -  -  Mr.  Bannister,  Jun. 

Sir  John  Lovelace  (Guardian  7  w    c..^^^ 
to  Lord  Melville)  I  ^^'  ^^ett. 

Medley,  -  -   Mr.  Packer. 

Allen  (Clerk  to  Vandercrab)     Mr.  Phillimore. 
Virtu  (Valet  to  Lord  Melville)  Mr.  Lam  ash. 
Servant  to  Sir  John, .  -   Mr.  Benson. 

Servants  to  Vandercrab,  Meilrs.  Wilson,  Spencer,  and 

Alfred. 
Servant  to  Lady  Charlotte,      Mr.  Lyons. 

WOMEN. 

I 

Mifs  Vandercrab  (his  Niece)    Mrs.  Hopkins. 
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NEW  PEERAGE,  ^r. 


A   G   T      I. 


SCENE  L 

j^  Apartment  in  VandercrabV  Houfe. 

Vondercrab  writing,  while  Allen  waits. 


Vandercrab. 

Allen. 

AUen.  Sir. 

yand.  Did  you  give  the  bills  to  old  Mort« 
gage^  as  I  defired? 

JUeff.  Yes»  Sir^  and  he  has  engaged  to  tranf- 
ad  the  feufineis. 

Finui.  You  carried  the  letter  to  the  India  Houfe 
too?  \ 

Allen.  I  did,  Sir;  andfetded  with  Sir  Smon 
Squander:  be  feems  much  concerned  at  your 
detennination  of  cbfing  accounts  >— Fm  afraid 
his  neceffities  preis  hard  upon  him. 

yamL  Not  another  word  upon  that  fuhjcQ:, 
Allen :  nwi^erni  neceffity  is  but  anodicr  term  for 

B  modern 


^  THE    NEW    PEERAGE: 

modern  foUjr;  and  yo^  ignaj(;as  foon  hope  to  cure 
the  one,  as  to  relieve  tte  other. 

Allen.  I  fuppofe  then.  Sir,  I  may  fend  away 
theCyOung^aiffi^abouCfthq  \3tM  blatofe?  "be 
fe^mVlo  t>'eV'a  ftiel^ntft(V^a/too/  ^  '-^   '- 

Vand.  Pfha !  I  hate  melancholy :  'tis  the  mere 
ruft  of  the  mind,  and  is  contrafted  by  its  inac- 
tion.    However,  you  may  tnd  him  make  out  his 

Allen.  Seven,  Sir. 

Vand.  Mercy  on  us  !  what  has  poverty  to  do 
with  feven  children !  However,  'tis  a  rank  foil, 
and  weeds-fhootlup  ap2ce  y^^o  J|pd  him  twenty 
pounds  as  if  from  yourfelf,  and  take  his  word  for  the 
payment  when  he  is  a  Nabob. 

Allen.  Ah,  SirJ  ]^ii''}3\®  d  generous  heart, 
and  'tis  hard  you  will  lofe  the  credit  of  it. 

Vani.  IMiot- 'itiialtf-rjrifit:  lat  \8Jl  WhJli  every 
Ipendthrift  wears  a  laced  coat,  the  truly  rich  man 
return^  to  Ii^y:fe<ge:an4  broad  (^.dj  ;/Q^/eel- 
ings  are  ejfentials  on  which  but  a  light  tax  is  im- 
pofed  \  when  we  indulge  the  luxury  of  difplaying 
them,  we  generally' ^^ly^^jSr  for  it. 

Enter  a  Servant.      * '  •  ^  • 

--^.- •!¥ir°Jofl)f4.3tl^laee'ls  'pxir]  ttt.wSy,-  Sir,     - 
ajid  wifhes  to  know  if  ypu  are  ^t  H6itip}  ' 
'y-ind:  f'Ai^Be^ad"tA^fteWinf^/>5'^ry^ 
1^1  the  interim,,  Allen,  do  yoju  look*t?<ifWTifrcttiers ; 
-     kiiaFtftere?Ii^^riy  !?MPa!rlS/letWeSave^them 
imme^iat^ly.-r-th£  approaching  return  of  my  fcn 
Pbeajubiieei'*r&^^^^^    j^^:  /-.^  I,    ^^ 

};.  Allen.  .A  jubilee  indeed,  'Sir^i  •  'tWa.-16rig  mnc 

met  myyfeuhg  r^kftcr  wfent  td  ArHfteWaA^'fetii-. 

teen  years^.rdiink."  '     '-    '  '  •  'I  ^-  ,    ';-«  ^• 

*  :Vand. 'Tidit}% ' AlIfeH',  by paternkl calculation. 

A'  wif€'n\an,'  ht)weveri  VHll '  tathfer  jum'  at?'prt«- 
*.  .uc...      ^«.  ^  venting 


A 


j^npog^  eyiljtiliajjcvringiti  ^,  .by  fenfijng 
mjr  ifoD  tp_  HoJ^^  .w^ile  ^  mere  boy^  J  li9P9;i 


^i^e  ^ifficiendy  gyaftdedhis^mind  againft  the  fop- 
peries and  extravagance  ot  his  own  country, ,;  ▼ 

anidTreturn  never  the  Wifer  fojf  jft,.  ,  r        *         ,  ; 


s^j^hiathp.  .nof^  <^.fp  l^c^i^l,^  i^  a.  pfctty 
jri^en^  ift  itfelf,  i?5cgip9  rJ4Fyloi«  %4#^ 
mg  from.  «s  fifuatjpn..  ;  No^-  ^jPtj.  ?  tew:  .my.  fe 

^RW-.to  ,.karn  -the'  ar^i'  o/  f^JfflS:  «»papy  ^  i-L 
jxuft,  hi^,  native  £oi\  for  teajching  hw  feqw  to  lp?n^ 
i;.    The .  twelve  mo^^ths  tp^  I ,  jim>\^^-]uip  Ci 
his  uncle's  death,  has,  I  fuppq^,  com^aoed 
Jfnpwled^  of  laiigu^gesj  a«fih-7x:i    ,.'  '  • 

Enfer  Strv^fit^  ■'\,,^ 

•f  f  ■    ' 

9erv.  Sir  John  Lovelace^. f^jc^  ,  ^.^  ,^,    ,        .^ 

J  bid  you,  Allen.  [Zc^rije  ^V  WMVg^^^^y  ^^^ 
Allen  ^^///^  ^  ./<jj^^j  ife/V  ow/i  ^c^ks  of  accqunt  under 
his  arm.l  And  now  for  a,  double  dofc  of  noiv- 
fenfe,  in  chy after  of  beau  and  virtjuc^o !  Bu« 
holji,  here  comes  our  Cupid  qf.  tl^recfcorc ; — 
Strange  ;hat  this  fellow  Ihould  bg  fo  fqpd  of  anti- 
quity in  every  thing  but  his  own  perfpn^i  and, 
whiiif  he  deyotes  his  roomings  to  /eekfng  the  ra- 
vages of  time,  Ihould  be  fo  confumipate  a  btock- 
head'as  to  employ  the  eveiung  in  the  morc.fruit- 
|efs  talk  of  concealing  them ! 

EfUer  Sir  John. 

Sir  John,  yqur  feryant  j  you  look  gaily. 

B  i  ^ir 
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Sir  yobn.  My  dew*  fricnd-*-dic  greateft  curio« 
fity  has  conie  acrofs  me  .diis  morning  mi,   ■■! 

fC^ful.  (Drily)  Yes— *and  acrofs  »f  too.  Sir 
John, 

Sir  John.  The  moft  invaluable  antique~-« 

VaM.  Mine  is  an  antique  too ;  but  not  q\iitc 
invaluable,  I  confefs. 

Sir  jibn^  And  if  yoju  can  oblige  me  with  % 
hundred  {Meoes  to  compleat  ^e  purchafe  of  thia 
rarity^- 

Vand.  Why  really.  Sir  John,  you  and  I  are 
uied  to  be  frank  widi  each  other :  Nowi  tho*  X 
haye  no  ri^t  to  obje&  to  your  intag^os^  your 
8em9i  or  your  n^edals,  vtt^  as  a  friend,  ^ive  me 
kave  to  obferve,  that  if  your  colledion  increafe^ 
niuch  &rdier,  you  will  find  an  Engliih  guinea  die 
^reateft  rdiiity  in  it< 

Sir  John.  That  I  have  done  fy  long,  that  the 
very  want  becomes  refpe£table  from  its  anti- 
quity. 

Vand.  An  extraordinary  confefllon,  truly,  fron> 
a  bor;roMfer  to  a  lender  ! 

Sir  J^.  Quite  the  rcverfc,  my  old  j^ilofo- 
pher.  There  was  a  time,  indeed,  when  it  wai 
thought  a  good  plea  with  a  creditor,  that  he 
was  the  only  one.  Now,  the  largcnefs  of  the 
body  becomes  an  argument  for  credit  with  the 
individual ;  and  riie  weight  of  a  man's  debts  is  a 
lurer  teft  rf  his  confequcnce  than  the  weight  of 
his  purie* 

Vand.  Is  it  fo?  Why  then,  with  yqur  leave 
Sir  John,  you  fhall  engrofs  the  one  weight,  anc] 
I -11  content  myfelf  with  the  other. 

A^tXK  enter Sy  and  delivers  a  letter^ 

My  fon's  hand!  Hjye  \  your  leave.  Sir  John? 

[Walks  into  another  room  reading  it". 

Sir 


A       COMEDY.  i 

Sir  Join.  Why,  what  a  Goth  is  this  to  have 
the  care  of  a  pretty  girl !  However,  tho'  I  can't 
get  the  cafh,  I  may  win  the  lady.  Now  if  for- 
tune— and,  mod:  apropos,  here  comes  the  goddeis 
in  her  earthly  fhape  ot  ^  Chambermaidt 

Enter  Kitty,  with  her  hat  and  cloak  on^  and  a  bundle 
ef  new  novels  under  her  arm. 

Why,  Mrs.  Kitty,  you  feem  heavy  Jaden  I  Mercy 
ibti  us,  how  many  back  doors,  garden  gates,  and 
run-away  matches  lie  within  the  fmsdl  compafs  of 
thofe  lair  hands !  Pridiee,  child^  are  all  theie  (or 
thy  lady  ? 

Kitty ^  Oh  yes,  Sir;  I  and  my  lady  are  great 
readers. 

Sir  John.  And  you  improve  equally,  I  dare  fay. 
Now,  Mrs,  Kitty,  if  thefe  ideal  lovers  fliould  have 
the  complaiiange  to  admit  a  real  one  into  their 
fociety,  uircly  you  will  not  have  the  barbarity  to 
refufe  him.  IPulls  a  billet  from  hi^  pockety  which, 
ht puts  into  one  of  the  books. 

Kitty.  Oh  fye.  Sir  John  ! 

Sir  John.  And  this,  dear'  Kitty,  to  pay  the 
poftage.  [Gives  money ^  and  as  be  offers  to  kifs  her^ 
reenter  Vand^crab.']  Zounds!  here's  the  old  fel- 
low. 

Kitty,  Lord,  was  ever  any  thing  io  mal-a- 
propos !  [Exit. 

Sir  John.  No  misfbrtune:i  I  hope,  Mr,  Van- 
dercrab  ? 

Vand.  (wiping his  eyes)  }oy\  Joy!  Sir  Johnl 
— all  joy  1  Charles  is  coming;  he's  in  England 
ere  this— coming  to  relieve  his  old  father's  cares, 
and  to  enjoy  the  fruits  of  them  j  oione  of  your  ha- 
rum-fcarum  geniufes,  but  a  (laid,  fober  youth, 
that  had  ^11  the  gravity  of  a  Court  of  Aldermen 
,  in  his  face  at  two  years  old. 

Sir 


f  THE    NE-IV;  P(EE)RAAJE: 

•  Sir  »Johnl,  Our  farmlica'  wiU '  jiffor^4;hojJj^ul 
C(Mitrafty  Mr^Vandercrib;  /or.  I, .  yo^'ikiw^w,^  afl^ 
in  houriy  expeftadonijof  my  iWarJl^jJuojci.  M^ 
yiUe^^m  Paris.  ,-  . ,.'  _  1, 

^^»^.  Xies;'  tdenter''iq)Qo  in  ,dlaf ^* :  wfeichi  :if 
I  may  judge  from  his  drafts,  Ke  is  fcarce  more 
impatient  «tB  <  poiIfi&> ' than v^Ji)'\difS]^a^v :  9i  ^opefUl 
contraflinde^rf-It-r-iWeU,.  if  Cha^ks^does  but  an- 
Iwer  my  expectations,  I  pronaife  myfelf  the  plea- 
furc'df  leaving pcftetiliirr-r fro V  /r:iX  :■.  ~ '  :  A'ff 
:  Sir  John.  Th$^  rara  ^Js.^  B^&^rhm^t^  Qr^^ 
fober  Juftice  of  Ftme.^M^l  mi\M^\  Pcriieriiij! 
will  be  infinitely  indetitedita  yojiH^AhL  hy  th» 
jftep,  (his  Ihould  be  the  fair  Sophia;.  (!'4?^^<? J 
S'dGa.th:.anii  •fufics,\Jitfirs-Yi^^mh)with  the 
book !  who  the  plague  fhould  have  fufpe^e^  tbf 
pld  Diicana .  to  .hetheircadcr  ef.&htiiiofci^tal  love 
fcenes,  anddcficateefnbarfaflbn^ntS'i '  .    '  '\      Z" 


^       t.. 


Enier  Miji  Vanderfcraia,    chUdi/My  4reffe4  in/ 4 

'  Jajb  y,  her  hair  in  ringlefs,  and.  a  book  in  h^,  b^M\ 

followed  by  Mi/s  Harlcy-.   .-  .'    . .     .  * 


'1  '      • 


•  ' Vmnd.  Ho^  how! ^ what, haye. we  here?  Why 
JLetiria,  are  you  returned,  to  your  ftocjc  and  teft^ 
ing  (brings  again:?  '.     .  >? 

Mi/s  Vand.  (In  a  mincing  tone,)  Really,  Mil 
Vahdfircrab,  I  don't  und^rftand  yqu.;  isT  thiere  any 
thing,  fo  very  extraordinary  in  a  young  perfon*« 
being  drefs'd  in  a  faihionable  ftik  ? . 

Vand.  Why  no;  not  in  a  young  perfon's  beii)g 
drefled  in  afaftdohable  flile,  I  grant  you:  and  if 
by  your  prefent  appearance,  my.  dean  Lett}^,  you 
mean  to  proclaim  your  Jecond  chilhood,  I  giv^ 
you  all  imaginable  credit  for  the  humility  pf  thg 
^vowaL 

Mifs  Van.  Tramontane  and  ihocking !         -   - 

Sir 


&    A   i 


'   SirJdihH:  JN/Ir;' VindeirGifRb,  •-fcm  know,  Ma^ 
dam,'  is-a^yftici-       .  •;^*-    ■>  •    •       .        i 

*"^MifP'Vhi.  A  'cVnlG?!  i- mlfure  he's  a  bore.  • 
' -'AV  7^M  Happily  definbS,  Madam  j  cynics 
^t^@  the  boijesdf  antiquity. ^  If  I  <3id  nocfear  be- 
ing too  jntriifite,' J'  Ihou'd  i-equeft  thei  honour  of 
lfjS)wing  •  ISJiik  ^an<ieix:rab''fe  ftudies,  (Offers '  to 
UkefheMdi.)    r^  .v  ,       •  •   ? 

t^'jl4^jr.'/^i*fe/A'fiiwlwd^^         Jofan^  jwrft  efcaped 
from  the  prefs.'    I  n;ever  read  6ld  atirfiors. 
-'  ^atid.,  (^Afiie)  Th«t'$  haard!too/to.pay  no  rc- 
fpeft  to  our  contemporaries.     (Walks  ajide  inta 

thtftmtYymm}  /"•  ♦.       ^"  ■ 

^H»{^M'-'AiWdrk  of  fancy  I 'Might  I  prefumtfi 
Madam? 

.'-^  j^jT'/to^.  ':^^fe(f!  -rwit!  "fintinienti  flay,  you 
ftkilJiav^i(pediiiefl.  =  <.  ,  :  ,..  .  ;  .  /. 
^  \y/>  7i?*/&^..  Ohi'  by  no  *iti€ians.  Madam!  rjudg-^* 
ment  and  tafte,  like  Mifs  Vandercrab's —  / 
- '  ilij^  VaH.  Wllen  it  fia^;  received  the,  fanftro/i  of 
yours,  Sir  John — (Opens  the  book,  whence  *t}oi 
note  drops)  Hejrt'  hbw  J  'wHat's  thdt  ?  A  letter  as 

J  live!  1  *  .  .     •'        . 

' Sit'-^hnfy^J^dy)'  LviCk^^^^  it  has  neither  fu- 
perfcription  or  fignature  (picking  it  up).  Some 
ftray  meiildtaridlirh,'  1  pmume.  Madam? 
*vyft/^jr-^^ij§t4lM[emorandutai!  Oh  no,  Sir  John! 
no — perfecution,  endlefs  perfecutions,  They  have 
been  my  lotthlt)<fgh  life  j  and,  I  may  venture  to 
iay,  I  have  born^  •  them  with  proper  refignatnon. 
Wy'the  bye,;  its  charmingly  perfumed  5 'yet,  I 
fSt-oieft,  I  am  fo  fluttered,  I  'have  fcarce  courage 
to  o^h  it.  !  '  •  :* 

i  Mtys  //<;  Allow  mcy  Madam.       •: 

Mtjs  Van.  Not  for  the  univerfe,.  child— I  havis 
heard  of  love- pbifons  and  charms  convey'd  in  a 
bilter-dbxi^s^;  -  incjj  a  Queen  of  Frande,  who  fiteezed 
herfelf  to  death,  merely  by  the  rafhrtifs  of  open- 
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ing  an  cnveloppc ;  Ko^  no,  I  Am  the  culprit,  and 
I  muft  encounter  the  danger.     (Opens  and  reads) a 

Sir  John.  (Aftde)  I  am  fafe  by  her  &cc ;  now 
to  plead  my  cauie  with  that  &ir  infenfible.  And 
have  you^  Madami  never  heard  of  poiibns  con- 
veyed in  a  billet-doux  ?    ("^o  Mijs  Harlcy). 

Mifs  Har.  Very  frequently^  Sir  John;  but 
when  the  antidote  is  near,  we  have  little  to  fear 
from  the  venom*  \Afide'\  I  think  I  underftand, 
and  am  determined  to  mortify  him. 

Sir  John.  Cruel!  are  you  proud  of  your  in- 
fcnfibiiity? 

Mifs  Har.  Oh  nc^.  Sir  John,  I  never  make  ^ 
merit  of  obejring  an  impulfe.  You  feem  afieded. 
Madam  ? 

Mifs  Van.  You  know  my  weaknefs,  child. 
And  I  think*  Sir  John,  you  will  grant  that  to  be 
written  in  a  moft  fuperior  ftile.  (Giving  the 
letter). 

Sir  John.  Upon  my  ibul,  Madam,  I  believe 
I  ihall. 

Mifs  Van.  I  have  feen  the  hand. 

Sir  John.  No,  have  you  ? 

Mifs  Van,  It  is  not  the  firft  I  have  received 
from  the  fame  perfon. 

Sir  John.  (Jfide)  The  devil  it  is  not! 

^Aijs  Van,  (Mufing)  Yes,  yes,  I  think  I  have 
him  in  my  eye. 

Sir  J  dm.  In  yoiire;/(!,  liave  you? 

Mifs  Van.  Hovvcver,  I  jiialldifmifs  him* 

Sir  Jot :.  (4fyie)  Thank  youj  but  for  fear  of 
the  worft,  he'll  dilinifs  himfclr— -Mifs  Vandercrab, 
i'  have  the  honour  to  wifli  you  a  good  morning.  . 

MiJs  Van.  Youli  not  fncak  of  this  litde  inci- 
dent, Sir  John. 

Sir  John.  By  no  me:ins,  Madam. 

Mifs  Van.  It  might  be  injurious  to  one's  repu- 
tation^ vou  know. 

\  Sir 
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Sif  Jiohn.  True^  Mad^mj  it  might>  as  you  fajr, 
be  very  injurious  to  the  reputation  (Afide)  of  one  . 
of  us* 

Mifs  Van,  Honour^  you  know,  Sir  John— 

Sir  John.  Oh  honour !  honour !  honour !  I  af- 
flirc,  you  Madanjv    ...  [£^//. 

Mtfs  Van.  Why,  Sophia,  I  proteft  you  Hand  "as 
inanimate  as  Ofie ;  of  die  ftatues  in  Weftminfter 
Abbey. 

Mtfs  Har.  Really,  Madam,  I  cannot  feel  in- 
terefted  in  a  billet,  which,  had  it  been  addrejfled  to 
myfelf,  I  certainly  fhould  have  confidered  as  an 
infulty,  or  a  jeft.       • 

Mifs  Van.  An  infult  or  a  jeft!  really,  Mifs 
Hariey,^yau  have  very  extraordinary  ideas;  ay, 
and  very  extraordinary  ex;preffions  too,  Mifs 
Harley,  let  me  tell  you !  If  the  obfcu^ity  of  your 
]ine  of  life  has  not  accuftomed  you  to ,  fuch  ad- 
drefles,  you  are  not  to  fuppofe  other  people  are  to 
be  equally  infignificant. 

Mifs  Han  (burfting  into  iaars]  The  obfcurity 
of  my  line  of  life,  Madam,  though  it  may  ex- 
pofe  me  to  infults,  has  not,  it  is  plain,  yet  taught 
me  how  to  bear  them. 

Mijs  Van^  Very  fine,  extremely  grateful !  How 
could  the  temper  of  an  angel  endure  this  ?  How- 
ever, Madam,  I  fhall  withdraw ;  and  when  you 
have  recovered  thefe  injults^  as  you  ternrti  them,  I 
prefume  you  will  do  me  the  honour  of  foUowing 
me  to  my  drefling  room.  \Exit. 

Enter  Vandercrab. 

Vand.  My  Niece's  voice,  I  think;  and  not 
in  the  moft  harmonious  key;  So,  the  ftorm  has 
burft,  I  fee.  Why,  Sophy  child;,  what  is  the 
matter  ? 

Mifs  liar.     Nothing,  Sir. 

*C~  Vand. 
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Vand.  Now,  that's  juft  a  woman's  anfwer, 
when  fhc  means  every  thing.  What  pcrverfenefs 
poffeffes  the  fex,  that  they  never  love  brevity  but 
when  it's  of  no  feprice !  What,  I  fuppofe,  Letty 
and  you  have  been  at  the  old  work  ? 

Mifs  Har.  I  have  no  title  to  complain>  Sir. 
My  fituation — 

Vand*  Your  fituation  {  pfha!  Your  father  was 
my  oldfi-iend;  and  it  was  not  his  dying  with  his 
affeirs  a  little  deranged,  that  has  made  you  lefs  his 
daughter*     But  you  have  a  thoufand  faults,  child. 

Mi/s  Har.    Faults,  Sir ! 

Vand*  Yes,  faults.  Sir !  Why  you're  yoiing, 
and  handlbmej  ahd  agreeable;  are  not  thefe  faults, 
do  you  think  ?  aye,  and  devilifh  faults  too,  in  the 
eyes  of  an  old  woman. 

Mifs  Har.  (Smiling)  Of  one  of  thofe  faults, 
at  lealt,  time  will  mend  me.  Sir.  ' 
'  Vand.  Aye,  aye,  time  wiD  mend  you  of  them 
all,  I  darefwear;  and  then,  like  Letty,  you'll  find 
them  in  your  neighbours.  In  the  interim,  as  I 
know  that  one  part  of  female  grievances  always  lies 
in  the  pocket,  there — (gives  her  a  hank  note)  take 
that ;  and  now  if  you  do  die  of  the  fpleen,  it  won't 
be  for  want  of  a  new-fangled  hat,  or  a  pair  of 
embroidered  fhoes.  [Exeunt Jeyer ally. 

S  C  E  N  E,'  -^ff  apartment  in  an  boteL 

Enter  Lord  Melville  and  Charles  Vandercrab,  fre<^ 
ceded  by  a  waiter  with  lights. 

Melv.  Once  more,  dear  Charles,  welcome  to 
all  the  luxurious  comforts  of  an  Englifh  hotel,  and 
the  dear  congenial  mufick  of  our  native  tongue* 
Why,  man,  thou  haft  all  the  fogs  of  November  in 
thy  countenance ;  and  art  fo  errant  a  travelled  cox- 
comb as  to  be  difpofcd  to  quarrel  with  thy  native 

ccun- 
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country^  tho' it  has  no  worie  &ult  than  that  qf 
having  given  thee  birth. 

Cba.     Faith,  my  Lord,  it  has  a  much  worle. 

Melv.     How  fo? 

Cba.    It  has  given  me  nothing  elfe. 

Melv.  There  thou  wrongft  it.  Fornottomen^ 
tion  gold,  that  grand. efle^ice  of  exigence,  it  has 
bellowed  a  moll  comfortable  dock  of  Engliih 
conflancy,  and  EngUfti  gloom.  But  is  it  poffibl^ 
the  fight  of  your  fiulcinea  has  thrown  you  thuf 
into  the  difmak  ?  How  ^id  you  contrive  to  blun- 
der upon  her  thus  abruptly,  when  we  have  not 
either  of  us  been  two  hours  in  London  ? 
.  Cha.    Faith  by  an  accident  fimple  enough. 

Meh.    As  moft  love  accidents  are. 

Cba.  Lolling  in  my  chaife  with  all  the  felf-in- 
dulgence*  of  a  folitary  traveller,  an  entanglement 
of  carriages  ftppt  mine  at  the  bottom  of  the  Hay- 
market  i  and  popping  m/ officious  head  out  of  the 
window,  I  nearly  demolifhed  the  powdered  fabrick 
of  an  old  beau,  who.  had  taken  the  opportunity  to 
(wear  at  his  boobies  behind. 

Mclv,  Well,  well^  I  fuppofe  you  did  not  fall 
in  love  with  him?  . 

Cba,  Oh !  Melville !  what  a  foft,  what  a  tranf- 
porting  emotion  feized  upon  my  whole  frame^ 
when  by  his  fide  I  difcerned  all  the  glowing  graces 
of  youth  and  beauty  in  the  perfon  of  Lady  Char- 
lotte Courtly ! 

Meh,  Admirably  paired  I  Venus,  and  An- 
chifes;  the  latter  depifted  inthefhapeof  her  wor- 
thy uncle,  and  my  guardian,  Sir  John  LovQlacei 
I  prefume  ;  but  proceed. 

Cha.  My  heart  flew  to  my  eyes  with  an  ec-- 
ftafy  that  refolved  every  fenfe  into  light.  She 
bent  forward  at  my  gaze,  but  either  did  not,  or 
would  not  know  mej  while  I,  tranlported  with 
plcafvre,  thought  every  link-boy  a^  Cupid,  and 

C  2  '  every 
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every  flambeau  a   torch  ftolen  from  the  altar  of 
Xove.  . 

'   Melv.  Braviffimo !  a  poet — why,  is  there  ma- 
gic enough  in  woman  to  fire  thee  to  this  ?  • 

Cha.  Rather  afk,  is  there  any  magic  but  wo- 
man, that  could  do  it?  In  fhort,  Melville,  I 
love  her  to  diftraftion ;  abfence  had  indeed  fcat- 
tered  afties  over  the  flame,  but  the  treacherous 
embers  are  flill  alive,  and  blaze  with  the  flighteft 

fuel. 

MHv.  Or  rather  without  any,  A  lover's  ardor, 
Charles,  is  a  fort  of  phofphorus,  and  will  kindle, 
indeed,  on  mere  air ;  but  the  flame  is  of  fo  harm- 
lefs  a  nature,  that  it  may  play  long  enough  upon 
the  heart,  without  any  danger  of  impairing  it. — 
Did  j(he  not  refufe  you  at  Paris,  and  fcrioufly 
too? 

Cha.  It  is  not  in  her  natiure  to  be  ferious  for  a 
moment:  that  lhe»refufed  me  is  certain i  though 
I  am  inclined  to  believe,  the  reje<5lion  proceeded 
rather  from  her  pride,  than  her  heart;  but  the 
very  air  of  a  French  metropolis  was  uncongenial 
with  matrimony ;  and  flattered,  followed,  •  and  ad- 
ipired  as  flie  v/as  by  every  coxcomb,  I  proved  my- 
felf  the  mofl:  abfurd  of  the  group,  when  I  thought 
for  a  moment  of  ^ngrofling  her, 

Mdv^  Butheroh^eftions,  Charles  !-r- 

Cha.  Amidfl  the  real  ones,  pride  was  the  firfb^ 
but,  the  oftenfible  were  as  numerous  as  her  ca-. 
prices  \  they  changed  with  the  cafl:  of  my  counte- 
nance, the  cut  of  my  coat,  the  drefling  of  my 
hair ;  in  fliort,  I  rofe  and  fell  alternately,  in  the 
thermometer  of  her  heart,  till  the  shilling  at- 
mofphere  of  vanity  drove  me  to  the  very  freez- 
ing point.  I  then  quitted  the  purfuit,  flattered 
myfelf  I  could  forget  her ;  and  fled  to  Bruffels,  in 
{he  hope  of  overtaking  you. 

Melv.  Since  which  time.  Madam  Fortune  has 

amufed 
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amufed  herfelf  with  keeping  us  in  perpetual  chacc, 
till  we  have  once  more  blundered  upon  each  other> 
in  the  gay  precinfts  of  St.  James's.  And  now, 
Charles,  what  are  your  plans  ? 

Cba.    I  have  none. 

Meh.  Pflia !  hang  that  Dutch  face !  thou  art 
relapfing  into  all  the  gloom  of  a  compting-houfe, 
whence  I  hoped  to  have  made  a  refcue  of  both 
inind  and  body..  I  found  thee  at  Drefden,  ftifi^ 
antiquated,  provincial 

Cba.  And  you  will  leave  me,  my  Lord — — ^ 

Melv.  Um— Let  me  fee  what !  why,  a  good 
decent  young  fellow;  with  an eafy  aflurance,  ade- 
gagee  air,  and  rather  more  than  a  falhionable  ftock 
of  morals :  in  fhort,  an  hunible  imitator  of  myfelfc 

Cba.  Modeft. 

Melv.  And  true  too.  Pluck  up  thy  courage 
then,  man,-  in  honour  of  thy  tutor  j  and,  if  thou 
art  fo  deeply  enamoured,  e'en  follow  thy  nymph, 
till,  in  mere  fetiguc,  Ihe  give  up  the  chace. 
•  Cba.  All  rhodomontade,  my  Lord  5  if  fhc 
could  rejeft  me  in  a  country  where  national  po^ 
litejfe  dignifies  every  adventurer  with  a  tide,  and 
fubordination  was  for  a  time  funk  in  wealth, 
what  hope  can  I  have  of  filericing  her  pride,, 
when  the  broad  fun-fhine  of  truth  will  proclaim 
me  in  capitals,  Charles  Vandercraby  mercbant  and 
.  banker y  of  Lombard-ftreet ! — 'Sdeath !  if  I  had  the 
wit  of  a  Chefterfield,  and  the  wealth  of  a  Croefus, 
that  confounded  appendage  would  undo  me. 

Melv.  A  thought  ftrikes  me — we  are  but  juft 
arrived,  and  our  perfons  yet  equally  unknown : 
Sir  John  Lovelace,  my  prefent  guardian,  has  ne- 
ver even  {^txi  me,  as  the  truft  devolved  to  him 
during  my  travels.;  What  fay  you  then  to  being 
dubbed  right  honourable  by  a  peerage  of  our 
own,  and  becoming  a  coxcomb  upon  privilege  ? 

Cha.  I  don't  underftand  you. 

Melv. 
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Meh.  Why,  thus  then.  Lady  Charlotte's  ^6- 
jcdlions  to  you,  may  all,  I  think,  be  conlblidated 
into  that  freezing  epithet,  a  cit.  Suppofe  you 
borrow  niy  tide  for  a  few  days ;  rally  f^er  former 
rejeftion  of  you,  under  the  name  of  Vandercrab  \ 
and,  by  appearing  in  apoint  of  view  that  docs  not 
alarm  her  pride,  give  yourfelf  the  chance  of 
knowng  whether  you  have  touched  her  heart. 
.  Cba.  The  plan  is  promifing  I  muft  confefs^ 
but  the  execution 

Melv.  Oh  1  the  eafiefl:  thing  in  life.  Our  ac- 
quaintance in  England  are  at  prefent  very  few, 
and  thofe  only  a  let  of  thoughtlcfs  young  feUows^i 
who  will  readily  countenance  a  frplic  fo  common* 

Cha.  Yet,  would  it  not  be  ungenerous  ? 

Melv.  Mere  punftilio — If  you  find  her  ftill 
indifferenti  you  are  but  where  you  were,  you 
know ;  and,  my  life  for  it,  Charles,  when  Ihe 
has  once  peep'd  at  thee,  thro*  the  medium  of 
falhion,  flie  will  difcover  a  thoufand  charms,  which 
were  loll  at  the  former  imnrieafurable  diftance. 
And,  prithee,  where  will  be  the  harm  of  con- 
verting a  poor  Ipinfter  of  quality  into  the  wife  of 
an  affluent  Britifh  merchant  ? 

Cha.,  I  like  your  fcheme,  and  am  half  deter- 
rnined  to  adopt  it :  but  what  is  to  be  done  with 
my  father  ?  To  difappoint  his  paternal      ■  ■ 

Melv.  Another  dofe  of  the  fentimentals,  and 
I  am  off.  If  your  own  paffion,  however,  is  not 
powerful  enough,  prithee  fave  your  friend,  who 
is  not  in'  love,  from  the  horrors  of  matrimony. 
Sir  John  Lovelace,  I  can  tell  you,  has  malicious 
defigns,  in  favour  ot  his  niece,  upon  the  perfo^ 
and  fortune  of  your  humble  fervant, 

Cba.  That  argument  is  worth  a  thoufand: 
therefore,  dear 

Mely.  Apropos  :  I  think  I  fliall  want  a  name  \ 
and,  as  tv/o  Sofia$  wjU  rather  mar,  than  make 
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our  Comedy,  you  fliall  lend  me  yours :   befidcs^ 
I  can  manage  the  good  folks  in  Lombard-ftrcet. 

Cba.  Widi  all  my  heart  !-—fo,  dear  Charles — 

Meh.  And,  dear  Melville !  (fheybowy  and 
Jhake.  bands  affeEtedly)  I  give  your  Lordfhip  joy 
of  your  new  creation. 

/Cha.  Before  wc  part,  Mre'U  take  a  little  re- 
frefhment,  over  which  we  may  exchange  our  cre- 
dentials. 

Melv.  With  all  my  heart:  you,  I  fuppofe, 
will  take  up  your  abode,  for  the  night  at  lead, 
in  this  hotel. 

Cha.  Certainly. 

Melv.  And  I  FDine  under  the  roof  of  my  new 
father.  So,  hey  for  Lombard-ftrcet ! — Courage 
IS  Efperance. 


.  End  of  the  Firfi  JO, 
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ACT      11. 


SCENE    L 


An  Apartment  in  Lady  Charlotte's  Houjcm 
Lady  Charlotte  and  Mifs  Harley. 

Lady  Charlotte, 

jHl  N  D  fo  Charles  is  hot  quite  tramontane  at 
laft !  Poor  Mr.  Vandercrab !  to  have  fpent  four- 
teen years  in  the  very  rational  attempt  of  convert- 
ing hds  only  fon  into  a  plodding  Mynheer,  and  to 
find  him  return  at  laft  a  human  being,  is  really  a 
moft  infupportable  misfortune ! 

Mtjs  Har.  He  thinks  it  fo,  I  aflbre  you :  nay, 
if  his  prefent  humour  holds,  I  queftion  whether 
he  will  not  fufpedt  their  confanguinity ;  and,  with 
a  modern  Ipecies  of  philofophy,  begin  to  doubt 
every  thing  it  is  not  convenient  to  believe. 

iMdy  Char.  On  the  article  of  conlanguinity, 
my  dear,  I  recommend  him  to  a  ftill  more  fa- 
fhionable  fyftem,  which  inclines  us  to  believe 
cvefy  thing  it  is  not  convenient  to  doubt.  But 
their  meeting 

Mifs  Har.  A  fcerie  of  ludicrous  diftrefs  on  Mr. 
Vandercrab's  fide,  that  defies  all  defcription. 
For  the  firft  hour,  aftonilhment  and  foleen  feemed 
to  chain  up  his  faculties ;  and,  but  for  the  filent 
working  of  his  muftles,  an  indifferent  fpeftator 
might  have  fuppofed  him  pleafed. 

Lady  Cba.  The  fecond,  however 
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Mifs  Har.  He'  amply  indemnified  himfelf  for 
paft  taciturnity ;  till>  finding  refentment  and  ex- 
poftulation  equally  thrown  away,  he  now  prowls 
about  the  houfe  like  an  angry  maftifF,  who  only 
wants  his  muzzle  taken  off  to  fnap  at  every  pafler- 
by  :  uncertain  which  moft  to  wonder  at,  the  fi-efh 
imported  folly  of  his  niece,  the  gay  effrontery  of 
his  fon,  or  the  more  folemn  foppery  6f  a  travel- 
led valet. 

Lady  Char.  Oh,  the  pleafant  group !  how  I 
envy  you  the  fatisfaftion  of  laughing  at  them ! 
and,  apropos  of  travellers.  Lord  Melville  is  in 
England. 

Mijs  Har.   I  give  you  joy  of  it; 

hady  Char.  Joy,  child !  forrow,  mortification, 
'dulnefs  :  in  one  word,  matrimony  !  He  is '  re- 
turned at  the  very  moment,  when  novelty,  drefs, 
and  diffipation,  had  placed  me  at  the  pinnacle  of 
ton ;  and,  from  a  firft  rate  coquette,  I  am  to 
be  metamorphofed  into  that  horrible  creature,  a 
wife. 

MiJs  Har.  And  the  magician  by  whom  the 
metamorphofis  is  to  be  effefted,  a  man  of  rank, 
young,  rich,  and  handfome :  terrible  misfortunes 
indeed  !   But,  are  you  then  contrafted  to  Wm  ? 

Lady  Char.  By  that  worft  of  all  contrafts, 
neceffity.  My  fortune,  you  are  not  to  learn,  is 
bounded :  a  cruel  argument  for  confining  my 
feelings,  while  it  gives  fijll  range  to  my  follies: 
and  as  Melville  has  nothing  to  do  but  to  choofe 
fome  woman  who  may  aflift  him  to  diffipate  his, 
why,  our  friends  have  very  judicioufly  felefted  me, 
as  the  one  on  earth  beft  calculated  for  that  pur- 
pofe. 

Mifs  Har.  AncJ  your  Ladyfliip,  with  marvel- 
lous felf-denial,  has  fubmitted  to  the  plan. 

Lady  Char.  Ah,  my  dear  Sophia^  this  is  a  ten- 
der point  for  raillery.    Talk  to  me  of  your  Se- 

I>  necas, 
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nccas,  and  your  Epiftetus's  !  o*  my  word  I  be- 
lieve diere  never  was  a  philofopher  that  had  half 
the  felf-denial  of  a  modern  Belle. 

•  Mijs  Har.  So  curious  an  affertion  is,  I  tliink, 
well  worth  proving. 

Lady  Char.  Oh,  nothing  on  earth  more  eafy ; 
a  woman  of  ton  lives  in  ^  perpetual  ftate  of  war- 
fare v/ith  the  whole  five  fenfes ! 

MiJs  Ear. .  Indeed ! 

'  Lady  Cha.  Ay,  indeed ;  though,  if  jQie  is  truly 
a  v/oman  of  ton,  I  grant  you — fhc  fometimes 
lofes  the  viftory. 

Mifs  Har.   Ha!  ha!  ha! 

Lady  Cha.  As  drels,  flattery  and  confequence 
are  the  fole  aim  of  her  cxiftence,  fhe  muft  neither 
fee,  hear,  or  fpeak  as  nature  directs :  She  muft 
fliut  her  eyes  to  all  the  graces  of  form,  and  her 
ears  to  all  the  charms  of  wit ;  except  when  diey 
are  to  be  f  jund  in  a  heavy  purfe,  or  a  Court  ca- 
lender. She  muft  figh  for  an  equipage,  pant  for 
a  title,  and  be  in  raptures  at  a  ftar — tho'  fhe  is  - 
ready  to  hang  her-felf  in  the  garter  annexed  to  it. 

Mifs  Har.  {l^-ugbing)  A  moft  enviable  fitua- 
tion  truly!  And  pray,  v. hat  are  the  rewards  that 
attend  all  thefe  wonderful  inftances  of  philofophy  ? 
For  I  really  diink  they  deferve  fome. 

Lady  Char.  What  reward  a  pretty  woman  re- 
ceives for  the  facrifices  Ihe  makes  to  her  vanity : 
Innumerable,  my  dear.  Is  Ihe  not  flattered,  ca- 
refled,  adored  ?  Does  Ihe  not  create  a  buzz 
when  flie  appears,  a  figh  when  fhe  difappears  ? 
Her  drcfs  becomes  a  ftandard,  her  perfon  a  mo- 
del 5  nor  was  tlie  plume  of  Alexander  ever  half  fb 
fure  a  badge  of  conqueft  as  that  which  adorns 
her. 

Mifs  Har.  For  fo  animated  a  portrait  am  I  ta 
give  your  fancy  or  your  vanity  moft  credit  ? 

Lady 
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Lady  Char.  Why,  no  ablblutely  either;  there 
is  a  certain  rcftlelinefs  of  mind,  that  wears  the 
garb  of  every  felly  by  turns.  I  have  been  gay, 
fplenetic,  humble,  and  vain,  all  in  the  courfe  of 
an  hour :  In  Ihort,  Melville  is  returned  an  age 
too  foon ! 

Mifs  Har.  Rather  an  age  too  late,  if  I  judge 
right ;  for  after  all  thefe  brilliant  arguments.  Lady 
tI!harlotte,  I  know  only  a  fingle  reafon  that  can 
be  afligned  for  a  woman's  wiming  ojie  agreeable 
xnan  at  a  diftance.  ; 

Lady.  Char.  The  having  wilh'd  another  near 
I  prcfume ; — No  bad  conclufion,  Sophia,  in  the 
days,  of  your  grandmother ;  but  hearts  are  no 
longer  pretty  baubles  to  give  away  j  they  are  pe.- 
trifadions,  carefully  locked  up  in  Chryftal^  we 
fometimes,  indeed,  fall  in  love  with  ourf^lves  in 
the  mirror  of  another,  and  fo  fancy  we  make  an 
exchange,  when  we  are  only  admiring  a  reflec- 
tion. '     . 

Mifs  Har.  Your  fyftems  are  admirable !  Va- 
nity is  then  die  fole  bails  of  happinefs. 

Lady  Char.  A  bafis,  at  leaft,  more  univerfal^ 
than  any  yet  difcovered !  but,  apropos  of  hearts, 
Sophia— look  well  to  your  own,  for  Charles  Van- 
dercrab  is  a  pretty  fellow. 

Mifs  Har.  And  much  too  rich  for  me  to  aim  2X1 
but  you  know  him  then  ? 

Lady  Char,  Why,  we  met  often  in  Paris ;  an 
agreeable  perfon,  and  a  falhionable  mode  of  life, 
gave  him  an  introduftion  into  the  firft  circle* 
there.  The  creature  has  even  forne  ton  in  him, 
and  had  he  been  any  thing  but  Bourgeois,  I  might 
have  condefcended — 

Mifs  Har.  (warmly)  Indeed! 

Lady  Char.  To  have  rendered  him  miftrable, 
(Afide)  I  don't  above  half  like  that  indeed.  She 
is  pleafed  with  him  already. 

D  2  Mijs 
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Mijs  Har.    If  from  the  little  I    have  feen  of 
Charles,  I  was  entitled  to  judge,  I  fhould  pro- 
nounce him  elegant,  well-bred,  and  manly.     His 
fenfe  is  without  parade,  and  his  afFedtations  ra- 
ther wear  the  air  of  playfulnefs,  than  vanity. 

Lady  Char.  I  am  afraid,  my  dear,  you  have 
omitted  the  greateft  of  his  recommendations. 
Come,'  come,  Charles  has  not  been  to  Paris  in 
vain.     He  has  gallantry  too. 

Mifs  Har.  To  be  frank  with  you  then,  he 
has — blefs  me,  you  are  pale ! 

Lady,  Char.  (Difordered  and  throwing  away  her 
houquet)  Thefe  odious  flowers  1  I  don't  know 
why  I  wear  them !  I  hate  every  thing  that  is  na- 
tural! 

Enter  a  Servant, 


Ser-o.  Lord  Melville,  and  Sir  John  Lovelace, 
Madam. 

Mije  Har.  Sir  John !  The  being  on  earth  I 
would  moft  wifti  to  avoid ! 

Lady  Char.     You  don't  go.— 

MiJs  Har.-  You  know  my  objeftions  to  the 
Baronet;  and,  atprefent,  my  time  is  not  my  own. 
Permit  me,  however,  to  aflure  you  of  my  gra- 
titude for  the  generous  proteftion  you  have  of- 
fered me ;  fhould  the  difficulties  of  my  fituation 
increafe,  I  may  perhaps  accept  it.  Another 
time  I  can  be  more  explicit.  \Exit^ 

Lady  Char.  So  Charles  is  returned  to  Eng- 
land 1  Well, .  and  what  then  ?  Why  then  could  I 
die  with  fpieen  that  any  woman  but  myfelf  fhould 
dare  to  like  him.  To  be  liked  by  him  too — flill 
more  infupportable !  Yet,  Sophia  is  young,  hand- 
fome,  amiable — ^Ahd  he  is~Pfha! — rU  think 

no 
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no  more  of  him.     (^urns  round  en  Sir  John,  and 
Charles ;  who  enters  gaily  drejfed  as  Lord  Melville-^ 

Lady  Char.     Oh! 

Sir  John.  Walk  in,  my  Lord.  (Bows  for- 
mally) 

Cha.  (Aftde)  That  emotion  looks  well;  her 
colour  too  changes !  Now  would  I  give  fifty  pieces 
that'  mine  were  immoveable. 

Sir  John.  Time,  I  fuppofe,  has  quite  effaced 
the  features  of  Lord  Melville  from  your  me- 
mory. Lady  Charlotte. 

Cha.  Pardon  me.  Sir  John !  her  Lady(hip*s 
feelings  have  extended  her  memory  to  a  moft  un- 
fafhionable  length,  if  I  may  judge  by  the  ftart  of 
diftafte  with  which  I  was  received. 

Lady  Char.  Rather  the  ftart  of  furprize.  Sir, 
I  would  welcome  you  to  England,  if  I  knew  by 
what  name, 

Cha.  Name,  Madam !  Oh !  a  mere  idle  dif- 
tinftion !  Travellers  have  a  hundred;  but  fince  the 
humble  one  of  Charles  was  offcnfive  in  Paris, 
he  now  foars  a  pitqji  higher,  and  has  the  honour 
of  being  introduced  by  that  of  Melville, 

Lady  Char.     Lord  Melville !  Impoflible! — 

Sir  John.    Why,  now  where  does  the  impoffi- 
bility  of  it  lie,  I  wonder! 
.    Lady  Char,     I  give  you  credit  for  die  frolic. 
Sir;  and  .will  fpare  you  the  continuance  of  it. 

Sir  John.  Why  truly  there  is  a  frolic,  or  a 
^eakonfome  fide;  you  do  know,  and  you  don'f 
know,  and  you  blufh,  and  you  ftammer,  and  you 
bow. — Lady  Charlotte  give  me  leave  once  more 
jto  introduce  Lord  Melville  to  you;  my  ward, 
child;  Lord  Mdville. 

Cha,  When  laft  we  met.  Madam,  I  had  love 
enough  to  think  yours  the  firft  object  in  life; 
and  vanity  enough  to  feek  it  under  an  obfcurc 
name;  'Twas  an  unfafhionable  idea,  and  I  have 

renounced 
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renounced  it.  Come,  come.  Lady  Charlotte, 
that  frown  has  too  much  of  the  EngHlhwoman 
in  it.     It  muft  pofitively  difappear. 

hddy  Char.  (Withdrawing  it)  -Ridiculous  ! 
(Afide)  It  is  .plain  then  I  have  been  duped.  But 
pride  aflift  me  ! 

Cha.  Nay,  fear  me  not.  Madam:  I  am  no 
longer  the  fighing,  languifhing,  vulgar  enamora- 
to,  who  importuned  you  with  attentions :  I  have 
changed  my  nature  with  my  name.  J  can  be 
carelefs,  indolent,  forgetful !  can  unite  the  oppo- 
iite  extremes  of  the  French  and  the  Englilhman ; 
and,  while  the  foppifh  officioufnefs  of  the  one  bids 
me  fill  up  the  number  of  your  flaves,  the  phlegma- 
tic indifference  of  the  other  fhall  make  me  con- 
tent to  ogle  you  through  an  opera  glafs. 

Lady  Char.  Ha !  ha !  ha !  Now  ought  I  to 
humble  your  vanity,  by  protefting,  like  FalftafF, 
"  that  I  knew  you  all  along : "  but  as  it  is  th^ 
laft  time,  I  think  I  will  be  fincere,  and  own  my- 
felf  deceived. 

Cha.    How !  the  laft  ? 

Lady  Char.  Oh,  pofitively  the  laft.  What !  a 
man  of  rank  expeft  fincerity !  When  you  ap- 
peared in  the  middle  clafs  of  life,  indeed 

Cha.  True,  your  Ladylhip  was  then  fo  liberal 
of  the  medicine^  that,  though  it  cured  a  mala- 
dy of  the  heart,   I  have  detefted  it  ever  fmce. 

Lady  Char,  (Afide)  Now  is  he  fo  agreeably 
faucy,  that,  if  there  is  art  or  coquetry  in  woman, 
I  muft  recal  him. 

Sir  John.  But  the  news  of  Paris,  my  Lord. 

Cha,  A  mere  fcene  of  ftill  life.  Sir  John, 
The  women  are  ft^dying  metaphyfics  and  chyj- 
miftry;  the  men  deep  in  the  fcienccs  of  tea- 
drinking,  and  horfe-racing.  Nothing  new  on 
the  article  of  falhions,  .but  that  the  Count  d'Ar- 
Z  tois 
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tois  intends  to  bring  in  fquare  beards,   and  fharp- 
toed  flioes ! 

Sir  John.    The  devil  he  does  ! 

Cba.  For  the  benefit  of  antiquated  batchclois, 
and  gouty  beaux. 

Sir  John.   Hum ! 
'    Lady  Char.  But  fcandal,  my  Lord — 

Cha.  An  obfolete  word,  Madam,  grown 
(ftrangeto  tell!)  fynonimous  with  trudi!  Gallan- 
try is  now  an  eftablilhed  principle  ;  and  the  ladies 
complain,  that  if  fome  of  their  fex  do  not  turn, 
prudes,  they  will  be  in  danger  of  lofmg  die  ufc 
of  their  tongues. 

Lady  Char.  Horrible!  lentermyproteftagainll 
every  attack  upon  female  privileges'!  Sir  John^ 
have  you  nothing  to  fay  againft  this  projeft  of  the 
Count's  ?  But  now,  I  think  of  it,  all  your  heroes 
and  philofophers  have  thofe  filthy  long  beards. 
What  a  Angular  confufion  will  it  caufe  in  your 
cabinet,  to  fee  your  Nero's,  your  Galba's,  and 
your  Conftantines,  converted  into  a  range  of  mo- 
dern fine  gentlemen  1 

Sir  John.  The  modern  fine  gentlemen  are  in-  • 
finitely  indebted  to  your  Ladyfhip  for  the  compa- 
rifon. 

Lady  Cha.  Why,  no,  not  much  I  am  afraid, 
uncle  J  for  till  they  bear  fome  better  affinity  to  the* 
antients,  than  in  their  faces,  they  can  at  beft 
only  pafs  for  models  in  bronze.  (Sir  John,  look- 
ing at  his  watch) ,  Od  fo !  my  Lord,  my  time's 
expired! 

Char.  By  the  killing  appearance  of  yourLady- 
ftiip,  I  Ihould  Iwear  you*  meditated  a  conqueft  to- 
night. {JJide)  Now  could  I  curfe  my  own 
jealous  pate,  for  wifliing  to  know  where  Ihe 
was  going. 

Lady  Cha.    {Jftde)    That  queftion  befpeaks, 
anxiety  (akud)  One  conqueft,  my  Lord !  a  thou- 

fand! 
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findl  We  are  at  prefent  rival  potentates,  and 
mull  divide.the  empire  of  falhion^ 

Char,  {carelefsly)  For  the  Opera  ? 

Lady  Cba.  {^More  negligently)  No. 

Char.  *  For  Lady  Sparkle's,  perhaps  ? 

Lady  Cha.  No — o — ^^ha!  ha!  ha! — take  care, 
my  Lord---carelefs,  indolent,  forgetful — you 
know  (jnimicking  him)  your  leflbn — your  lefTon, 
I  befeech  you. 

Char.  {KiJJing  her  hand)  This,  to  imprint  it 
on  my  heart ! 

Lady  Char.  A  very  modifh  Ipecies  of  forget- 
fulnefs,  yours  I  find,  which  is  to  increafe  in  pro- 
portion to  the  favours  conferred.  \Ex.it. 

Char.  Charming  creature!  Now  fortune  and 
love  be  propitious ! 

Sir  John.  Square  beards,  and  fharp  toed  fhoes ; 
zounds  my  toes  ach  at  the  idea.  [Exit. 

S  C  E  N  E,  -^  Hall  in  Vandercrab's  Houje ; 

Bells  ring  alternately  en  each  fide  the  Stage ;  a 
Valet  runs  acrcjs  with  curling  irons^  &c.  ylfter 
wbichy  V ^ndcrcrzh'  enters,  mufing. 

He's  a  wife  father  that  knows  his  own  child, 
fays  the  proverb  \  may  be  fo !  but  he  is  a  devil- 
ilh  unlucky  one  fometimcs.  Now  I  Ihould  be 
a  happy  dog,  if  mine  was  a  flranger  to  me ;  here 
Iiave  I  been  flattering  myfelf  with  the  hope  of 
bringing  up  a  young  fellow,  that  fhould  fhame 
tlie  coxcombs  of  the  age,  and  he  is  returned  the. 
efTence  of  them  all!  Why,  without  having 
been  four  and  twenty  hours  in  die  houfe,  he 
has  corrupted  every  living  creature  in  itj  and 
in  four  and  twenty  more,  I-  fuppofe,  I  fliall  not 
know  my  own  territories !  There  is  Letty,  now, 
plaifterln^   her  old-faftiioncd  face  with  French 

walhes 
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wallies  on  one  fide ;  but  then  I  could  have  for- 
given beVy  becaufe  Ihe  is  a  woman ;  and  abfur- 
dity's  natural  to  her:  but  for  the  young  prig  there— 

Enter  Kitty>  with  hand-ioxesy  and  followed  by  d 

girl  with  more. 

Well;  Mrs^  Frippery !  whither  fo  faft  ?    • 

Kitty.  Lord,  Sir !  clid  not  you  hear  my  Lady's 
bell? 

Fand,  I  muft  have  been  deaf  elfej  but  what 
have  we  got  here  ? — contraband  goods  ?  (To  the 
girl) 

Kitty.  Only  a  few  caps,  and  a  new-fa(hioned 
handkerchief  from  the  Milliner's,  in  Cornhiil. 
Dear,  good  Sir,  don't  keep  me;  come  along, 
child.  ^  [Exeunt. 

Vand.  Keep  you!  not  I  truly.  {Bells  ring  on 
both  Jides)  There  they  ago  ^ain,  ding-dong — 
S'iife,  1  had  better  live  in  the  fteepk  of  a  church ! 
there,  at  leaft,  they  pull  in  tolerable  time^  and 
tune.  Here  is  nothing  but  difcord,  eternal  dif- 
cord  on  my  ears,  and  on  my  foul---. 

^nter  a  Servant. 

Well,  Sir,  what's  your  bufinefs  ? 

Serv.  Sir,  Alderman  Brcwit  fends  his  ftrvice, 
and  if  you  are  not  engaged,  he  means  to  fup  with 
you  to  night,  in  order  to  fee  my  young  matter. 

Vand.  By  all  means,  he  is  a  curidfity  well  worth 
feeing ;  and  your  old  mafter  will  be  a  cufipfity  too 
by  that  time  I  luppofe :  we  Ihall  all  be  curiofitiei* 
Folly  is  epidemical,  and  we  Ihall  be  infefted  with 
the  ^irit  of  puppyifm*  Methinks,  my  own  Jerom 
begins  inftinftively  to  fprout  out  into  a.  pair  ofpi^ 
geon  wings.  Well — tell— ^bxit  ftay — -I  fuppofc  I 
muft  be  a  mah  x^iton  tooj  ancf  fend  a  meflage  to 
my  own  fon,  a:.d-—  •  • 

E  ^nter 
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Enter  Virtu  behind. 

There  goes  one  of  his  puppies;  with  the  folemnity 
of  a  Sage,  and  the  ftrut  of  a  cjancing  mafter. 
(Virtu  crojfes  the  Stage)  Here  you,  Mr.  Don 
Poihpofo,  go'teUyour  juafter  that  I  fhall  have 
company  to  fupper  to-night,  and  defire  he  will  be 
at  home.  [£x//  Virtu. 

Enter  Second  Servant. 

Well,  Sir,  what  the  devil  do  you  want  ? 
Serv.  Sir,  Mrs.  Fufly,  and   the  three  young 
Miffes,  fend  their  connplinients —  . 

Vand.  Out  of  my  fight,  firrah.     [Exit  Servant. 

Enter  third  Servant. 

..   Serv.  Sir,     Mr.  Deputy  Saveall — 
•     Vand.  So,  fo,  fo-~Why,   I  fhall  have  all  the 
fools  from  Temple  Bar,  to  Alderfgate-ftreet,  af- 
.femble  in  a  body  to  fee  my  Ouran  Outang,   my 
man  monkey  here. 

Re-enter  Virtu. 

Vir.  Sir,  my  Lord,  fends  his  comp — 
.  Vand.  Your  Lord,  Blockhead! 
\  Vr.  (,4ftde)  Ah  quelle  bete !  Almoft  betrayed 
ourfelves,  'pon  honour.  Une  facon  de  parler  Mon-^ 
fieur—z.  mere  phrafe.  Sir ;  abroad  we  always  ufc  it. 
,  Va7td.  Do  you?  Why,  then  I  defire  you  will 
forget  it,  now  you  are  at  home.  Your  meffage. 
Sir? 

Virtu.  He  is  diftrefled.  Sir,  that  he  Ihould  have 
engaged  himfelf  to  dine  with  Lord  Melville  at  fe- 
ven  i  but  if  you  will  jiave  Id  honte  to  order  fupper 
^t  three  in  the  morning,  he  will  do  Jon  pffible^ 
derange  the  regularity  ofyourf  amily. 

Vand^ 
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Vand.  Civil  Coxcomb !  the  regularity  of  mJ^ 
family's  vaftly  indebted  to  him  ;  Sup  at  three  in 
the  morning !  I  will  give  him  leave  to  fup  upon 
me,  if  he  does ;  why,  my  blood  runs  cold  at  the. 
bare  idea  ^  my  heart  turns  to  an  ificle,  and  my 
money  trembles  in  the  coffers ;  and,  you  Mr. 
PowderpufF,  I  fuppofe  are  laughing  at  me?  {^0 
Virtu) 

Virtu.  Laughing!   me.  Sir!  Oh  no.  Sir — no* 
— I  never  laugh ! 

Vand.  No!  why,  truly  by  your  appearance, 
you  feem  better  calculated  to  make  the  joke,  than 
to  enjoy  it;  and  pray.  Sir,  where  might  your 
matter  pick  you  up  ? 

Virtu.  Pick  me  up.  Sir!  Really  I  have  not 
thefelicity  of  underftandingyou.  I  did,  my  Lord, 
die  honour — I  mean — I  did  myfelf  the  honour 
of  travelling  with  my  Lord-^ 

Vand.  Your  Lord  again.  Monkey  ! 

Virtu.  (^Aftde)  Confequence  and  murder  will 
out.  This  favage  certainly  fufpefts ;  fuppofe  1 
found  him  a  little?  I  am  afraid.  Sir,  you  dif- 
cover  fomething —  a  —  rather  —  a^--  uncom  — 
mon— r-about  me  ?     - 

Vand.  Very  uncommon,  upon  my  foul.  Sir. 
Pray,  may  I  afk,  whether  you  are  an  Englilh- 
man,  or  p.  Frenchman,  or  a  kind  of  a  hetero- 
geneous animal? 

Virtu.  I  am  afraid.  Sir,  I  had  7^  malheur^  the 
misfortune,   to  be  born  in  England. 

Vand.  Are  you  fo,  Sir?  I  am  afraid  you  have 
alfo  the  misfortune  to  be  a  fcoundrel ;  for  I  never 
yet  knew  an  Englilhman  alhamed  of  his  country, 
till  his  country  had  caufe  to  be  aihamed  of  him. 
Leave  the  room.  Sir.  \Exit  Virtu. 
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jii  Servant  enters,  and  delivers  a  letter,  to  Van- 

deicrab» 

Vand.  What's  here  ?  a  letter  from  my  old  friend 
Medley!  (reads)  "hum!  um!  um!  Juft  arrived 
*'  front  Amfterdam — um — failure  of  a  great 
^^  houfe  there;  impatient  to  fee  Charles  and  you 
*'  at  the  London  Tavern/*  Odfo !  this  is  be- 
yond my  hopes!  my  old  correfpondent,  and 
Charles's  beft  friend  in  Holland !  if  any  body 
can  cure  his  foUy^  Medley's  the  nian ;  Til  go  and 
fetch  him  immediately,  and  between  us  we'll 
lay  fomeplot,  th?^t  piay  betray  my  jwppy  into 
common  fenfe,  \Exit^ 


End  of  the  Second  j£f^ 
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^  Apartmint  in  VandcrcrabV  Hotifr. 

r 

Medley  ^»<!/y andercrab  difcovered  fitting. 

Medley. 

HARLES  is  a  long  time  coming  tho* ! 
odd  he  little  fulpefts  that  his  old  friend  and  favorite 
Medley's  here !  Ah !  Mr.  Vandercrab,  you're  a 
happy  father !  as  hopeful  a  young  fellow !- 

Vand.  {^Afide)  As  e'er  an  unhang'd  Ipendthrift 
in  London;  now  can't  I  for  the  foul  of  me  mu£- 
ter  courage  enough  to  let  him  into  the  truth. 

,  Med.  A  great  help  to  you  in  the  banking  bu  - 
fmefs,  I  fuppofe?  you  ufed  always  to  fay^  Charles 
would  have  a  head  at  calculation. 

Vand.  {Afide)  Did  I?  then  I  am  fure  I  had 
none.  I  don't  believe  the  dog  knows  his  multipli- 
cation table,  or  can  caft  up  his  tailor's  bill. 

Med.  It  is  now juft  a  year  6nce  he  left  Holland, 
and  went  to  Germany;  I  remember  dining  with 
him  the  day  before,  at  Mynheer  Grandergrous's. 
Ah !  we  had  a  cornical  day  faith !  Old  Grander- 
grous  talks  of  it  ftilli  there  were  juft,  I  think,  a 
dozen  of  us  at  dinner ;  we  drank  juft  two  dozen  of 
winci  fmoaked  juft  two  dozen  pipes;  and  Ipokcv 
,  as  it  might  be,  about  two  dozen  words ;  it  was  a 
very  fociable  day  indeed— hut  a^^hey-day!— What's 

the  matter  with. you? 

Vand^/ 
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Vand.  {Wiping  his  eyes)  Merry  times,  very 
merry  times ;  give  me  your  hand,  my  old  friend ; 
between  ourfelves,  Charles  is  a  good  deal  altered. 

Med.  Turning-  beau,  - 1  fuppofe  ?  ney  he  had  his 
frolicksthen, 

Vand.  You  won't  know  him  again  I'm  afraid. 

Med,  Queues  his  hair,  I  warrant  ? 

Vand.  No now  I  am  fure  you  won't  know 

him. 

Med.  Never  takes  a  pipe,  I  fuppofe? 

Vand.  A  halter  as  foon. 

Med.  Come,  come,  my  good  friend,  never  put 
on  fuch  a  long  face !  I  .fee  how  the  matter  ftands ! 
but  rU  be  hanged  if  Charles  don't  mend. 

Vand.  Will  you  ?  Shfe  that's  kind  s  but  I  wou'd 
not  take  your  chance  for  all  fhat. 

Med.  What !  I  fuppofe  you  think  your  fon  in 
the  high-road  to  ruin,  becaufe  fome  pretty  milli- 
ner's girl,  with  a  pair  of  Iparkling  eyes,  has  feduced 
him  into  a  yard  or  two  extraordinary  of  black  rib- 
bon to  tie  his  Ihirt  collar  with  ? 
'  Vand.  Black  ribbon  to  tie  his  fhlrt- collar  with? 
—Oh !  Lord !  'oh  Lord !     -         ' 

Med.  {Lookijjg  at  his  watch)  Odfo,  I  pro- 
mifed  to  meet  old  Stock  at  five,  and  it's  paft  that 
hour  already.  Well,  you'll  tell  Charles  where  I 
am ;  he'll  be  vaftly  glad  to  fee  me,  quite  over- 
joyed to  fee  me,  I'm  fure;  flay,  don't  I  hear  a  . 
coach  flop  {a  thundering  rap  at  the  door)  Hey- 
day !  Why,  is  the  premier  coming  to  borrow  mo- 
ney of  you  to  pay  the  national  debt?  What  a 
devil  of  a  hurly-burly's  here ! 

Vand.  {Afide)  Charles's  puppy,  as  I  live,  prac-  . 
tiling  his  new-fangled  flourifh  upon  the  knocker ; 
I  fhall  never  fland  the  rencontre ;  fo,  like  a  wife  '. 
general,  I'll-  make  a  fnug  retreat. 

.  Med'  (Turning  round  as  te'^ ^'ets  ta  the  door)  ' 
Why,*whcrc  arc  you  going  man  i 

"-  Vand. 
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.  Vand.  My  dear  friend,  juft  recoUeded  the  maft 

important-,—-: — 

Med.  Pfliaw!  here's  company, 

Vand.  'Twon't  detain  me  a  fingle 

'    Med.  Why,  they  are  here  I  tell  you, 

Vand.  In  for  it,  by  all  that's  unlucky!  Oh  for 
the  pillory  or  a  horfepond !  by  way  of  an  agree- 
able exchange. 

Enter  yiiis  Yandcrtvdhy  followed  hy  Mifs  Harley, 

'  and  Lord  Melville. 

-      -  \Vandercrah  and  Medley  retire  to  the  hack  of    ' 
the  Stage.)  ^ 

» 

Mifs  Van.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  the  moft  unaccounta- 
ble iadyenture ! 

:    Jj^rd  Mehi^ .  An4  the  moft  ridiculous  creature; 
ha!  ha!  ha!  ^ 

(    Mi/s  Van.  Why,  Sophia  II  believe  you  never    . 
intend  to  laugh  again. 

Lord  Mel.  (approaching  her)  The  ferioufnels 
tlut  fits  u'pori  the  lips  of  Mifs  Harley  would  al- 
pipft.wear  the  air  of  a  reproof,  were  it  not  cor- 
refted  by  the  indulgent  foftnefs  of  her  eyes. 
(Makes  love  in  dumb  Jhew.) 

Med.  (ta  Vand.y  Do  you  know  this  cox- 
comb ?      ,  • 

Vand.  {AJide)  Too  well  to  my  forrow !  However, 
I  am  glad  you  don'tj  yes,  yes;  I'll  be  off,  and  leave 
them  to  recognize  each  other  at  Icifure.  (^As  he 
Ugain  reaches  the  door  Mifs  Vandercrab  fees  him). 

Mifs  Van.  Mr.  Vandercrab !  Mr. "  Vander- 
crib ! 

Vand.  Plague  o'your  Iharp  eyes  and  (harper 
tongue  I 

Mifs  Van.  The  moft  ridiculous  fcene  has  juft 
happeijed!    ,  ,  , 

Vand.  The  moft  ridiculous  fcene  is  juft  going 
to  happen,  you  mean :  (4ftde)  'Twill  out,  I  fee. 
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So  when  a  man  is  to  be  connpleatly  ridiculous, 
why,  the  fooner  'tis  over  the  better !  (Crojfes  the 
ft  age  y  and  fulls  Melville  by  the  fieeve)  Here's  an 
old  friend  of  mine,  Charles. 

Melv.  [Makes  a  negligent  howy  and  then  turns 
again  to  Mijs  Harley.] 

Med.    Charles ! 

Vand,  (Drily)  He's  vaftly  glad  to  fee  you ! 

Med.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Vand.  Quite  overjoyed ! 

Med.  I  don't  underftand  you  ! 

Vand.  What !  you  don't  know  Charles,  I  fup- 
pofe  ? 

Med.  Tou  don't  know  Charles,  you  mean  I 
Why,  who  the  devil  do  you  take  him  for  ? 

Vand.  Why,  who  the  devil  do  you  take  him 
for,  if  you  come  to  that !  Did  I  not  tell  you  he 
was  altered  ? 

Med.  Altered  indeed  I  (St^s  up  td  MfelvilleJ 
Pray,  young  Gentleman,  may  I  crave  die  favouF 
of  your  name  ? 

Melv.  (Still  talking  to  the  Ladies)  The  prettieft 
fan  I  diink — Frerxh,  I  prefume  ? — My  name> 
Sir  !  (Carelejsly  to  Medley) 

Med.  I  fuppofe  you  have  a  name  ? 

Melv.  O  yes.  Sirs  (Jlfide)  a  couple  at  your 
fervice ! 

"  Gives  coolnefs  to  the  matchlefs  dame  \ 
"  To  every  other  bread,  a  flame !" 

(Returns  tbt  fan.) 

Pray,  Sir,  what  may  be  your  prefent  occafioit 
with  my  name  ?         ' 

Med.  Only,  Sir,  to  have  the  pleafore  of  in-^ 
ferting  it  in  an  indictment  at  the  Old  Bailey  ! 

Melv.  Gad,  and  a  very  civil  intention  too! 
M^^take  thcJilM||^  of  alking,  Sir>  (craving,  I 
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mean)  how  I  have  deferved  fo  fingular  an  honour 
at  your  hands  ?  -      ' 

Med.  Come,«come,  young  man,  this  is  no  time 
for  trifling :  when  I  tell  you  that  I  am  the  intimate 
and  friend  of  Charles  Vandercrab,  I  think  wh4t-'. 
i^er  name  you  may  next,  pleafe  to  aflume,  you 
i*ill  hardly  have  effrontery  enough  to  lay  claim  to' 
that ! 

Mehj.  Say  you  fo,  old  Tefly!  Why  faith 
idicn  Fm  of  your  opiniop:  and,**  to  prove  that 
jtiy  claims  .  are  of  a  very  complaifant  nature,  at 
leaft,  I  will  frankly  own,  that  they  increafe  or  di- 
minilh  with  the  credulity  of  the  company.  As 
the  one,  therefore,  feems  nearly  exhaufted,  I 
think  I  may  as  well  put  on  the  beft  grace  I  can, 
^d  civilly  part  with  the  other  {Bows) 

AIL  How !  an  impoftor ! 

Mijs  Har.  Agitation  and  alarm  overwhelm  me ! 
I  muft  retire,  or  I^  Ihall  faint.  \_Exitr: 

Vand.  Tol  de  rol,  lol.  So  thcni  Mr.  Puppy,, 
you  turn  out  to  be  a  fad  dog,  and  no  fon  of  mine 
at  laft  !  Well,  that's  a  great  comfort !  Here,  John, 
Thomas,  Dick:  U^- We'll  have  a  jubil — but  hold, 
hold,  hold  !  Charles  may  have  had  his  diroat  cut, 
)by  the  bye ;  and  that's  no  comfort  at  all !  And, 
now  I  look  again^  the  fcouridrel  has  a  devilifh" 
hardened  air  !  Robbery  and  murder  in  every  line 
of  his  face  !  Yes^  yes^  Charles  is  a  gone  man,- 
and  nop?  of  my  daftards  will  come  to — 

Med.  Be  patient,  Mr,  Vandercrab. 

Vand,  So  I  will,  when  that  rogue's  hanged ! 
What,  Thomas^  Dick,  John  !™I  fay  U-'(Rings 
again) 

Melv.  Come,  come,  Mr,  VanderCrabi  the 
joke  grows  too  ferious.  That  I  am  not  your  fon, 
I  have  confeffed  :  let  the  franknefs  of  that  avowal 
be  an  argument  for  my  fincerity,  when  I  affure 

F  you, 
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you,  that  his  perfonal  fafety  can  only  be  endan^ 
gei  ed  by  your  ill  treatment  of  me ! 

Vand.    How!  ^ 

Melv.  What  further  remains  to  be  told,  I  muft 
take  .time  to  confider.  In  the  interjm,  I  am  wil- 
ling to  make  my  apartment  my  prifon ;  nor  will  ^ 
attempt  to  efcape,  till  your  anxiety  and  my  ho- 
nour are  fully  fatisiied.     (BowSy  and  exit.) 

Med.  And,  for  the  better -fecurity,  I'll  be  your 
goaier.  [^?^A 

Vand.  Here's  a  precious  knave  !  Takes  pof-, 
feffion  of  my  houfe,  bewitches  all  my  fervants^^ 
murders  my  fon,  for  ^aught  I  know,  and  then . 
talks  to  me  of  his  honour.  Aye,  aye!  poor, 
Charles ;  he's  under  ground,  or  in  a  mad-houfe ; 
and  I  fhall  be  fit  for  a  mad-houfe  too  !  After  all 
my  cares  and  anxiety  about  his  education — to 
have  my  fapling  withered  in  its  prime — my 
flower  cut  down  in  its  bloom ! 

Mijs  Van.  What  a  buftle  is  here  alpout  a  little 
incident,  which  my  common  difcernment  in- 
formed me  of  long  ago ! 

Vand.  It  did,  did  it  ?  Why  then,  if  your  com- 
mon difcernment  informed  j(?«  of  it,  it  would  not 
have  been  amifs  if  your  common  honefty  had  in- 
formed me. 

Mifs  Van.  Yes,  yes ;  it  requires  no  great  (killj^ 
I  think,  to  difcover  the  objedt  of  this  fcheme. 

Vand.  What — a — robbery,  I  fuppofe  ? 

Mifs  Van.  A.  robbery !  yes,  Sir^  it  would  have 
been  indeed  a  robbery  s  and  of  the  richeft  jewel 
in  your  pofleflion  !  I  think  I  need  not  be  more 
explicit;  you  underftand rhe !  (PValks about ^ fan-, 
fling  herfelf} 

Vand.  Yes,  yes  I  J  underftand  you  well  enough 
— My  Lady  Sparkle's  diamonds,  I  fuppofe !  Oh 
the  fcoundrel !  I  always  thought  the  dog  had  too 
cunning  a  look  to  be  one  of  my  family — ^You've 
noticed  his  eyes,  Letty  ? 

Mifs 
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»  Mifs  Vnm  With  bluflie^  I  confcfs  I  have— a 
fbfr,  deceitful  — — 

Vand\  Hypocritical j  knavilhlook! — Yes,  yes, 
you  have  gueffed  the  matter,  Letty !  But  have 
you  any  proofs  of  Ms  defigns  ? 

Mifs  Van.  Till  this  fortunate  dHcovery,  I  own 
I  Was  doubtful :  but  now !  my  memory  fupplies  a 
Aoufand! 

Vtiftd^.   A  thoufand,  does  it  ? 

Mifs  Van.  Spare  me  the  touching  repetition  of 
them — and  let  it  fufficfe  that  I  am  convinced ! 

Vand.  Well,  well;  don't  diftrefs  yourfelf:' 
one  repetition  is  as  good  as  a  hundred ;  and,  if 
there  are  proofs — that's  enough :  So  we'll  bring 
the  matter  to  a  fhort  ijSiie. 

Mifs  Vm-.  Not  too  precipitate,  Mr.  Vander-' 
crab !  the  delicacy  and  decorum  of  the  female 
charafter ! 

Varid.  DeliCaey  and  decorum  !  Pfliaw !  you 
^omen  never  know  how  to  manage  thefe  afiairs' 
rightly.  You  would  ftand  dilly-dally,  till  the 
fellow  was  off,  I  fuppofe  ! 

Mifs  Van-.  Yet  a  Uttle  delay  — — 

Vand.  Delay !  Why,  zounds  I  (hou*d'nt  won- 
der if  he  furprized  you  in  your  bed ! 

Mifs  Van,  Mr.  Vandercrab,  don't  Ihock  my* 
ears! 

Vand,  Nq>  no,  no — to  Bow-flreet  we  go; 
and  the  fooher  the  better  I 

Mifs  Van.  Bow  church,  I  fuppofe  you  mean, 
uncle ! 

Vand.  And  if  we  don't  prepare  a  noofe  there 
for  the  dog  within  th's  week 

Mifs  Van,  A  week !  Nay,  pofitively,  I  proteft 
agiinft  a  week  :  i\  muft  be  ten  days  at  leaft  ! 

Vand.  Well,  well,  a  week  o:  ten  days — the 
fooner  the  better !  .     .        x 

F  2  Mifs 
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Mtjs  Van.  Since,  dien,  you  ^c  fo  peremptory, 
however  repugnant  to  my  own  fcntiments  of  pro- 
priety, I  muft  comply — Yet,  tell  die  amiable 
impoftor— — . 

Vand.  Tell  the  amiable  devil!  What  d'ye 
mean?  'SBfe!  Tm  all  impatience — Fll — 

Mtfs  Van.  Stay,  Mr.  Vandercrab !  You'll  be 
guilty  of  fbme  horrible  indecorum,  I  am  fure  f 
Would  it  not  be  more  delicate,  think  you,  to  let 
him  explain  the  matter  himfelf  ? 

Vand.  Expl^  the  matter  himlelf  f  Wh — What 
I  fuppofe  you  mink  he'll  turn  king's  evidence,  and 
impeach  his  accomj^ces  ? 

Mtfs  Van.  His  accomplices !  Heaven  and  earth;! 
is  it  poflible,  that,  after  all  I  have  laid,  you  are 
not  abl^  to  diftinguilh  between  a^  lover  and  a 
houfcbreaker  ?  • 

Vand.  A  lover! 

Mijs  Van.  Yes,  Sir ;  a  lover !  and  fince  you 
oblige  me  to  violate  the  natural  delicacy  of  my. 
fex,  I  muft  tell  you  in  plain  ternis,  that  I  am  the 
magnet  of  aJttraftion. 

Van.  {laughing)  You  the  magnet  of  attrac- 
tion; hey! 

Mi/s  Vand.  And  really,  give  me  leave  to  hint 
to  you,  Mr.  Vandercrab,  th^t  in  quality  of  my 
uncle  and  proteftor,  it  would  become  you  to  be 
^  little  more  ferious  on  fo  important  an  occafion. 

Vand.  True,  Lettice,  and  as  you  were  but 
two  years  and  three  quarters  old  when  I  was 
born,'  I  think — 

,  ,Mifs  Van. .  Mr.  Vandercrab, '  I  have  borne 
your  infults  too  long :  to  decide  the  matter  at 
once.  Sir,  the  air  and  manners  of  this  young 
Unknown  both  proclaim  him  noble  1  and  thfr 
more  \  refleft,  the  more  am  I  convinced,  that 
nothing  vbut  love  could  have  reduced  him  to  fo 

paltry  a  difguife ! 

Vand. 


Vi  «i      J 
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Ffful.   A  paltry  •  difguife, -Jiey? 

Mifs  Vand.  And  call  it  weaknefs,  fympathy/.Qr 
\^hat  you  pleafe ;     I  feel  my  heart  refpond  witti  - 
tendereft  pity. 

Vand.  Stark-ftaring  mad  J .  — Blank  verfe  mad, 
by  this  light, 

Mifs  Vand.  If  for  .the  mean  confideration  of 
keeping  my  fortune  in  your  family —    . 

Vand.  bdfo,  her  fortune!  I  did  not  thinlil  of 
that  5  truly  there  may  be  fome  fenfe  there.  Why^ 
really,  Letty,  after  all,  I  am  inclined  to  believe 
you  are  in  the  right. 

Mifs  Vand.  Oh }  you  are— *  Are  yoij,  Sir  ? . 

Vand.  Ten  thoufand  pounds  !  CHo  himfelfy  and 
looking  full  at  her.)  Aye,  and  now  I  lobk  ag^in,  I 
lee  ten  thoufand  charms  in  ybu  I. never  thougbt 
of  before.  .  • 

Mifs  Vand.  Nay,  now,  uncle,  you  flatter — 
I  am  fure  you  k*now  me  better  than  to  fufpedt 

me  of  a  matrimonial  inclination. 

• »  •  -      *        " .         -       - 

Vand.  SufpeSi!  No,  upon  my  foul;  I  h^yc 
done  lufpe6ting  you  a  long  time  ago.  And  io 
you  really  think  that  you  were  the  rn,agnet  of  at-* 
traftion,  as  you  call  it  ? 

Mifs  Vand.  Pofitively*  - 

Vand.  And  that  this  young  Unknown  is  a  prince 
in  difguife  ? 

Mtfs  Vand.  No,  no ;  I  did  not  abfolutely^qrt 
that  he  was  a  prince,  neither. 

Vand.  Oh,  not  abfolutely  a  prince ;  only  a  pre- 
tender ! 
-   Mifs  Vand.  Only  a  man  of  faftiion  I  tell  you. 

Vand.  Truly,  as  you  obferve,  it  was  a  .con- 
founded ftrange  paltry  trick-pfaman  offs^fhion.to 
pick  the  pocket  of  an  honeft  citizen.  And  yet, 
now  I  think  of  it,  it  is  riot  ftiange  vat  all  >  becaufe 
it*s  done  every  day.  Well,  FJl  e'en  go  fathoni 
the  matter  to  the  bottom ;  and,  if  it  turns  out 
4  as 
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as  you  fay — ^whyi  inftead  of  hariging  the  dog^ 
we'll  marry  him.  \^Exeunt. 

SCENE^  Meiyillt's  apartment 

Melvillej  f^lus^ 

Memoirs  of  a  noble  peer  juft  returned  from  his 
travels;  widi  his  hair-breadth  'fcapes,  &c.  &c.  ha ! 
ha!  ha!  Methinks  I  already  fee  the  advertiie- 
ment  in  capitals,  for  the  amufement  of  my  footmen, 
and  the  emolument  of  fome  hackney  fcribbler. 
A  rare  frolick  this,  i'faith  !  However,  I  muft  e'en 
ftem  my  difficulties  till  I  hear  the  fuccefs  of 
Charles's  plan — but  how  to  convey  a  letter  to 
him.   (Mufes.) 

Enter  Vandercrab* 

Vand.  So;  there ftiands  my  gentleman !  Hefeems 
a  litde  thoughtful  or  fo.  By  this  time,  I  luppofe, 
he  begins  to  have  the  fear  of  a  halter  before  his 
eyes.  I  am  ftill  fomewhat  flow  of  belief  as  to  this 
love  plot,  I  own.  Yet,  Letty  was  pofitive  j  and 
as  it  is  poflible  he  wants  money,  and  certain  that 
flie  wants  a  hufband;  er^Oy  he  may  have  had 
fagacity  enough  to  think  of  providing  for  both.--- . 
Sir,  I— 

Melv.  What,  my  old  Don,  are  you  come  to 
vifit  your  flate  prifbner  ?  why  how  dare  you  ven- 
ture youxidi  tete-a-tete  with  fuch  a  bloody-minded 
fellow  as  I  am  ? 

Vand.  Why  look  ye.  Sir!  fince  we  parted  lafl 
I  have  had  a  fmall  fecret  whifpered  in  my  ear. 

MeL  (Afide)  So  Virtu  has  betrayed,  I  fup- 
pofe? 

Vand. 
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Vand.  There  has  been  a  little  fort  of  a  miftakCj 
I  find. 

Melv.  (Jfide,)  Even  fo^-m-Najr,  then  the 
game's  at  an  end. 

yand.  Infhort,  I  am  told,  that— .-I  don't  know 
how  to  believe  it  neither  !-r— I  aip  told  that  you 
^re— r'Slife,  I  fhall  niafee  a  ridiculoys  figure  here 
atkft.  (AjideJ 

^  Melv.  Come,  Mr,  Vandercrab  j  to  put  an  end 
to  your  embarraffment,  in  oqe  word,  you  may 
believe  it. 

Vand.  I  may-— may  I  ? 

Melv,  You  may. 

Vand.  And  then  you  are  really  and  truly — 

Melv.  Really  and  truly. 

Vand.  In  love. 

Melv.  In  what,  Sir  ?  (Aftde)  Where  the  deuce 
is  he  rambling  now  ?  With  Mifs  Harley,  I  fup- 
pofe.  Not  amiis  that  idea,  and  fomewhat  nearer 
truth  than  I  could  have  wilh'd. 

Vand.  Come,  come,  you  may  as  well  be  frank 
af  once ;  fhe  has  told  me  all. 

Melv.  (v)itb/urprife.)  Indeed! 

Vand.  You  have  made  your  ground  fure,  I 
find. 

Melv,  (Mde.)  Have  I  fo  ?  thanks  for  the  in- 
formation. 

Vand.  So,  if  yotj  can  prove  yourfelf  not  to  be 
a  fcoundrel,  and  as  Ihe  has  a  pretty  fortune —    . 

Melv.  Pljia !-7^— hang  her  fortune!  Money, 
Mr.  Vandercrajj,  is  no  objeft  to  me. 

Vand,  Oh  dear,  S}r,  none  at  all,  I  dare  fwear. 
Money  1  Mere  vulgar  drofsj  no  objeft  at  all  to 
a  gentleman   of  yofir   appearance.     Not  abfo-- 
lutely  a  Prince,  as  Lettv  fajrs,  but  a  Duke  or 
a  Lord  in  dilguife,  at  lead. 

Melv.  My  pretenfions  do  npt  fly  quite  fo  high 
as  die  forpiei*,  Mr,  Vandercrab. 

Vand^ 
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Vand\  No !  WHt,  now  yoiiVctoo  modeft !  Yes, 
you  are,. upon  my  fouL  Be  %  Duke  at  once, 
Never  ipdil  a  .good*  ftory  in  the  telfing,  man  ;  and 
jone's  full  a§  probabje  as  t'other,  you'  know.  Nay^ 
it  was  really*  rer*y*  condfclbcnding  in  a  perfon  of 
your  Grate's  dignity;  ro  make  myhumbfe  roof 
your  own-s  elpecially  \^en  you  rrtuft  hav6  fp 
jnany  fine  eftates,  and  caftles — in  ^"e  air. 

Mtlv.  WMat  I  am;  Sir,  altttle  time  will  ex- 
plain.- FOTtune,  I  repeat,  is  no  object  to  me, 
I'he  youth  and  beauty  pf  the  lady  are  of  io'  eJt- 
traordinary  a  kind — 

Vand.  Why,  yes,  as  you  obferVt,  they  are  of 
a  very  cxttiaordinarykind,  indeed: 

Meh.  As  would  fully  juftlfy-  me  in  rriy  own 
eyes, .  whatever    tl;e,  v^^d  .may    fay  of    die 

mateh, 

' '  yknS. '  The  fl^oHdhy  !  here's  a  pompous  fel- 
IbwI^WHyari  EirrtpffoPs  a  chimney  fweeper  to' 
him !.  Well,  Sir,  nothing  now^remairt^s  but  toktiow 
where  GHarles  is;  and  what  your  name  may  be  ? 
►    Meh.  Both  of. which  I  have'  told  you  are  fe- 
crets.  - 

'  PaHd.  SttrStsi  'Sdeadi,  *  Sir,  do  you*  intend 
to  be  married. without. a  name  ?  ,.  , 

'  M/t). '^Sdeathv^Sir;  I  don-t  know  whether  I 
intend  to  be  married  at  all, 

Vafi(}:l  cirt  hold;  no  longer — Look'ye,  Sir^ 
without  further  ctt-tmony,  you  are  (Melville  ad- 
ranter angrify.)  'Gad,  I  like  ypuf  looks  fo  little 
— that — I.  wprit  tell  you  what  you  are.      [£y/>, 

•'  Meiik  (laughing.)  So,  between  hanging  an4 
maf tying,  I  am^in  a  pretty  critical  Ctuatiori  here ! 
Mils  Harley  avow  a  paflron  for  me !  Impoffible, 
V  fcarce  dare  hopcit.  Cold  and  inexorable,  when 
fhe  fuppofed  me.  the  fon  of  Mr.  Vandercrab — 
but,  hold, — Itr  mufl:  be  fo — flie  has  difcovered 

my 
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my  real  name  and  fituation,  and  with  the  ambition 
incident  to  her — {Noi/e  at  the  door.)'  Plha !  V an- 
dercrab  again  ! — So,  fo ;  the  lady  herfelf— the 
plot  thickens — Mifs  Harley  ! 

Mifs  Harley  entering^  alarmed^  and  fearful 

•  Mifs  Har.  Oh,  Charles !  for  to  me  you  ftill 
bear  that  name — how  am  I  to  excufe  an  intru- 
fion  upon  you  fo  Angular  ? 

Melv.  Can  my  Sophia  ever  term  her  prefence 
an  intrufion  ?  It  is  joy,  pleafure,  liberty  to  me ; 
and  if  the  delicacy  of  her  own  heart  demands  an 
excufe,  let  her  allow  mine  to  fupply  the  ten-- 
dereft 

Mifs  Har.  It  is  an  obfervation  your  delicacy 
might  have  fpared  me.  Sir ;  but  the  moments  are 
precious.     I  came  to  offer  you  an  opportunity 
for  efcape,  which  may  not  eafily  occur  again. 
'  Melv.,  TJiis  generofity.  Madam! 

Mifs  Har.  Charles,  Charles,  it  is  my  turn  to  be 
generous  now.  You  honoured  me  with  your  at- 
tentions at  a  time  when  duty  to  my  benefaftor 
and  friend  obliged  .me  to  Ihun  you ;  that  tie 
withdrawn,  I  think  I  owe  you  an  adt  of  grati- 
tude, which,  however  fingular  your  prefent  fitu- 
ation,  I  dare  hope  you  will  never  reduce  me  to 
blulh  for. 

Melv.  Thus  on  my  knees — 

Mifs  liar.  Rife^  Sir,  your  efcape  muft  be 
immediace. 

Melv.  Make  it  then  bleft  by  accortipanying 
me. 

Mifs  Har.  Accompanying  you !  Heavens !  can 
you  infult  me  with  the  idea  ? 

Melv.  And  why  not,  my  love?  Flattered  as 
I  am  with  the  tender  intereft  you  have  already 
taken  in  my  fate  ■ 

G  Mifs 
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Mtjs  Har.  I  thank  you  for  the  reproach,  Sir> 
and   feel  all    the   Ituniiliation   conveyed    in    it. 

(Going.) 

Melv.  Allow  me  to  explain. 

Mifs  Har.  Never.  The  heart  that  could  {6 
grofsiy  mifconftriie  mihe,  deferves  to  lofe  it.  Apo- 
logies would  be  fruidefs,  and  I  can  now,  indeed, 
think  you  the  contemptible  adventurer  you  ap- 
pear. 

Melv.  Adventurer,  Madam !  Hear,  and  be- 
lieve me  when  I  affert,  that  if  the  perfon  of  Lord 
Melville  were  known  to  you,  my  claim  to  that 
title  w;ould  need  no  appeal  but  to  your  eye. 

Mifs  Har.  For  fhame,  for  fhame.  Sir !  to  fpare 
you  the  meannefs  of  further  duplicity,  know  that  I 
am  too  well  acquainted  with  Lady  Charlotte 
Courtly,  to  be  fo  ealily  deceived,  with  relpeft 
either  to  the  fentiments  or  condudt  of  the  no- 
bleman you  mention,  and  under  her  friendly 
roof  I  will  now  feek  a  repofe,  this  I  fear  can 
never  more  afford  me. 

Melv.  Yet  hear  me,  Sophia;  you  weep! 

Mifs  Har.  I  do  not  blufh  for  ipy  tears.  Sir; 
they  ftamp  indignity  only  on  him  who  caufed 
them;  and  furely  the  fharpeft  pang  a  generous 
mind  can  fufFer,  is  on  proving  the  objedl  moft  dear 
to  it,  unworthy  the  diftinftion.  [Exit. 

Melv.  One  moment  only  ?  The  fuppofed  Lord 
Melville  is  Charles— She's  gone!  and  with  an 
indignation  fo  lively  as  to  prove  itfelf  fincere.  Her 
infulted  delicacy  demands  a  reparation ;  and,  Ipite 
of  pride  and  prejudice,  it  muft  be  made. 


End  of  the  third  A5f. 
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ACT       IV. 


SCENE   I. 

jin  Afartment  in  Sir  JohnV  Houfe. 

Mifs  Harley  difcovered  walking  about y  followed  by 

Kitty. 

Kitty. 

W  ELL,  dear  Madam,  what  fignifies  walking 
yourfelf  to  death  about  the  room?  you  may  as 
well  fit  down :  as  to  Lady  Charlotte's  being  abroad, 
why,  I  fuppofe  there's  nothing  very  extraordinary 
in  that;  and  for  my  part,  I  think  you  were  very 
lucky  in  efcaping  fo  well  from  Old  Crufty. 

Mifs  Har.  You  muft  not  fpeak  difrefpeftfuUy 
of  Mr.  Vandercrab,  Kitty;  had  all  under  his  roof 
poflefled  the  fame  virtues  with  himfelf^  I  had 
never  quitted  it.    (Sighs). 

Kitty,  A  fig  for  his  virtues,  Ma'am!  I  am  fure 
he  could  never  endure  to  fee  us  fervants  drefled 
in  a  chriftian-like  manner.  However,  Ma'am, 
when  you  are  mifl:rcfs  of  this  fine  houfe — 

Mifs  Har.  Me !  niiftrefs  of  this  houfe,  Kitty ! 
you  dream. 

Kitty.  (Aftde.)  Deuce  take  my  tongue,  it's 
always  running  before  my  wit ;  I  hope  flie  won't 
difcover  that  it  is  Sir  John  Lovelace's,  till  I  am 
gone :  (to  her)  I  mean,  ma'am,  when  you  live 
with  Lady  Charlotte  in  this  houfe. 

Mifs 
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Mifs  Har.  To  be  fo  inhofpidibly  received ;  fb 
xoldly  'welcomed ! 

Kitty.  Why  to  be  fure  her  ladyfhip  might  as 
well  have  ordered  us  a  litde  bit  of  a  regale,  or  fo, 
juft  to  pafs  away  the  time  j  •  fuppofe,  ma'am,  you 
were  to  amufe  yourfelf  with  that  litde  fong  you 
were  trying  laft  night  ? 

Mijs  Har.  I  have  no  foul  for  harmony  at  pre- 
sent, Kitty. 

Kitty.  Ah!  ma'am,  if  you  had  but  feen  how 
Mr.  Charles  look'd  at  you,  while  you  were  finging 
it — I  am  lure  I  Ihall  never  forget  his  eyes. 

MiJs  Har.  PIha !  nonfenfe  1  however,  I  would 

|iot  willingly  prolong  one  tedious  hour. ^ 

(MiJs  Harley  fings.) 


S    ON    G. 


Fr9m  the  light  Down  that  mocks  the  Gaky 

The  Linnet  culls  her  Stores ; 
From  each  wild  Flower  that /cents  the  Vale 

The  Bee  a  Balm  explores  : 

IVith  Nature^ s  trueft  Senfe  endued^ 

Unconfcious  of  Alloy  y 
In  ev^ry  Gift  they  find  a  Godd^ 

And  evWy  Good  enjoy. 

« 

feelings  vain  C3)ildy  alone^  affined 

A  doubtful^  wavering  Pow^r^ 
With  Sighs  can  chill  the  Summer  Wind^ 

With  Tears  can  blight  the  Fkw'r. 

Its  only  dangerous  Gift^  ah  /•  why 

Did  Heaven  to  Man  imhart; 
And  bid  each  treacherous  Senfe  fupply 

A  yenomfor  his  Heart  I 


Kittys 
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Kiny.  A  charming  fong.  Madam! 

A^tfs  Hot.  And  a  fpiridefs  finger.  But  time 
flies;  Mr.  Vandercrab  will  foon  receive  die  letter 
i  left  behind  me,  and  a  long  abfence  may  induce 
him  to  fufpeft  you :  return  therefore  immediately^ 
and (feels  for  berpurfej. 

Kitty.  (Afide)  Yes,  to  tell  my.mafter,  that  you 
are  run  away  with  the  old  beau  here  I  dear  heart, 
it  almoft  goes  againft  my  confcience;  and  yet,  as 
Sir  John  fays,  'tis  but  a  litde  harmlefs  tricking  for 
her  good  after  all. 

Mifs  Ear.  Accept  this  trifle,  dear  Kitty,  in 
tefl:imony  of  my  gratitude  for  the  paft ;  and  be  af- 
fured,  that  whatever  is  my  future  fate,  I  fliall  en- 
deavour to  reward  your  fervices  as  they  defcrve. 

Kitty.  (Afide)  Reward  my  fervices  as  they  de* 
ferve  !  now,  like  many  greater  folks,  can't  I  tell 
whether  that  promife  means  a  place  ox  a,  pillory  ? 

[£;fi/ Kitty* 

M^fs  Har.  (Alone)  Why  I  fliould  wilh  the 
company  of  a  girl  like  that,  I  know  not;  yet  either 
my  fancy  throws  its  own  colouring  over  every 
objeft,  or  the  very  apartments  are  ftrange,  cold^ 
and  comfordefs:  this  I  think  I  was  never  in  be- 
fore ;  and  the  adjoining  one  feems  a  fl^y.  I  will 
try  if  the  thoughts  of  others  are  more  amufing 
ihan  my  own.  [Exii^ 

Enter  Sir  John,  watching  Mifs  Harley. 

Sir  John.  So !  thus  far  my  plan  is  fuccefsfuL 
My  houfe,  infl:ead  of  my  niece's,  is  become  the 
afylum  of  the  fair  fugitive;  and  now,  Cupid 
and  Venus  befriend  m?!   but  flie's  here! 

[Retires^ 


Mi6 
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Mils  Harley,  re-entering  (in  great  agitation). 

JSJs  Har.  Heavens !  what  will  become  of  me  I 

'die. apartment  within  cannot  be  Lady  Charlotte's^ 

and  my  heart  beats  with  the  wildeft  apprelienfions. 

At  any  rate,  I  will  immediately  RytO'-(goingj/ees 

Sir  John,  who  comes  forward  and  kneels)  Ah! 

Sir  John.  My  arms !  my  angel !  And  in  them 
find  every  welcome,  love  and  fortune  can  afford. 

Mijs  Har.  This  language.  Sir  John,  is  an  equal 
degradation  to  both  of  usj  I  came  here  under 
promife  of  proteftion— - 

Sir  John.  Wliich  you  fhall  find  in  its  ampleft 
extent  J  tho'  not  exaftly  from  the  perfon  expefted. 
In  a  word,  my  fweet  Sophia,  this  is  my  houfe,  not 
L»ady  Charlotte's ;  and  the  little  artifice  by  which 
you  have  been  mifled 

MiJs  Har.  Miljed,  Sir  John !  betrayed !  tre- 
panned !  infamoufly  and  meanly  trepanned !  I  have 
neither  Ipirits,  or  words  to  exprefs  half  the  indig- 
naticm  I  feel. 

Sir  John.  Charming  girl!  how  irrefiftible  are 
thofe  tears !  Let  me \ — 

Mtjs  Har.  Be  filent.  Sir.  You  have  perhaps 
difgraced,  certainly  ihocked,  but  to  tempt  me, 
is  beyond  your  power !  my  former  difguft  is  now 
only  heightened ;  and  when  to  the  abfurdities  of 
your  charafter,  you  thus  oblige  me  to  annex  its 
vices,  I  fcarce  know  whether  my  contempt,  or 
ipy  averfion  are  moft  predominant. 

Sir  John.  (Aftde)  Here  are  heroics  for  you ! 
This  is  the  gentle  Mifs  Harley  too !  Zounds !  I 
never  knew  the  gendeft  of  the  fex,  but  touch  her 
on  a  favourite  topic,  and  ihe  could  rant  like  a 
tragedy  queen. 

Mijs  Har.  For  an  infult  fo  bafe,  one  only  pof- 

fiblc  reparation  now  remains.  Sir  John ;  let  me 

inftantly  return  and—** 

Sir  John. 
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Sir  John.  Return ! — Come,  come,  Mils  Har- 
ley;  if  love  has  no  influence,  at  leaft  liften  to  pru- 
dence. You  are  in  my  houfe ;  the  family  you 
have  quitted  know  your  flight  to  be  voluntary  5 
and  are,  ere  this,  informed  ot  your  retreat.  Aban- 
doned, therefore,  by  them,  where  can  you  find  fb 
fafe  a  fhelter  as  in  the  bofom  of— - 
•  Mifs  Har.  A  wretch  I  who  has  meanly  plotted  to 
deprive  me  of  every  other.  Oh,  Charles !  Charles ! 
was  it  for  this  then  that  I  fled  from  thee  ?  {throws 
herjelf  into  a  chair ^  and  burfts  into  tears.) 

Enter  a  Servant. 


Serv.  Sir,  Mr.  Varnilh  is  below  wth  a  Ve- 
nus. 

Sir  John.  Well,  blockhead!  and  Pm  above 
with  a  Venus;  bid  him  call  another  time,  I'm  en- 
gaged. 

Serv.  He  defired  me  to  inform  you.  Sir — 

Sir  John.  Bid  him  call  another  time,  I  fay. 

Serv.  That  his  Grace  has  oSered  twenty  gui- 
neas more. 

Sir  John.  0*ons,  firrah!  bid  him  call — an — 
hey! — what!  twenty  guineas  more  do  you  fay? 

Serv.  And  that  the  bargain  is  to  be  ftruck  with- 
in this  hour. 

Sir  John.  Struck  within  this  hour  is  it?  Mult 
fee  Varnifh !  Yes,  yes,  muft  fee  Vamifh  i  and 
now  for  my  dernier  refource  with  the  Lady — 
vanifh,  rafcal.  [^Exit  Servant. 

To  convince  you  of  my  honour,  Mifs  Harley, 
this  paper  contains  a  fettlement,  {takes  one  from 
his  pocket)  which  only  wants  my  fignature  to 
be  legal.    Deign  to  perufe  iti  a  few  moments 

confix 
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confidcration  may  do  wonders  in  my  favour  j  and 
for  that  time,  ma  belle  amie^  I  kifs  your  hands. 

[^Lays  the  paper  on  the  tabky  and  exit  4 

Mijs  Har.  {riftng)  He  has  plotted  but  too 
iuccelsfully :  whichever  way  I  turn,  ruin  and  in- 
famy purfue  me.  And  Charles !  what  can  he 
think,  but  that,  dazzled  with  fplendor,  I  meanly, 
fold  myfelf  to  a  wretch,  devoid  of  every  other 
recommendation !  But  is  there  no  bell !  no 

Cba.  {Singing  without)  Tol  de  rol,  loll. 

Mifs  Har.  Some  one  is  on  the  ftairs ;  and  if 
my  ear  did  not  deceive  me,  the  key,  though 
turned,  ftill  remains  in  the  lock  ? 

Cha.  (Trying  the  door  and  knocking)  Sir  John, 
Sir  John ! 

Mifs  Har.  (Faintly)  Come  in. 

Cha.  What,  like  a  Ijprite  through  the  key- 
hole ?  The  door's  faft,  man ! — Hey-day !  locked 
on  the  outfide  !  (Entering.)  Pray  what  fort  of  a 
frol — hey  ! — a  woman — young  and  pretty ! — 
modeft  too,  one  fhou'd  fwear  by  her  appearance, 
if  her  fituation  rwere  equivocal. 

Mifs  Har.  How  oddly  he  looks  at  me!  What  ftiall 
I  fay  to  him  ?  you  wifhed  to  fee  Sir  John  Love- 
lace, I  believe.  Sir?     (Curtfying) 

Cha.  (Bowing)  I  believe  I  did,  Madam !  But 
really  my  eyes  are  fo  much  better  engaged  at 
prefent — that — upon  my  word— -I   don't  know- 
any  body  I  (hould  lefs  wifh  to  fee. 

Mifs  Har.  Your  appearance.  Sir,  belpeaks 
the  gentleman. 

Cha.  (Bowing)  Oh,  dear,  Madarn! 

Mfs  Har.  Might  I  venture  to  requeft — 

Cha.  (Advancing)  Requeft!  my  dear  creature! 
Lips  like  thofe  were  formed  tp  command. 


Mifs  Har. 
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Mifs  liar.  (Retreating)  Sir ! 

"  Cba.  Nay,  don't  be  alarmed !  By  this  fair 
hand,  I  would  not  willi  to  ftir  up  the  gall  of  the 
old  Bironiet :  though,  when  next  he  locks  the  door 
upon  a  pretty  girl,  I  recommend  him  to  let  it  bq 
on  the  infiae  at  leaft  But  proceed :  thofe  fofc 
eyes  are  full  of  fomewhat,  which  I  am  impatient 
to .» 

.Mi/s  Har.^  They  are  fliU  of  tears.  Sir — the 
painful  language  of  my  heart ;  your  looks  fpeak  a 
fulpicion,  which,  though  I  blulh  to  incur,  I  have 
not  leifure  to  obviate— I  have  been  tricked  into 
thishoufe.  '    - 

Ci?a.  How  !  trickled  !-— <;!an  this  be  true? 

'  Mj/j  Har.  Heavcins.!    can  you  doubt  it  ?  The" 
»  bitternefsL  of  the  avowal  furely  ftamps  a  convic- 
tion q£  its  fincerity  upon  my  features. 

Cba.  (Jfide)  .  Faith  I  begin  to  think  flxe 
i3  in  earnell!  I  muft  know  more  of  this. — 
Who  are  you.  Madam? 

NLifs  liar.  A  future  time.  Sir,  may  explain! 
both  my  fituation  and.  connexions. — ^JVIy  name, 
is  Harley. 

Cha.     Harley !     Not  Sophia  Harley  ? 
.    Mifs  Har.     The  fame.  Sir;  the  ward  of  Mr. 
Vandercrab-  . 

Cba.   Of  Mr.  Vandercrab !  Impoflible.  (Afide). 
My  Other's  war4  in  t;he  houfe  of  Sir  John  Love- 
lace.— Surely  MdvHle — 
r  Mifs  Bar.     (46^0    His  fadier,   and  Mel-, 
villc  "did  he  fay  ?         .  .... 

Cbh.  (Still  balf  ajide)  But  this  is  no  time  for 

'explanation.     Inform  me.  Madam,  where  I  Can 

place  you  with  fafety  for  the  prcfent ;  and,  be  af- 

lured,  r  take  an  intereft  in  your  welfare,  that  will 

induce  me  amply  to  retaliate  your  wrongs. 

Mifs  Har.  It  was  my  intention  to  have  claimed 
the  prote6tk)n  of  Lady  Charlotte  Courtly. 
'         "  H  Cba. 
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Cba.  More  wonders ! — But  proceed. 

Mifs.  Har.  The  darknefs  of  the  night,  and  the 
fimilitude  of  two  houfes  in  the  fanne  fquare,  made 
it  eafy  for  a  treacherous  fervant  to  rniflead  me : 
place  me  but  once  under  Lady  Charlotte's  roo^ 
and — O  heavens  ! — Sir  John ! 

Sir  John  enters. 

Cba.  Honour  me  with  your  hand.  Mils  Har- 
ley  J  my  fervants,  who  are  in  waiting,  will  attend 
you  fafely  to  Lady  Charlotte's. . 

Sir  John.  Lord  Melville,  give  me  leave  to —  . 

Cba.  In  a  few  moments.  Sir,  I  am  yours. 
Nay,  flirink  not.  Madam :  Sir  John  Lovelace 
knows  me;  and  will  have  no  difficulty  in  believing, 
that  I  dare  be  as  brave  in  the  defence  of  innocence, 
as  he  can  be  in  the  vindication  of  guilt. 

[Exiti  leading  Mifs  Harley* 

Sir  Jobn.  (Alone)  So !  a  confounded  fooliih 
bufinefs  I  have  made  of  this  !  plague  of  that  fel- 
low below,  and  his  pifture :  I  might  have  known 
that  a  Venus  upon  canvas  would  not  run  away ! 
but  he  muft  be  ingenious  that  can  keep  a  living 
one,  though  under  lock  and  key !  1  had  forgot, 
too,  that  this  puppy  of  a  Lord  ran  tame  about 
my  houfe.  Be  confoled,  however.  Sir  John; 
thine  is  no  uncommon  cafe ;  for,  when  an  old 
fellow  enters  the  lifts  with  a  young  one  for  a  pretty 
girl,  the  odds  are  ten  to  one,  that  he  looks  no 
nvifer  in  the  end  than  I  do !    ^  \Exit. 


SCENE, 
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SCENE,   Mr.  Vandercrab's  Hou/e. 
Mifs  Vandercrab,  followed  by  Kitty. 

Mijs  Van.  And  you  are  furc,  Kitty,  that  flic 
is  gone  to  Sir  John's  ? 

Kitty.  Pofitive,  Madam.  I  may  fafely  affirm, 
that  I  know  a  perfon  who  faw  her  there. 

Mifs  Van.  Yes,  yes,  I  always  fufpefted  what 
her  fuence  and  her  demurenefs  would  end  in ! 
there  is  fure  to  be  fome  mifchief  on  foot,  Kitty, 
when  a  young  flirt  holds  her  tongue. 

Kitty.  (Afide)  Aye,  or  whei>  an  old  one  talks. 

MiJs  Van.  I  am  glad  my  fagacity  was  not  de- 
ceived, however;  vely  glad  I  was  not  miftaken  in 
her— !-My. uncle  not  yet  returned,  do  you  fay? 

Kitty.  No,  Madam ;  but  my  maflrer  and  the 
Dutch  Gentleman  are  expedled  in  every  mo- 
ment. 

MiJs  Van.  Expefted !  O*  my  confcience  I  be- 
lieve the  bulls  and  bears  in  the  Alley  have  de- 
voured them  both :  however,  ypu'll  take  care  to 
deliver  this  to  him,- Kitty.  ( giving  a  letter )  I 
have  given  him  a  hint  of  Mils  Sophia's  retreat : 
he  may  take  his  own  meafures :  for  my  part,  I 
am  convinced  that  it  will  be  a  charitable  deed  to 
refcue  the  poor  thing  from  further  deftruftion ; 
therefore  I'll  go  immediately  to  Sir  John  Love- 
lace's,— that  I  maybe  the  firft  to  expofe  heir, 

{Exit, 

Kitty.  {Alone)  Get  thee  gone,  envy  and  vexa- 
tion of  fpirit ! ,  Well,  it  muflibe  owned,  that  Sir 
John  underftands  laying  a  plot;  fince  there  is  not 
fo  efieftual  a  method  of  publifliing  a  piece  of 
fcandal,  as  that  of  telling  it  for  a  fccret — Hey 
day !  here  comes  my  mafter  through  the  compt- 
ing-hpufe ;  and  with  the  letter  in  his  hand  Mifs 

H  2  Harley 
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Harley  left  behind.  I'll  e'en  keep  out  of  the 
way  j  for,  if  he  does  but  fufpedt  me  of  knowing 
any  thing,  'tis  ten  to  one  but  he'll  difcover  all. 

.  lExif  Kitty. 

Enter  Vandercrab,  through  a  folding  door^  with 
a  letter  open  in  bis  handy  and  folloived  by  Med- 
ley. 

Med.  But  this  elopement  is  the  moft  furprifing 
thing,  Mr.  Vandercrab 

Vand.  Pfha !  not  at  all  furprifing,  r\ot  at  all 
furprifing,^  I  tell  you  :  'tis  natural*— 'tis  in  cha- 
rafter.  We're  all  a  fet  of  fools  together. 
.  Here,  I'm  a  fool,  becayfe  I  did  not  know  a  rogue 
from  my  own  fon !  and  you're  not  much  wifer, 
though  you  did  :  and  Letty,  Ihe's  a  fool  in-  one 
Way;  and  Mifs — ihe's  determined  to  have  her 
ftiare  of  folly  in  another ! 

Med.  But  a  young  woman's  reputation,  Mr. 
Vandercrab,  is  fo'  important  a  charge 

Vand.  That  Ihe  always  rids  her  friends  of  it  as 
foon  as  fhe  can :  What  now,  I  fuppofe  you'd 
flame  and  rave,  and  fret  yourfelf  fick,  to  fee  your 
family  at  fixes  and  fevens,  like  mine  ? 

Med.  I  confefs  I  fhould  feel  rather — 

Vand.  (With  Jufprejfed  vexation)  Aye,  aye,  I 
know  you  would ;  but  you  fee  how  I  bear  it ! 
Now,  you'd  be  for  hanging  the  fcoundrel  above 
ftairs  firft,  and  yourfelf  after !.  But  I'm  a  man  of 
the  world,  Mr.  Medley,  and  thefe  things  never 
derange  me.  Nay,  I  ihould  not  be  in  the  leaft 
ftirprifed  to  fee  that  very  rogue,  now  lafely  un- 
der lock  and  key,  walking  about  my  houfe,  with 
the  eafe  and  the  impudence  of  a — (Turns  fiort  on 
Melville^  who  enters)  Death  and  the  devil.  Sir ! 
how  did  you  get  here  ? 

Mtlv. 
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•  Melv.  By  the  grand  mafter  key,  Mr.  Vander- 
crab— ^a  golden  one — don't  be  alarmed  however, 
depend  upon  my  parole. 

Fand.  rd  rather  you  depended  upon  a  halter. 

Med.  All  in  charafter,  my  good  friend  you 
know  5  Mifs  Harley  having  made  one  elopement, 
this  young  gendeman,  I  fuppofe,  meant  to  ob- 
lige us  with  another 

Melv.  Mifs  Harley  eloped  ?  impoflJble ! 

Fand.  As  impoffible  as  'tis,  it's  true.  Sir  3  Ihe  has 
withdrawn  herlelf,  to  ufe  her  own  mincing  phrafe, 
and  you  may  fee  it  under  her  own  mincing  hand 
too  (throwing  the  letter). 

Enter  Kitty,  and  delivers  a  letter  to  Vandercrab. 

/  Kitty.  Sir,  my  lady  defired  me  to  give  you  this. 

Vand.  Why,  what's  fhe  eloped  too  ? 

Med.  For  aught  I  fee,  my  good  friend,  you 
and  I  are  the  only  part  of  your  houfehold  who  are 
likely  to  prove  fixtures. 

Vand.  Fixtures  !  'Slife,  if  this  humour  of  migra- 
ting holds,  I  fhall  expeft  to  fee  the  houfe  itfelf 
travelling,  like  the  chapel  of  Loretto,  thro'  the 
air;  but  come,  let  me  fee  f'iJ^tf^j/j^  ".Dear  uncle, 
"  I  think  it  neceffary  to  inform  you,  that  the  fair 
^*  difgracer  of  your  family  will  be  found  at  Sir 
^'  John  Lovelace's." 

Melv.  At  Sir  John  Lovelace's ! 

Vand.  (Still  reading)  Um!— um!— um!  *' flight 

*^  ought  not  to  furprife  you"^ ^um  ! "  litde 

**  hint  from  your's  in  hafte, 

"  Letitia  Vandercrab." 
(folding  the  letter)  Yes,  Sir,  Sir  John  Love- 
lace's. 

Melv.  'Sdeath,  Sir!  this  is  a  ptet  cidicr  upon 
the  honor  or  reputation'  of  Mifs  Harley. 

Vand. 


\ 
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Vand.  'Slife,  Sir,  now  I'm  of  opinion,  it's  a  plot 
upon  both,  and  of  her  own  invention  too. 

Melv.  If  fhe  is  indeed  at.  Sir  John's,  fomc 
treachery  has  drawn  her  there;  fhe  meant  to  have 
accepted  the  proteftion  of  Lady  Charlotte  Courtly. 
This  I  had  from  her  own  lips,  and  therefore  can- 
not be  deceived. 

Vand.  Hum !  Now  that's  the  very  reafon  why 
I  think  you  may. 

Melv.  Her  fame,  her  honor,  even,  demand 
your  immediate  interference.  And  in  a  word, 
€ir,  if  yqu  do  not  fly  to  proteft  her — I  will. 

Vand.  Well  faid,  Mr.  Bounce !  Od,  I  like  your 
looks  better  than  I  did  tho' :  and  if  this  is  really 
the  cafe,  why  I  don't  care  if  I  fly  along  with  you. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE,  an  apartment  in  Lady  Charlotte'^  houfe. 
A  table  with  muftckjcattered  over  tt^  i^c. 

Mifs  Harley  and  Lady  Charlotte  enter. 

Lady  Char.  Oh !  the  unrealbnable  old  mortal ! 
I  pofitively  difclaim  him  for  an  uncle !  Why  did 
you  not  dart  one  angry  glance,  Sophia,  and  fix 
him  amidift  his  own  petriraftions  ? 

Mifs  Ear.  Where,  a  petrifaction  is  begun  at 
the  heart,  neither  words  or  looks  avail  muchj 
but  enough  upon  the  odious  fubjeft !  from  what 
I  have  recounted,  you  are  then  really  of  opinion, 
that  the  fuppofed  Lord  Melville  is  no  other  than 
Charles  Vandercrab, and  that  this  has  been  a  dou- 
ble transformation  ? 

Lady  Char,  Convinced  of  it !  the  idea  is  con- 
firmed by  a  thoufand  fulpicious  circumftances, 
that  wcrie  wholly  unaccountable  before. 

Mljs  Har.  And  you  are  not  ferioufly  ofiended 
at  the  difcovery  ? 

Lady 
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JLady  Char.  Serioujlyl  mortally  child!  only  I 
don't  intend  to  adopt  the  female  method  of  re- 
venge, and  punifli  myfelf;  why,  my  dear  fenti- 
ment^  girl,  what  wou'd'ft  thou  have  me  do,  on 
the  dijcovery — as  you  term  it? 

Mifs  Har.  Even  exaftly  what  you  intend;  fol- 
low your  own  inclinations.  Raillery  apart>.how- 
cver,  I  am  not  clear,  whether  the  womian  who 
plots  upon  a  man's  heart  without  any  intention 
of  pirting  with  her  own,  does  not  juftify  a  little 
fetaliation. 

Lady  Char.    And  to  fay  truths  Charles  has 

never  made  a  fuigle  profeffion  to  me  under  Ma 

borrowed  name — tho'  he  perfecuted  me  in  his 

real  one:  are  you  fatisfied?  If  not,  I  proteft  to 

^you,.I  cannot  command  another  fober  idea. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

■ 

Serv.  Lord  Melville,  madam. 

Lady  Char.    Oh  the  dear  creature!  how  kind 
of  him  to  come  at  the  very  moment — 
'  Mijs  Bar.  How! 

.    Lady  Char.  When  pride  and  refentment  will 
render  me  fo  delightfully  perverfe ! 

Mifs  Har.  My  life  for  it,  he  is  come  to  tell— ^- 

Lady  Char.  What  I'm  refdlved  hot  to  Jicar^ 
retire  th^n,  my  dear  Sophia,  for  a  few  moments; 
it  is  now  my  turn  to  finefle;  and  if  I  don't  revenge 
mjr  own  caufe,  never  truft  .a  woman's  wit  again* 
(Exit  Mifs  Harley)  Yes,  yes;  here  he  comes, 
with  fentimentind.  explanation  in  every  line  of  his 
f^ice:  now  for  a  faucy  air,  and  that  tffencc  of  co- 
quetry, a'  fong.  (Snatches  her  guitar  off  the 
table  and  ftrikes  the  chords). 


I  ^ 


Charles^ 
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Charles,  entering. 


It 

« 

cc 


\  ne  trembling  firings  to  touch  her  fingers  croudy 
And  tell  their  joy  for  ev'ry  kijs  aloiid\ 
"  Small  art  there  needs  to  make  them  tremble  Jo  y 
•    ^'  ^oucFd  by  her  hand — who  would  not  tremble 

^'too?r 

Lady  Gha.  Moft  apropos !  O.  what  a  delightful 
age  was  that,  when  love  was  the  univerfal  theme  ^ 
when  wits,  poets,  and  even  ftatefmen,  thought  no 
other  worthy  their  pens;  and  the  dilpofition  of  ^ 
patch,  or  the  colour  of  a  knot,  gave  birth  to  more 
fonnets  than  the  whole  fchool  of  Parnaffus  affords 
us  in  A  century  now  !  It  was-  the  gulden  age  ioi 
women. 

Cha.  Rather  the  iron  one,  madam ;  when  gal- 
lantry was  the  tame  fubftitute  for  paffion ;  and  con- 
ceits were  multiplied  like  Egyptian  emblems,  till 
the  goddefs  was  forgotten  in  the  whimfical  deco- 
rations of  her.  fhrine^i 

Lady  Char.  And  yet,  do  you  know,  you  would 
have  been  little  better  than  a  Goth,  had  you  lived 
in  thofe  days  ?  I  declare,  I  do  not  believe  you 
have  faid  a  civil  thing  to  me  this  four  and  twenty 
hours. 

.  Cha.  {^fide)  How  fhall  I  begin?  Every 
moment  while  it  increafes  the  necefility  of  explain- 
ing myfelf,  kffens  the  power — Yet  thofe  encour- 
gging  fmiks. 

La^fy'Char.    Well!  heavepsi   howftupidyou 
are!  Da  not  you  &e!  I  am  >^itingtobe  flattered P- 
'  Cha.     Flattered! — firft  peli  me  how? 

Lady  Char.  Umphl  Ictmefee!— WV  no— 
It  Ihall  not  be  upon  my  perlbn  neither — No — 
pofitively  not  uponmyperfon;  I  think  that  tolera- 
ble enough  mjrfdf— What,  you  don't  ?  (He  looks 

fajjionately 
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jpaffionately  at  her)  No^  I  fee  by.  your  manner  you 
do  not. — Well,  let  that  pafs  then.  It  fhail  be  up- 
on my  prudence^  my  difcretion,  my  humility^  if 
you  pkife ;  and  ail  thofe  fob6r  yirtue^i  which  your 
fober  face,  is  juft  now  pj-eparing  a  panegyric  uponi 

Cha.  Y'our  virtues  and  your  faults  have  equal 
charms  for  me,     . 

Lady  Char.     Bravgl 

Cba.  Your  perfon  is.  enchanting;  your  mafl- 
iier  irrefiftible. 

Lady  Char.     Braviflimo  !  . 

Chd.     But — Oh!  Lady  Charlotte!  . 

Lady  Char.     Heaven3 !  did  ever  orator  make 
fq  flat  a  conclufion?     Why,  iiny  Lordj  has  your 
infuiration  totally  failed  you  of  a  fudden  ? 
♦    Cha.    Oji  th^  contrary^  it  becomes  but  too 
powerful.    Silence,  is,  the  trueft  proof  of  Love,  ^ 

Lady  Qbar.  Is  it?  Why  then  never  womao 
was  in  love  yet^  \  am  lure.  .   .  .  ^. 

Cha.     In.lhortj  Madamj  I  came  to  conunu- 

nicate  a  fecret  fo  important .  i 

«  Lady  Char.  'A  fecret ! .  better  .  and  better. 
Come,  come,  communicate  it  then  direftly — 
But  may  I  whifpex*  it  to  all  my  acquaintance?. 

Cha.  Once  imparted  to  you,  it  will  no  lon- 
ger remain  a  fQcret  to  any  one. 

Lady  Char,     No-;  that  I  will  engage. 
.   Chd.  .  Oil  my  knees  then—- 

Lady  Char.  Oh !  it  muft  be  told  bn  your  knees, 
miift  it  ?  Nay  then,  I  would  not  give'^  bouquet 
for  it.  For  I  have  had  fo  many  impOFtant  fecreta 
told  me  by  gentlemen  upon  their  knees ;  and  all 
of  them  fo  lamentably  ^ke — 

Cha.  Lady  Charlotte,  this  cutting  levity  at 
a  time  when  my  heart 

Lady  Char.  Come,  come,  my  Lord;  you 
muftpofitively  part  with  that  frown.  It  has  too 
much  of  the  Engliflunaa  in  it—It  has,  upon  m^ 

I    ,.  word- 
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word.    Engliihman !  nay  I  protcft  you  arc  growil 
as  gloomy  as  a  Dutch  Burgomailer. 

Cba.     Madam ! 

Lady  Char,  And  that  tone  too !  Sobarbaroufly 
impaflSoned ! — Take  care,  my  Lord,  take  care ! 
You  are  returning  to  Charles  again. 

Cba.  I  am  returned  to  Charles  a^in.  Madam, 
the  humble  Charles — But  it  is  perleftly  right — 
It  is  exiremely  weU— I  have  had  the  pleafure  of 
proving  myfelf  a  moft  egregious  coxcomb 

Lady  Char.     Ha!  ha!  ha! 

Cbd.  Enjoy  your  triumph,  Madam;  but  if 
you  are  only  vain  of  wounding  heartSy  it  will 
rarely  be  repeated;  fincethe  fops  by  whom  you 
are  generally  furrounded  have  none  to  lofe. 

Lady  Char.     Really  then,  I  think  a  chapeau 
a  mighty  pretty  fubftitute>  and  if  yours,  mj  Lord, 
occupied  its  place  under  your  arm,   inftead^  of 
fawing  the  air  like  a  truncheon—-— 

Cha.  Nothing  now  remains.  Madam,  but  to 
bid  you  ah  everl^ing  adieu. 

Lady  Char.  (j^O  That  muft  not  be  either — 
Now  for  a  litde  fem^^-sftifice  to  recall  him. 

Cba.  And  fhould  you  (which  however  I  am 
not  vain  enough  to  hope)  ever  again  difplay  thofe 
graces  I  once  found  fo  formidable;  ever  attempt 
to  allure  me,  by  thofe  fmiles — 

Lady  Cbar.  (Pulling  ber  glove)  This  tea- 
zing! 

Cba.  •Yet  you  fhould  find  my  rcfolutions  fii 
unalterable — 

.  Lady  Cbar.  Do  pray,  my  Lord,  pull  off  my 
glove  for  me.  (He  be/ttates.  At  lafi  pills  it  off^ 
falls  on  bis  knees ^  andkijfes  ber  band  in  a  tranjportl 
Ha!  hal  ha!  ha!  So  much  for  your  unalterable 
refolutions ! 

Cba.  Exquifite  trifler !  — you  were  born  to  break 
theiti.     But  tell  me5  can  the  moft  earneft  folici^ 

'    ^  cation; 
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tation,  the  tendereft  entreaty  prevail  upon  you  to 
be  ierious  ? 

Lady  Cha.  Hum! — Tendereft!  and  earneftl 
why,  yes,  I  thmk  I  can  be  ferious — nay,  I  am 
convinced  I  can^  provided  you  arc  not  unreafona*' 
ble  in  your  tinnte. 

Cba.  A  very  littk  will  fufficc  to  give  you  Ac 
hiftory  of  my  heart ;  the  imprcflioft  you  made  oft- 
it  at  Paris,  I  think  not  I  need  now  repeat. 

Lady  Char.  Really,  my  Lord, .  £  think  not 
either  j  fince  if  five  hundred  repetitions  are  not 
enough — 

Cba.  I  faw  you  furrounded  with  Love's  and 
Graces. 

Lady  Char^  French  ones,  then,  I  iwcar  j  for  I 
was. in  a  circle  of  powdered  petitt  mditus,  and^ 
rouged  coquettes. 

Cba.  Is  this  your  promife.  Lady  Qiarlotte?- 
Lady  Char.   Why  lud,-  what  would  you  have 
ngw? 

Cba.  By  heaven,  Madam,  you  have  not  beea : 
ferious  for  a  moment ! 

Lady  Char.  Well,  and  did  not  I  tel}  you  not  to 
be  unreafonable  in  ypur  time  ?, — and  apropos— 
<)f  time —  I  have  fiich  a  head  ! 
Cba.  Going,  Ma^iaqrif 

Lady  Cbar.  Thirteen  engagements  deep,  my 
Lord!  I  Ihall  be  ruined  if  I  iofe  a  moment;  and 
as  to  the  fecret^  why  you  may  perhaps  tell  it,  if 
we  meet  in  the  c  )urfe  pf  the  evening — or  if  not — 
to-morrpw — or  next  day — or  next  fummer— or  if 
it's  never  told — why^  I  fuppofe  it's  pf  up  great 
confequence^ 

Cba.  Perverife  and  ungrateful !  %o  ypu  it  plainly 
is  of  none ;    to  Sir  John  Lovelace,  ho^yever— 
(walks  backwards  and  forwards)  I  once  thought 
'  Lady  Charlotte — but—it  is  paft  I  and  by  imme- 
diately withdrawing,  I  will  if2^xt  you  a  further 

I  a  convi6liop 


\ 


«o         THE    NEW    PE-ERA'GE: 

coitviftion  of  my  weaknefs,  and  myfelf  the  pain 
of  feeing  the  woman  I  moft  love,  as  incapable 
of  a  generous,  as  of  a  tender  fentiment.      [Exit. 

.  Lady  Char,  {to  Mifs  Harley,  who  enters.)  Ha  ! 
I^a !  ha !  poor  Charles  y  now  have  I  fo  unrealbn-. 
able  a  ftock  of  good  nature,  that  though  he  has. 
plotted  moft  fuccefsfuUy  upon  my  vanity,  I  have 
ijot  the  heart  to  punilh  his  further. 
Mifs  i&r. .What  now  then  are  your  plans? 

.  Lajy  .Char.  A  quarter  of  an  hour  hente  we 
will  drop  in  at  Sir  John  Lovelace's;  nay,  be  not^ 
alarmed  j  with  me  you  are  fafe,  you  know;  there 
will :bc.nothing lingular  in.  the  ftcp,  .as  my  uncle 
expefts  me  to  look  at  a  pidture  he  has  lately  ad- 
ded to  his  colleftion ;  aiid  if  the  ecclairciffement 
takes  place  there,  (as  I  dare  fay  it  wiU)  I  will  io 
amply  revenge  myfelf  on  Charles — 
l^Js  Har.  What,  i>y  refufing  him  at  laft  ^ 

.  Lady  Char.  Oh,  lud,;nQ:  worfe^  npiy  dear— 
by  accepting  him —  Come  into  my  drelTing- 
room,  and  we'll  talk  further.        .  \Exeunt^ 


End  of  the  Fourth  A£f. 
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SCENE    I, 

Sir  John  Lovelace's  Houfe, 
'  Mifs  Vandercrab  enters^  followed  by  ajervant^ 

Mifs  Vandercrab.  ^ 

Sir  John  not  at  home? 

Serv.  No,  Madamj  my  matter  has  been  iout 
this  half  .hour, 

Mifs  Fand.  What,  and  a  Lady  with  him  ? 

Serv.  No,  Ma-am.  ■  ^ 

Mifs  Vand.  Nor  any  one  left  behind?  > 

Serv.  Not  a  creature  but  fervants.  Ma'am. 

Mifs  Vand.  The  confidence  of  this  coxcomb's 
denial  had  almoft  perfuaded  me  I  ihould  meet' 
them  at  the  firft  Aep ;  but  I  guels  how  it  is. 
Sir  John  is  gone  out  to  fave  appearances,  and 
Mifs,  in  the  interim,  is  ihut  up  in  fomq  re- 
tired apartment ;  is  not  that  the  cafe.  Sir  ? 

Serv.  Madam  ! 

Mifs  Vand.    Come,  come,  young  man,  you 
thinlc  it's  jealoufy  that  brings  me  here  i— -^ay,  noi 
denials :  I  fee  by  your  embarraffment  that  you 
do;. but  you  are  deceived;  you  are,  upon  my. 
word ;  Sir  John  and  I  are  not  upon  thofe  terms. 

Serv.  {Jfide)  No,  really;  nor  on  any  terms, 
if  I  may  judge  fi'om  your  appeajjprice. 

Mifs  Van.  What^  is  there  no  convenient  do- 
fet?  No  retired  apartment  where  a  fair  lady  may 
lie  hid.  for  half  an  hour  ?  •  * 

^erv.  {half  aftde)  The  deuce  is  in  this  woman; 

ihe  knows  our  houfe  as  Well  as  if  it  was  her  own. 

Mifs 
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Mifs  Van.  Confefs,  however,  the  whole  truth^ 
and  I  promife  to  reward  you  liberally.  (Takes  out 
her  purje) 

Serv.  (jbefitating)  Nay,  if  I  muft  fpeak,  ma- 
dam, the  whole  truth  \s^—{JJide,)  Now  can't  I  for 
my  foul  invent  a  lie :  the  wholp  ?ruth  is — 

Mifs  Van.  {impatiently ^  and  giving  him  money. Y 
Well. 

Serv.  That  I  really  know  nodiing  at  all  of  the  . 
matter. 

.Mifs  Van.  (pujhing  him  afide)  Impertinent  cox- 
comb !  However,  ii  you  don't,,  I  will,  though  I 
fearch  the.houfe!  {Offers  tocrojf) 

Serv.  {Interpofing)  Not  fo  faft,  if  you  jdeafe^,. 
Ma'am ;  this  is  my  mailer*^  mufeum ;  his  cabi- 
net of  curiofities ;  he  never  fufFers  any  body  to — 

Mijs  Van.  Is  it  fo.  Sir  ?  Then  for  that  reafon 
I  am  determined  to  examine  it ;  and  if  I  am  not 
deceived,.!  ftiall  find  one  curiofity  there  more 
than  uiual.  \Exit  at  door, 

Serv.  I  am  fure-  you  will  carry  one  there ;  Why, 
what's  the  woman  mad  ?  I'll  e'en  follow,  or,  for 
aught  I  know,  Ihe  may  whip  a  putrefadbion  or  an 
Empc;ror  into  her  pocket.  No,  no  /here  Ihe  comes 
again>  on  full  faiL 

Re-enter  Mifs  Vandercrab. 

'  Mj/>Fin/.-Not  there,  that's  certain.  Surel/,Kitty 
muft  have  been  miftaken.  I  begin  not  to  like  this 
affair  at  alL  Luckily,  however,  the  man  does  not 
know  me.  And  if  I  can  efcape  without  being-— 

Vand.  {without)  Bid  the  coachman  turn  and 
wait. 

Sir  John.  .  (PVjjfhcut)  Walk  up.  Gentlemen, 
if  you  pleafe. 

Mifs  Van.  Undone,  undone!  my  uncle's  voice 
and  Sir  John's ! 

Serv.  Now,  Madam,  you  may  enquire  of  my 
mafter  hinafelf>  if  you  pleafe. 

Mifs 


A       COM  "in  Y.  6i 

Mifs  Van,  To  be  foilnd  here,  without  having 
itiade  the  difcovery  ! — and,  if  fhe  Ihould  turn  out 
innocent  at  laft,  it  would  be  the  moft  unlucky 
thing !  However,  Mr.  Vandercrab  can't  ftay  lon^ : 
ril  e'en  ftep  into  the  mufeum,  and  truft  to  my 
own  invention,  and  Sir  John's  politenefs,  for  an 
cxcufe. 

Serv.  (Stopping  her)  That  maybe.  Madam; 
but  unfortunately  I  have  no  invention,  and  my 
mafter  ftill  lefs  politcnefs,  where  my  bones  are  in 
queftion :  therefore,  two  words  to  that,  if  you 
pleafe. 

M'fs  Van.  (Giving  money)  Let  this  fatisfy  your 
fcruples :  and  now — not  a  fyllable  to  your  mafter 
—till  his  vifitor  is  gone  (Goes  in). 

•  Serv.  ^{Shutting  her  in)  Safe,  Madam,  fafc: 
Two  words,  did  I  fay  ?  (looking  at  the  money) 
Aye,  and  two  very  eloquent  ones : — a  few  of 
thefe  well  applied  have  confined  many  a  noify 
Ipeaker  to  lefs  than  two  words.  \Exit. 

Enter  Vandercrab  and  Melville,  followed  hy  Sir 

John. 

Sir  John.  Really,  Gentlemen,  as  I  before  ob- 
fcrved,  this  requcft  is  a  little  extraordinary ;  and  * 
fince,  without  vanity,  I  may  fometimes  boaft  the 
favours  of  the  fair,  there  are  occafions  when  it 
would  wound  my  feelings  in  the  tendereft  man- 
ner.    In  (hort— — 

Vand.  Zounds  !  if  he  comes  to  his  in  JhortSy  he'll 
talk  to  eternity!  (Aftde)  Why,  look  ye.  Sir 
John,  if  we  are  in  *  the  wrong,  (as,  it  being  a 
Woman  in  queftion,  we  very  poffibly  may)  yoti 
will  find  us  ready  to  make  you  all  due  concfcf- 
fions;  but  the  truth  is,  we  have  every  reafon  te 
fuppofe,  that  Mifs  Harley  is  now  in  this  houfe. 

Melv.  And,  if  here,  probably  inveigled  by 
tome  artifice  as  fruitlcfs  as  it  was  ungenerous. 

Sir  Jchn.   (/Ifide)  Pretty  well  infcrmed,   this  , 

young 
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young  Gentleman  !  So  much,  Mr;  Yandercrab^ 
for  fuppofitions*  Now  if  it  fhould  be  proved, 
that  Mifs  Harley  has  chofen  the  protedion  of 
my  ward.  Lord  Melville 

Meh.  (Ha/iily)  Sirj  I  have  not  feen  her  thefe 
four  hours. 

Sir  John.  {With  Jurprtje)  Why^  pray  Sir,  who 
ipoke  of  you? 

Meh)^  (Xo  bimfelf)  I  am  wrong;  but,  at  any 
rate,  fhe  cannot  be  with  Charles ! 

Sir  Jghfii  Quite  en  cavalier  this  niode  of  pro- 
ceedings Gentlemeni  Satisfy  yourfelves,  how- 
ever, I  beg.  My  houfe  is  always  open  for  the  re- 
ception or  my  fiiends^  and,  ftiould  any  apart- 
ment in  it  excite  your  curiofity  more  than  the 
reft,  it  is  extremely  at  your  fervice  ! 

Vand.  (^0  himfelf)  What  the  plague  is  Med^ 
ley  puzzling  about,  I  wonder  ?  we're  all  in  the 
wrong  here  again !    . 

Sir  John.  That  door,  Gendemen,  opens  upon 
a  litde  mufeum  of  mine — a  fmall  colledion  not 
unworthy  your  notice : — a  few  coins,  an  Egyp- 
tian mummy,  and  a  moft  extraordinary  piece  of 
ruins,  in  plaifter  of  Paris* 

Vand.  Egyptian  mummies,  and  rufty  coins  !-— 
iio — (he  can't  be  there,  that's  certain :  and  I  fhall 
be  fori:ed  to  run  the  gauntlet  throughout  the 
whole  range  3  fronni  the  wing  of  a  butterfly  to  the 
probofcis  of  an  elephant. 

Sir  John.  Nay,  Mr.  Vandercrab,  no  receding 
—J  knov/  you  are  a  heretic,  with  regard  to  the 
works  of  nature ! 

Vand.  There  you  are  miftaken,  Sir  John :  I 
have  no  quarrel  with#the  works  of  nature,  if  the 
fopperies  of  art  aid  not  fpoil  them. 

Sir  John.  Well,  well ;  art  and  nature  together, 
■I  arn  miftaken  if  you  don't  find  Ibmething  in 
that  cabinet  that  will  furprize  you;  for,  entre 
muSi  I  haye  lately  added  a  Venus  to  the  collec- 

tion 
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tion  that  I  may  fafely  venture  to  term  an  unique  : 
old,  old  as  the  creation.  Sir  !  Allons  done — a  peep 
for  curiofity,  and  a  bottle  afterwards,  for  old 
friendfhip*s  fake,  I  am  determined. 

Melv.    (To  Vandercrab,    who  is  going  to  the  * 
ether  door)  Where  are  you  going,  Sir  ? 

Vand.  Why,  home  to  be  fure.  ^Slife !  I  would 
not  be  plagued  with  that  coxcomb  and  his  unique 
— to  refcue  my  whole  family 

Melv.  Yet,  hear  me.  Sir. 

Vand.  (Peevijhly)  Well,  Sir—  (rhey  retire 
and  confer  together). 

Servant  entersy  and  wbifpers  Sir  John. 

Sir  John,  (Looking  towards  the  cabinet)  How! 
a  lady,  do  you  fay  ? 

Serv.  Yes,  Sir. 

Sir  John.  Uneafy,  left  Ihc  fhould  be  furprized 
— hid  in  the  cabinet — my  life  for  it,  the  dear 
little  ro^e  that  ogled  me  fo  long  at  the  Opera ! 
What  fort  of  a  lady?  Hey! — tall — fair — blue 
eyes? 

Set:v.  Yes,  Sir. 

Sir]Jobn.  She  is  fafel  (he  is  fa^e!  (Fxi\ 
Servant)  Now  if  this  fhould  be  la  petite 
Sophie,  repentant  of  her  cruelty,  and  willing  ta 
accept  the  proffered  fettlement.  A  moft  intereiling 
adventure,  egad !  (Takes  Jnuff  affeSledly  and  looks 
at  the  doory  while  Melville  and  Vandercrab  ad^ 
vance.) 

Melv.  Matters  thus  far  carried.  Sir,  let  us  at 
leaft  have  demonftration. 

Fand.  What !  that  we  *e  fqph  ?  You  may  if 
you  pleafc ;  it  is  pretty  clear  on  my  part  already, 
or  I  fhould  never  have  been  here — ^Why  the 
puppy  laughs  at  us,  I  tell  you. 

Melv.  (Obferving  Sir  John  J  Laughs !  'Sdeath. 
I  can  contain  no  longer;  there's  villainy  in  his  face. 

K  {^Advancing) 
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(Advancing)  Sir  John,  we  are  indebted  to  you 
for  the  candor  of  your  offer  j  and  in  juftice  to  the 
lady's  reputation,  efteem  ourfelves  bound  to  accept 
it.    (Ofers  to  crojs) 

Sir  John.  {^Preventing  him)  Perhaps  fo.  Sir;  but 
matters  are  a  little  altered  fiace  I  did  myfislf 
the  honour  of  making  you  that  offer* 

Melv.  Altered,  Sir! 

Sir  John.  In  a  word.  Gentlemen,  I  have  changed 
my  mind. 

Vand.  That's  rather  unlucky.  Sir  John;  be- 
caufe  v/e  have  not  changed  ours. 

Sir  John.  No  admittance  here,  however— 'pon 
honour. 

Meh.  {^Laying  his  hand  on  his  /word)  Take 
care,  take  care.  Sir  John,  this  grofs  and  pitiful 
duplicity  is  a  fufEcient  convidion  of  guilt. 

Sir  John.  How,  Sir!  infulted  in  my  ov/n  houfe? 

Vand.  Now,  in  my  humble  opinion,  one's  own 
houfe  is  the  fafeft  place  to  be  infulted  in. 

Melv.  An  infult.  Sir  John,  I  fcorn !  but  be 

.  aflured,  that  in  the  caufe  of  Mifs  Harley's  honour, 

it  is  not  your  age,  your  rank,  nor  even  my  near 

connedlion  with  you,  that  fhould  prove  a  fafe- 

guard.        ^ 

Sir  John.  {IVith  great  furprize)  Your  connec- 
tion with  me!  Why,  pray.  Sir,  who  may  you  be? 

Vana.  Oh!  your  fon  I  dare  fwear!  this  is  a 
very  clever  fellow,  Sir  John ;  and  has  a  facility 
at  finding  fathers  in  every  quarter  of  the  world* 

Sir  John.  Mr.  Vandercrab !  you  are  my  old 
•fiicnd;  upon  my  honor  then,  I  do  not  know 
Mifs  Harley  to  be  in  this  houfe ;  as  to  my  rea- 
fons  for  guarding  that  door,  it  is  certainly  rather 
hard  upon  a  man  of  gallantry  to  be  obliged  to 
^vow  thefe  little  arrangements ;  but  come  a  little 
nearer — to  tell  you  a  fecret— there  is — a  lady  in 
that  apartment. 

l/and  ^^^»---»  Sir  John,  after  all  thefe 

Sir  John. 
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Sir  John.  Softly,  my  good  fiiend,  foftly — you'll 
Ihatter  her  nerves ! .  Who  the  fweet  litde  angel  may 
be,  I  am  yet  to  Jearn. 

Melv.  There  is  3.  lady ! 

Sir  John.  (Angrily)  Yes,  Sir— There  is  a 
lady;  and  if  that  is  not  fiiiEcient,  remember 
there  is  a  gentleman  too. 

Melv.  (Drawings  offers  to  pafs  him)  I  mean 
to  convince  myfelf  of  both,  Sir  John. 

Sir  John.  (^Drawing)  Say  you  fo.  Sir  ?  nay 
then 

Charles  enterSy  and. heats  down  their  /words. 

Cha.  Swords !  'Sdeath,  are  you  mad  ? 

M'Js  Vandercrab.  (^Runs  out  between  'em)  Ah ! 
all!  ah!    . 

Fand.  Letty,  by  this  light! 

Melv.  Mifs  Vandercrab! 

Sir  John.  The  ^A/ woman! 

Fand.  Here's  a  fweet  little  angel  for  you! 
Wiiy,  Letty,  who  ftiould  have  fufpefted  you  to 
be  the  fair  difgracer  of  our  family  at  laft  ?  Truly 
it  was  very  difinterefted  of  you  to  inform  againft 
yourfelf. 

Melv.  Pray,  Sir  John,  is  this  your  Egyptian 
Mummy,  or  your  extraordinary  piece  of  ruins  in 
plafter  of  Paris  ?  Upon  my  word,  it's  in  very  high 
prefervation* 

Mi/s  Van,  Sir  John,  when  I  have  recovered  the 
confufion  attending  this  litde 

Sir  John.  Fire !  and  furies  1  When  I  have  re- 
covered it  you  mean,  Madam.  Give  me  leave 
to 

Vand.  Sofdy,  my  good  friend — foftly — You'll 
Ihatter  her  nerves.  Come,  come,  never  be  call 
down  man:  virtuofi,  you  know,  have  variable  taftes ; 
and  die  only  difference  is,  that  your  cabinet  of 
curiofities  is  likely  to  be  converted  into  a  clofet  of 
antiques. 

K  a  Cha. 
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Cba.  You  are  a  man  of  honour,  however  \loubt- 
lefs.  Sir  John ;  and  fince  the  lady's  fame  muft  be 
the  fufierer,  I  dare  fwear  you  intend  to  ip'ake  the 
belt  reparation,  by  marrying  her. 

Sir  John.  Marrying  the  devil,  my  Lord !  What 
d'ye  mean?  Gad  I  think'  my  fame  will  fufFer  the 
moft  of  the  two. 

Mifs  Van.  When  you  have  blunted  the  edge  of 
your  wit.  Gentlemen,  I  fear  you  will  have  occa- 
fion  to  try  that  of  your  (words  again.  This  I 
think  will  bear  wimefs,  that  Sir  John's  apartments 
have  contained,  at  leaft  more  dian  one  Lady  {fro-- 
duces  Mifs  Harley's/<^»)  The  prettieft  fan  I  think; 
r-Frenchy  I  frejume^  {Sf  reading  it,  and  curt  [eying 
/p  Melville). 

Melv.  By  heaven,  Mifs  Harley's  fan!— Nay 
tlien  my  fears  are  realized. 

Cha.  {^Afide  to  Melville)  A  moment'^  patience, 
Melville.  My  heart  beats  high  to  the  voice  of 
nature,  and  teems  with  a  thoufand  painful  expla- 
nations:— to  clear  Mifc  Harley's  fame,  I  muft 
avow  myfelf  her  deliverer  from  this  houfe,  where, 

to  the  reproach  of  Sir  John but  here  comes  a 

better  pleader, 

Mif3  Harley  and  Lady  Charlotte  enter. 

Melv,  (To  Mifs  Harley)  My  Sophia! 

Cha.  Lady  Chariot^  too  !  1  cou'd  have  Ipared 
that. 

Lady  Char.  Arrived  in  a  moft  fociable  hour, 
I  think  J  pray.  Sir  John,  is  all  this  good  com- 
pany aflembled  to  take  a  peep  at  your  Venus  ? 

Fand,  Yes,  and  a  peep  we  have  had  j  tho'  with 
fome  difficulty  it  muft  be  owned, 

Jll.  (Laugh) H2^\  ha!  ha!' 

Cba.  (To  Mifs  Vandercrab)  Come,  Madam,  the 
laugh  is  againft  ^ou:  let  me  therefore  rccom- 
rnend-— -* 

MiTs 
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Mifs  Vand.  No,  pofitively,  not  a  fy liable  of  re- 
commendation; I  difciaim  yoxu*  odious  fex,  and 
am  determined  henceforward—— 

Cha.  To  adopt  the  firft  virtue  of  your  own 
I  hope,  Madam,  indulgence;  though,  give  me 
leave  to  add,  that  this  Lady  .{pointing  to  Mifs 
Harley)  is  amidft  the  few  who  wiil  never  have  oc- 
cafion  for  it. 

Vand.  {fobimjelf)  'Slife!  I  do  not  know  what 
there  is  in  the  found  of  that  fellow's  voice,  that 
gives  me  a  fbrange  fort  of  a 

Cha.  Let  the  occurrences  of  to-day  convince 
you^  Sir  John,  that  the  litdenefs  of  vice  is  its  pu-^ 
.  nifhment ;  nor  do  the  fhafts  of  derifion  ever  deeply 
wound  'till  barbed  by  our  own  follies. 
•  Vand.  (Still  feeding  at  Charles)  And  there  is. 
^n  odd  cut  too  about  his  face,  that,  I  think,  I 
have  {ten  before-~I  will  Ipeak  to  him.  Pray, 
Sir — 

Cha.     (Withrefpea)  Sir. 

Vand.     Wha^liie  Devil  fhall  I  fay  though? 

Cha,     Oh  Melville!     {^ftde) 

Melv,     Courage,  Man! 

Vand.  Pray,  Sir,  as  there  are  fome'of  us  here, 
that  do  not  exaftly  know  who  we  are,  may  I  take 
the  liberty  of  afking  who  you  Jupfoje  yourfelf 
to  be? 

^   Lady  Char,    That,  Mr.  Vandercrab,  I  believe, 
/can  inform yoy.    Be  not  furprifed,  Charles;  yQ^x 
are  but  one  amidft  ten  thoufand  who  daily  deceive* 
themfelves,  while  they  fuppole  they  are  deceiv- 
ing others. 

Cha.  Charles!  Nay  then,  I  have  not  even 
the  poor  merit  of  a  difcovery.  And  though  kneel- 
ing for  your  benediftion.  Sir,  fcarce  dare  I  fo- 
Kcit  vour  pardon;  fince^  how  can  I  hope  it  after 
trifling  with  paternal   feelings,  when  my  own, 

though  thus  long  blunted,  o^nf^helm  me  ? — My 
Father!    {Kmels) 

Vane 


JO  THE  NEW  PEERAGE: 

Vand.  Do  prithee  get  off  your  knees,  and 
give  me  a  hug>  my  boy..  Yes,  yes,  you  arc. 
Charles  fure  enough — But  plague  of  your  long 
Ipceches !  If  I  had  not  a  better  witnefs  here  than 
your  word,  or  your  mother's,  young  gentleman, 
after  all  that  has  paffed,  I  fhould  not  take  either. 

Cba.  If  farther  teftimony  is  neceffary.  Sir,  here 
comes  one  whom  I  believe  you  will  not  doubt. 

Enter  Medley. 

Mr.  Medley,  I  rejoice  to  fee  you. 

Med.  (Shaking  his  hand)  What,  Charles,  my 
boy !  where  have  you  dropt  from  at  laft? 

Vand.    Why  the  moon,  I  fuppofe. 

Cha.  A  litde  lunatic,  I  muft  confefs — But 
lovers  and  madmen  are  privileged  perfons ;  or  ra- 
.ther  they  are  the  fame  j  and  as  the  hope  of  plea- 
fing  that  Lady  (pointing  to  Lady  Charlotte)  was 
the  caufe  of  my  error,  it  is  juftly,  and,  perhaps, 
fufficiently  puniftied  in.  the  bitcernefs  of  the  dif- 
appointment. 

Sir  John.  And  pray,  Mr.  what  d'ye  call'um— - 
Mr.  Charles,  fince  you  are  not  Lord  Melville  at 
bit,  where  may  his  Lordihip  be  at  prefent  ? 

Melv.  At  your  elbow.  Sir  John.  Charles 
and  I  have  made  a  litde  free  with  each  others 
names,  but  as  he  feems  difpofed  to  part  with  mine, 
I  think  it  will  not  be  amifs,  to  refume  it. 
^  ^Fand.  (To  Charles)  And  fo,  young  Man,  you 
have  really  had  the  confidence 

Med.  Come,  come,  my  good  friend — let 
me  interfere.  I  think,  I  fee  ftiame  and  regret 
enough  in  Charles's  face  to  iiifure  his  future  con^ 
du<5ti  and  let  me  tell  you,  that  if  Ladies  encou- 
rage none  but  fine  Gentlemen,  and  Fathers  value 
none  but  men  of  bufinefs,  they  both  ftand  a  chance 
of  creating  faults,  tkat  neither  may  have  influence 
enough  to  remedy, 

Meh. 


A    C  O  M  E  D  Y.  ^\ 

Mdlv,  Spoken  like  an  oracle!  Give  me  your 
hand  upon  it.  You  and  I,  Mr.  Medley,  began  with 
hoililities— but  as  the  matter  ftands,  let  us  e'en 
forget  and  forgive  by  way  of  example,  Mr.  Van- 
•dercrab  I  hope  you  too  are,  by  this  time,  con- 
vinced, that  I  am  not  quite  fo  blood-thirfty  as 
you  fuppofcd  me.  Take  my  word  for  it,  therefore, 
when  I  aflure  you,  that  you  are  the  fatlier  of  a 
very  worthy  young  fellow-  I  know  him  well — 
His  worft  fault  is  love — and  that,  I  fuppofc,  yoa 
•may  eafily  cure  him  of. 

Cha.     {Angrily)     How,    MclviUe! 
Vand.     Aye,  eafily  do  you  lay  ? 
Melv.     Very  eafily.  Sir.     Marry  him — Oh! 
it  is  done  every  day — 

Vand.  Gad  and  (o  it  is — Well,  wdl,  young 
man,  I  can't  find  in  my  heart  to  crofs  you  on  this 
occafion,  and  therefore  I  exped:  you  will  netura 
the  compliment  your  whole  life  aften  But  what 
»fay s  the  lady  ? 

Lady  Char.  Your  fon,  Mr.  Vandercrab,  ran 
the  rifque  of  incurring  your  difpleafure  to  obtain  s 
heart,  which  I  muft  unwillingly  confels,  was  not 
then  mine  to  beftow. 

Cha.  How,  Madam!  this  is  indeed  a  misfor- 
tune  

Lady  Char.  Of  which  you  arc  fo  blind  as  evea 
yet  to  perceive  but  hal^  Charles — For  it  extends 

even  to  that  formidable  cataftrophe ! .        ^ 

Meh.  {Laughing)  Matrimony! 
Cha.  (^Looking  alternately  at  her  and  Vander- 
crab) Heavens  !  is  it  poflible  1  my  gratitude 

Vand.  Will  I  hope  be  fincere  enough  to  piovc 
itfelf  by  your  condudt. 

Melv.  A  generous  forgivenefs,  Mr.  Vander- 
crab ^  and  I  may  venture  to  pronounce,  fi-om  my 
own  feelings,  that  it  will  be  generoufly  acknow- 
ledged. For  the  error  of  Charles's  paft  condutS, 
I  confeis  myfelf  chiefly  accountable,  and  if  » 

bluf 
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bliifli  for  it  be  any  atonement,  I  am  not  afliamed 
to  add  that  you  have  taught  me  to  do  fo. 

Cba.  Sir  John,  your'  hand. 

Melv.  And  now,  Mife  Harley.      "* 

Mi/s  Har.  My  Lord,  we  have  yet  many  errors 
to  rectify. 

Lady  Char.  In  the  interim,  dear  Sophia,  for- 
bear to  add  one  to  the  number  by  afFeftation,  and 
therefore  generoufly  compleat  the  happinefs  of 
your  friends. 

Fand.  Well>  I  believe  you  are  an  honeft  fellow 
— -tho'  you  are  a  Lord,  and  fo  1  venture  to  join  * 
your  hands;  unlels,  indeed,  his  lordfhip  prefers 
Letty  here! 

Mifs  Van.  No,  I  refign  all  pretenfions:  and 
fince  our  miftakes  arc  cleared  up,  and  you  are 
really  to  be  Lady  Melville,  child,  as  a  proof  of 
my  good  will,  I  intend  you  fhall  have  the  honour 
of  chaperoning  me  into  public  next  winter. 

Lady  Char.  Henceforward,  Charles,  I  hope  I 
fliall  ^ways  have  fenfe  enough  to  refpeft  that 
community  whole  members  form  the  vital  princi- 
ple of  a  commercial  date.  Amidft  the  various 
transformations  of  the  day,  therefore,  do  not  let  the 
rareft  be  forgotten — A  woman  of  ^on  transform- 
ed into  a  woman  of  reafon. 

Vand.  Transformed  into  an  angel !— Od^^  you 
are  a  fweet  little  fmiler,  and  FU  be— no — I  won't 
bj  a  coxcomb  to  oblige  you  either ;  for  the  fu- 
ture, however,  my  young  friends,  we  will  fliare  the 
office  of  cenfor  amidft  us :  and  in  the  exercife  of 
judgment,  may  all  prefent  refolve,  like  mcy  to 
remember  Indulgence! 


THE     END. 
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To    Mrs.    ABINGTON. 


Ma  dam, 


Y. 


OU  will  be  furprized,  at  this  diftancc  of 

tirne,  arid  in  fllis  Public  mannefj  to  refceive  an  anlwcr  to  a  very  ^ 

polite  Letter,  which  you  addrefled  to  me  in  the  courfe  of  the  laft 

» 
Summer  at  Yarmouth.    In  a  flrain  of  vivacity,  which  always 

belongs  to  you,  you  invite  me  to  write  again  for  the  Stage. 

You  tell  me,  that  having  gone  through  the  Comedies  of  the 

WAV    TO     KEEP    HIM,  ALL    IN    THE    WRONG,    and     THREE 

WEEKS  AFTER  MARRIAGE,  yoii  uow  Want  more  from  the 

fame  hand.    lam  not  bound,  you  &y,  by  my  refolutioa,  fig- 

niiied  In  a  Prologue  about  ten  years  ago,  to  take  my  leave 

of  the  Dramatic  Mufe.     At  the  perjuries  of  Poets,  as  well 

as  Lovers,  Jove  laughs ;   and  the  Public,  you  think,  will  be 

ready  to  give  me  a  general  releafe  from  the  promife.     All 

this  is  very  flattering.    If  the  following  Scenes,  at  the  end 

df  Five  and  Twenty  years,  ftill  continue  to  be  a  part  of  the 

public  amufethent,  I  know  to  what  caufe  I  am  to  afcribe  it. 

Thdfe  Graces  of  A6tion,  with  which  you  adorn  whatever  you 

undertake,  have  given  to  the  Piece  a  degree  of  brilliancy,  and 

isven  novelty,  as  often  as  you  have  repeated  it.     I  am  not 

unmindful  of  die  Performers  who  firfl  obtained  for  the  Author 

the  favour  of  the  Town :  aGARRicK,  a  Yates,  a  Gibber, 

united  their  abilities  ;    and  who  can  forget  Mrs.  Clive  ? 

They  have  all  pafled  away,   and  the  Comedy  might  have 

pafled  with  them,  if  you  had  not  fo  frequently  placed  it  in  a 

confpicuous  fight. 

The 
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The  truth  is,  without  fuch  talents  as  yo.urs,  all  that  the 
Poet  writes  is  a  dead  letter.  He  defigns  for  reprefentatioB, 
but  it  is  the  Performer  that  gives  to  the  draught,  however 
juftly  traced,  a  form,  a  fpirit,  a  countenance,  and  a  mind* 
All  this  you  have  done  for  the  Widow  Bellmour  ;  and 
that  excellence  in  your  art,  which  you  are  known  to  poflefs, 
can,  no  doubt,  lend  the  fame  animation  to  any  new  Character. 
But  alas !  I  have  none  to  offer.  That  Tinder  in  the  Poet^s 
mindy  which,  as  Dodtor  Young  fays,  takes  fire  from  every 
fparky  I  have  not  found,  even  though  you  have  endeavoiffed 
to  kindle  the  flame.  Could  I  write,  as  you  can  a6t,  I  ihould 
be  proud  to  obey  your  commands  :  but  after  a  long  difule, 
how  lliall  I  recover  the  train  of  thinking  neceffary  for  plot, 
humour,  incident  and  charader  ? 

In  the  place  of  novelty,  permit  me  to  requeft  that  Ihe 
Way  to  Keep  Him  may  be  infcribed  to  you.  You  are  en-* 
titled  to  it,  Madam  ;  for  your  talents  have  made  the  Play 
your  own.  A  Dedication,  I  grant,  at  this  period  of  time, 
comes  rather  late  \  but  being  called  upon  for  a  new  edition, 
I  have  retouched  the  Dialogue,  and  perhaps  fo  reformed  the 
whole,  that,  in  it's  prefent  ftate,  it  may  be  deemed  lefs  unwor- 
thy of  your  acceptance.  It  is,  therefore,  my  wifli,  that  thi$ 
Addrefs  may  in  future  attend  the  Comedy,  to  remain  (a^ 
long  as  fuch  a  thing  can  remain)  a  tribute  due  to  the  Genius 
OF  Mrs.  Abington,  anda  mark  of  thateftcem,,  withwhjch 

I  fubfcribe  myfelf. 

Madam, 

Your  real  Admirer, 

lincoln's-Inn,  And  moft  obedient  Servant, 

2StkNov.  1785.  ARTHUR    MURPHY. 
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PROLO    GUE. 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Holland. 

HEN  firft  d\e  haughty  critic's  dreadfol  rage, 
With  Gothic  fury,  ovcr^ran  the  ftage. 
Then  Prohgues  rofc,  and  ftrove  with  varied  art 
To  gain  the  foft  accedes  to  the  heart. 
Thro*  all  the  tuneftd  tribe  th*  infe£bion  flew, 
*  And  each  Great  Genius^^hi^  petition  drew  } 

In  forma  pauperis  addrefs'd  the  pit, 
With  all  the  gay  antithefis  of  wit. 
Their  facred  art  poor  poets  own'd  a  crime  ; 
They  figh'd  in  Jimile ;  they  bow'd  in  rhyme. 
For  charity  they  all  were  forced  to  beg  ; 
And  ev'ry  Prologue  was  "  a  wooden  leg.** 

Next  thefe  a  hardy,  manly  race  appear'd, 
\ '  Who  knew  no  dullnefs,  and  no  critics  fear'd. 

From  Nature's  flore  each  curious  tint  they  ixtvr^ 
Then  boldly  held  the  piece  to  public  view : 
<^  Lo  1  here,  exa£b  proportion !  juft  defign ! 
**  The  bold  relief!  and  the  unerring  line ! 
*^  Mark  in  foft  union  how  the  colours  ftrike  ! 
**  This,  Sirs,  you  will,  or  this  you  ought  to  like.'*^ 
^  They  bid  defiance  to  the  foes  of  wit, 

^*  Scattered  like  ratlbane  up  and  down  the  pit." 

Such  Prologues  were  of  yore ;— our  bard  to-night 
pifdains  a  falie  compaffion  to  excite  : 
Nor  too  fecure  your  judgment  would  oppofe ; 
He  packs  ne  juryj  and  he  dreads  ko  fo&s. 
To  govern  here  m  party  can  expect ; 
An  audience  will  preferve  its  own  refped. 

To  catch  the  foibles,  that  mifguide  the  fitir, 
From  trifles  fpring,  and  end  in  lafting  care, 

Our 
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Our  author  aims;  nor  this  alone  he  tries. 
But  as  frefli  obje^  and  new  manners  rife. 
He  bids  his  canvafe  glow  with  various  dyes  ; 
Where  fenfe  and  folly  mix  in  dubious  ftrife, 
Alternate  rife,^  and  ftruggle  into  life. 
Judge  if  with  art  the  mimic  ftrokes  be  blend  ; 
If  amicably  light  and.  (hade  contend ; 
The  mental  features  if  he  trace  with  (kill ; 
See  the  piece  firft,  then  ddmn  it  if  you  will. 


DRAMATIS     PERSONS. 

MEN. 

LOVEMORE,  -  -        Mr.    GARRICK, 

Sir  BASHFULL  CONSTANT,  Mr.     TA  TE  S, 
Sir  BRILLIANT  FASHION,     Mr.    PALMER. 
WILLIAM,  Servant  to  Lovemore,    Mr.    K I S  Gy 
SIDEBOARD,  Servant  to  Sir  Bafli.  Mr.     AC  KM  AN, 
P  O  M  P  E  Y,  a  Black  Servant,      -Mr-H^J^^r. 

WOMEN. 

Mrs.  LOVEMORE,  -  Mrs.    r  A  T E S, 

The  WIDOW  BELLMOUR,        Mrs.   CI B  B  E  R, 
LADY  CONSTANT,  .     -        Mrs.   D  A  F I E  S, 
MUSLIN,  Maid  to  Mrs.  Lovemore,    Mrs.    C  L  I F  E, 
MIGNIONET,  Maid  to  Mrs.  Bell.  Mifs  BR  ADS  HA  Wy 
FURNISH,  Maid  to  Lady  Conftant,  Mifs  HIPPISLEY. 
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A    C    T      I. 

SCENE,  an  Apartment  in  LovemoreV  Houfe: 
William  and  Sideboard  difcovered  at  a  Game  of  Cards. 

William. 

A    Plague  go  with  it !  I  have  turned  out  my  game  :  Is 
•^^  forty  feven  good  ? 

Side.     Equal. 

Will.     Confound  the  cards  !  tierce  to  a  queen  ? 

Side.     Equal. 

Will.  There  again !  ruined,  ftock  and  block  :  no- 
thing can  fave  me.  I  don't  believe  there  is  a  footman 
in  England  plays  with  worfe  hick  dian  myfelf.  Four  aceg 
are  fourteen. 

Side.  That's  hard,  cruel  by  Jupiter !  Aces  againft 
me  every  time.* 

Will.    Four  aces  are  fourteen :  fifteen.    (Plays*) 

B  Side* 
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Side.    Therc*s  your  equality, 

Will.  Very  well:  I  turned  out  my  point.  Six- 
teen, (Plays)  feventeen.     (Plays.) 

Enter  Muslin. 

Muslin.  There^s  a  couple  of  you,  indeed  !  You  are 
fo  fond  of  the  vices  of  your  betters,  that  you  are  fcarce  out 
of  your  beds,  but  you  muft  imitate  them  and  their  profligate 
ways.     Set  you  up  forfooth  ! 

Will.  Prithee  be  quiet,  woman,  do.  Eighteen. 
(Plays.) 

Muslin.  Upon  my  word !— -With  your  ufual  eafe  Mr. 
Coxcombi 

Will.  Manners,  Mfs.  Muflin :  you  fee  Mr.  Side- 
board here  ;  he  is  juft  come  on  amefTage  from  Sir  BaihfuU 
Conftant.  Have  fome  refpefl:  for  a  ftranger.  Nineteen, 
clubs. (Plays.) 

Muslin.  It  would  become  Mr.  Sideboard  to  go  back 
with  his  anfwer,  and  it  would  become  you  to  fend  my 
Lady  word— — 

Will.  Command  your  tongue,  Mrs.  Muflin :  you'll 
put  me  out.  What  (hall  I  play  ? — ^He  will  go  back  widi 
his  anfwer  in  good  time.  Let  his  mafter  wait  till  it 
fuits  our  conveniency.    Nineteen,  clubs :  where  ihall  I 

go  now  ? 

Muslin.  Have  done  with  your  folly,  Mr.  Impertinent. 
My  Lady  defires  to  know— — r 

Will.     I  tell  you,  woman,  my  mafter  and  I  defire  to 
.   have  nothing  to  do  with  you  and  your  Lady.     Twenty, 
diamonds.     (Plays.) 

Muslin.  But  I  tell  you,  Mr.  Brazen,  that  my  Lady 
defires  to  know  at  what  hour  your  mafter  came  home  laft 
uight,  and  how  he  does  this  morning  ? 

Will, 
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Will.  Ridiculous  !  Don't  difturb  us  ^th  that  nonr 
fenfe  now  :  you  fee  I  am  not  at  leifure.  I  and  my  mafter 
arc  refolyed  to  be  teazed  no  more  by  you ;  and  fo  Mrs. 
Go-between,  you  may  return  as  you  came.  What  the 
devil  (hall  I  play  ?  We  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  you, 
I  tell  you. 

Muslin.  You'll  have  nothing  to  do  .with  us !  But 
you  {hall  have  to  do  with  us,  or  I'll  know  the  reafon  why. 
(Shefnatchis  the  cards firom  him^  and  throws  them  about.) 

Will.     Death  and  fury  !  this  meddling  woman  has  de- 
ftroyed  my  whole  game.     A  man  might  as  well  be  married^  ^ 
as  be  treated  in  this  fafhion. 
,  Side.     I  (hall  fcore  you  for  this,  Mr.  William :  I  was 
fure  of  the  cards,  and  that  would  have  made  me  up. 

Will.  No  you'll  fcore  nothing  for  this.  You  wij^ 
too  much  of  me.     I  am  a  very  pretty  annuity  to  you. 

Side.  Annuity  fay  you  ?  I  lofe  a  fortune  to  you  in  the 
courfe  of  the  year.  How  could  you,  Mrs.  Muflin,  behave 
in  this  fort  to  perfons  of  our  dignity  ? 

Muslin.  Decamp  with  your  dignity ;  take  your  an- 
fwer  to  your  mafter :  turn  upon  your  rogues  heel,  and  rid 
the  houfe. 

Side.  I  (han't  difpute  with  you.  I  hate  wrangling :  I 
leave  that  to  lawyers  and  married  people  ;  they  have  no- 
thing elfe  to  do.  Mr.  William,  I  (hall  let  Sir  Ba(hfull 
*  know  that  Mr.  Lovemore  will  be  at  home  for  him.  When 
you  come  to  our  houfe,  I'll  give  you  your  revenge.  We 
can  have  a  fnug  party  there,  and  I  promife  you  a  glafs  of 
choice  Champaigne:  it  happens  to  be  a  good  batch; 
Sfr  Ba(hfull  gets  none  of  it :  I  keep  it  for  my  own  friends. 
^u  revoir*  [Exit, 

B  a  Will. 
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Will.  (/*  Muslin.)  .You  fee  what  mifchief  you 
have  made. 

Muslin,  Truce  with  your  foolery,  and  now,  Sir,  be 
fo  obliging  as  to  fend  my  Lady  an  anfwer  to  her  queftions  ; 
How  and  when  your  rakehelly  mafter  came  home  laft 
night  ? 

Will.  I'll  tell  you  one  thing,  Mrs,  Muflin ',  you  and 
my  mafter  will  be  the  death  of  me  at  laft.  In  the  name  of 
charity,  what  do  you  both  tak6  me  for  ?  Whatever  appear- 
ances may  be,  I  am  but  of  mortal  mould ;  nothing,  fuperna- 
tural  about  me* 
'    Muslin,     Upon  my  word,  Mr.  Powder-PufF ! 

Will.  I  have  not,  indeed ;  and  flefli  and  blood,  let 
me  tell  you,  can't  hold  it  always  at  this  rate.^  I  can't  be 
for  ever  a  flave  to  Mr.  Lovemore*s  eternal  frolicks,  and 
to  your  fecond-hand  airs. 

Muslin.     Second-hand  airs ! 

Will.  Yes,  fecond-hand  airs !  you  take  them  at 
your  ladies  toilets  with  their  caft  gowns,  and  fp  you  de . 
fcend  to  us  with  them.— And  then  on  the  other  hand, 
there's  my  mafter! — Becaufe  he  choofes  to  live  upon  the 
principal  of  his  health,  and  fo  run  out  his  whole  ftock  as 
faft  as  he  can,  he  muft  have  my  company  with  him  in  his 
devil's  dance  to  the  other  world  !  Never  at  home  till  three, 
four,  five,  fix  in  the  morning. 

Muslin.  Ay,  a  vile  ungrateful  man  !  always  ranging* 
abroad,  and  no  regard  for  a  wife  that  doats  upon  him. 
And  your  love  for  me  is  all  of  a  piece.  I  have  no  patience 
with  you  both ;  a  couple  of  falfe,  perfidious,  abandoned 
profligates ! 

Will.  Hey !  where  is  your  tongue  running  ?  My 
mafter,  as  the  world  goes,  is  a  good  fort  of  a  civil  kind  of 

a  huf- 
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a  hufband  \  and  I,  heaven  help  me  !  a  poor  fimj^eton  of  a 
conftant,  amorous  puppy,  who  bear  with  all  die  whims  of 
my  little  tyrant  here.     Come  and  kifs  me,  you  jade,  come 
«and  kifs  me. 

Muslin.  Paws  off  Casfar.  Don't  think  to  make  me 
your  dupe.  I  know  when  you  go  with  him  to  this  new 
lady,  this  Bath-aquaintance ;  and  I  know  you  are  as  falfe 
as  my  mafter,  and  give  all  my  dues  to  your  Mrs.  Mignionet 
there. 

Will.:  Hufli  !  not  a  word  of  that.  I  am  ruined, 
preiled,  and  fent  on  board  a  Tender  direftly,   if  you  blab 

that  I  truftedyou  with  that  fecret. But  to  charge 

me  with  falfehood  !— injuftice  and  ingratitude  I— —My 
mafter,  to  be  fure,  does  drink  an.  agreeable  difh  of  tea  with 
the  widow.  He  has  been  there  every  evening  this  month 
paft.  How  long  things  are  to  be  in  this  train,  heaven 
only  knows.  But  he  does  vifit  there,  and  I  attend  him. 
I  a(k  my  ihafter.  Sir,'  (ays  I,  what  time  will  you  pleafe  to 
want  me  ?  He  fixes  the  hour,  and  I  ftrut  by  Mrs.  Mig- 
nionet, without  fo  mi^ch  as  tipping  her  a  flngle  glance.  She 
ftands  watering  at  die  mouth,  and  «*  a  pretty  fellow  that," 
fays  flie :  Ay,  gaze  on,  fay  I,  gaze  on  :  I  know  what 
you  would  be  at :  You  would  be  glad  to  have  me  :  But 
four  grapes,  my  dear  i  and  fo  home  I  come,  to  cherifh 
my  own  lovely  little  wanton  :  you  know  I  do,  and  aftfer 
toying  with  thee,  I  fly  back  to  my  mafter,  later  indeed 
than  he  appoints,  but  always  too  foon  for  him.  He  is 
loth  to  part :  he  lingers  and  dangles,  and  I  ftand  cooling 
my  heels.     Oh  !   to  die  devil  I  pitch  fuch  a  life. 

Muslin.  Why  don't  you  ftrive  to  reclaim  the  vil« 
man  ? 

B  3  Will. 
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Will.  Softly  ;  not  fo  faft.  I  have  my  talent  to 
be  fure^  yes,  I  muft  acknowledge  fome  talent.  But 
can  you  fuppofe  that  I  have  power  to  turn  the  drift  of 
his  inclinations  ?  Can  I  give  him  a  new  tafte,  and  lead 
him  as  I  pleafe  ?  And  to  whom  ?  To  his  wife  ?  Ridi- 
culous !  A  wife  has  no  attraction  now }  the  fpring  of 
the  paffions  flies  back  ;  it  won't  do. 

Muslin,     Fine  talking  !  and  you  admire  yourfelf  for  1 

it,  don't  you  ?     Can  you  proceed.  Sir  ? 

Will.      I  tell  you  a  wife  is  out  of  date  :    the  time  | 

was,  but  that's  all  over  ;  a  wife  is  a  drug  now ;  mere 
tar-water,  with  every  virtue  under  heaven,  but  nobody 
takes  it. 

Muslin.     Have  done,  or  I'll  print  thefe  ten  nails  up-  , 

on  your  rogue's  face. 
Will.     Come  and  kifs  me,  I  fay. 
Muslin.     A  fiddleftick  for  your  kifies,  while  you  en- 
courage your  mafter  to  open  rebellion  againfl  the  befl  of 
wives. 

Will  I  tell  you  it's  all  her  own  fault.  Why 
does  not  file  iludy  to  pleafe  hini  as  you  do  me  ?  Come, 
.and  throw  your  arms  about  my  neck. 

Muslin.     As  I  ufed  to  do,  Mr.  Impudence  ? 
Will.     Then    I  mufl  force  you  to  your  own  good. 
(kijjes  her)  Pregnant  with  delight  !  egad,  if  my  mafter 
was  not  in  the  next  room— fW/r/n^r.) 

Muslin.    Huih  !  my  Lady's  bell :  how  long  has  he 
been  up  ? 

Will.    He  has  been  up — (tiffis  her)    'Sdeath  !  you 
have  fet  me  q11  on  fire,     (ktffis  her.) 
^usLiN,    Th^rc,  there  j  have  done  now  5  the  boll 

pngs 
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rings  again.  What  muft  I  fay  ?  When  did  he  come 
home? 

Will.  He  came  home— — f  i^j  her)  he  canrc 
home  at  five  this  morning  ;  damned  himfelf  for  a  block- 
head, (kijfes)  Went  to  bed  in  a  furly  humour  ;  was 
tired  of  himlelf  and  every  body  elfe.  (bell  ringSy  he  kij/es 
her,)  And  he  is  now  in  tip-toe  fpirits  with  Sir  Bril- 
liant Fafhion  in  that  room  yonder. 

Muslin.  Sir  Brilliant  Fafliion  ?  I  wifh  my  Lady 
would  mind  what  he  fays  to  her — ^You  great  bear!  you 
have  given  me  fuch  a  flufli  in  my  face  !  (takes  a  pocket 
looking  glafs)  I  look  pretty  well,  I  think.  There  (kiffes 
him)     have  done  and  let  me  be  gone. '  [Exit^ 

Will.  There  goes  high  and  low  life  contrafted 
in  ope  perfon.  She  has  not  dived  to  the  bottom  of  my 
mailer's  fecrets ;  that's  one  good  thing.  What  fhe  knows, 
flie'll  blab.  We  (hall  hear  of  this  widovy^from  Bath :  but 
the  plot  lies  deeper  than  they  are  aware  of.  Enquire  they 
will  5  and  let  'em,  fay  I;  their  anfwejr  will  do 'cm  no 
good.  "  Mr.  Lovemore  vifit  the  widow  Bellmour  !'*  We 
know  "  no  fuch  perfon."  That's  what  they'll  get  for 
their  pains.  Their  puzzle  will  be  greater  than  ever,  and 
they  may  (It  down  to  chew  the  cud  of  difappointed  ma- 
lice.  Hufh !   my  mafter  and  Six  Brilliant :  I'll  take 

care  of  a  fingle  rogue,  and  eet  me  out  of  their  way. 

.  \Exiu 

Enter  LovEMORE  and  Sir  Bhilliant. 

LovE^  My  dear  Sir  Brilliant^  I  muft  both  pity  and 
bugh  at  you.  Thou  art  nxetamorphofed  into  the  moft 
wbimfical  being ! 

Sir  Bril,     If  your  raillery  diverts  you,  gQ  qh  with  it. 

B  4  This 
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,  This  is  always  the  cafe  :  apply  for  fober  advice,  and  your 
friend  plajrsyou  ofF  with  a  joke. 

Love.  Sober  advice  !  very  far  gone  indeed.  There 
is  no  fuch  thing  as  talking  foberly  to  the  tribe  of  lovers. 
That  eternal  abfence  of  mind  that  poflefles  you  all !  There 
is  no  fociety  with  you.  I  was  damnable  company  myfclf, 
when  I  was  one  of  the  pining  herd  :  but  a  dofe  of  matri- 
mony has  cooled  me  pretty  handfomely  ;  and  here  comes 
repetatur  hau/ius,  ' 

Enter  Muslin. 

Muslin  My  Lady  fends  her  compliments,  and  begs 
to  know  how  you  do  this  morning. 

Love.  {afide  to  Sir  Bril.)  The  novelty  of  the 
compliment  is  enlivening — It  is  the  devil  to  be  teazed  in 
this  manner,— What  did  you  fay,  child  ? 

Muslin.  My  Lady  hopes  you  find  yourfelf  well  this 
morning. 

Love.  Ay,  your  Lady  : — give  her  my  compliments, 
and  tell  her— and  tell  her  I  hope  (he  is  well,  and — (yawns.) 

Muslin.  She  begs  you  won't  think  of  going  out 
without  feeing  her. 

Love.  Tobefure,  flie  has  fuch  variety  every  time 
one  fees  her — my  head  achqs  woefully — tell  your  lady — 
I  Ihall  be  glad  to  fee  her  j  I'll  wait  on  her — (yawns)  tell 
her  what  you  will; 

MustiN.     A  brute  !— I  Ihall  let  my  lady  know,  Sir^ 

[Exit. 

Love.  .  My  dear  Sir  Brilliant,  you  fee  me  an  exam* 
pie  before,  your  eyes.      Put  the  widow  Bellmour  out  cS 
your  head,  and  let  my  Lord  Etheri  dge  be  the  vi6tim  for 
,    you. 

Sir 
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Sir  BRit*  Pcxfitively  no ;  my  pride  is  picqued.  My 
Lord  Etheridge  fhall  find  me  a  more  formidable  rival 
than  he  imagines.  By  the  way,  how  long  has  the  noble 
Peer  been  in  England  ? 

Love.  His  motions  are  unknown  to  me.— (<j^)  I 
don't  like  that  queftion. — His  Lordfhip  is  in  France,  is 
not  he  ?    • 

Sir  Bril.  No  ;  he  is  certainly  returned.  The  match 
is  to  be  concluded  privately. —He  vifits  her  incog. 

Love,  (forcing  a  laugh,)  Oh !  no ;  that  can't  be  ; 
my  Lord  Etheridge  loves  parade.  I  cannot  help  laugh- 
ing. The  jcaloufy  of  you  lovers  is  for  ever  conjuring  up 
phantoms  to  torment  yourfelves.  My  dear  Sir  Brilliant^ 
wait  for  realities ;  there  are  enough  in  life,  and  you  may 
teach  your  fancy  to  be  at  reft,  and  give  you  no  further 
trouble. 

Sir  Bril.  Nay,  don't  let  your  fancy  run  away  with 
you.     What  I  tell  you,  is  the  real  truth. 

Love.  Well,  if  it  be  true,  and  if  Lord  Etheridge  is 
come  to  England  to  marry,  do  you  go  to  France  not  to 
marry,  and  you  will  have  the  beft  of  the  bargain. 

Enter  William. 

Will.  Sir  BafhfuU  Conftant  is  in  his  chariot  at  the 
upper  end  of  the  ftreet,  and  if  your  honour  is  at  leifure,  he 
will  wait  upon  you. 

Love.  Have  not  I  fent  him  word  I  fhould  be  at  home  ? 
Lict  him  come  as  foon  as  he  will.  [Exit  William] 
Another  inftance.  Sir  Brilliant,  to  deter  you  from  all 
thoughts  of  matrimony. 

Sir  Bril.  Po  !  hang  him ;  he  is  no  precedent  for  me. 
A  younger  brother,  who  lived  in  middling  life,  comes  to  a 
title  and  an  eftate  on  the  death  of  a  confumptive  Baronet  \ 

marries 
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marries  a  woman  of  quality,  and  now  carries  the  primitive 
ideas  of  his  narrow  education  into  high  life.  Don't  you 
remember  when  he  had  chambers  in  Fig-tree  courts  and 
ufcd  to  faunter  and  lounge  away  his  time  in  Temple  Cof- 
fee houfes  ?  The  fellow  is  as  dull  as  a  bill  in  Chancery. 

Love.     But  he. is  improved  flnce  that  time. 

Sir  Bril.  Impoffible  ;  don't  you  fee  how  he  goe&on  ? 
He  knows  nothing  of  the  world  ;  if  his  eyes  meet  yours, 
he  blufhes  up  to  his  ears,  and  looks  fufpicious,  as  if  he 
imagined  you  have  a  defign  upon  him.  i 

Love.  I  can  explain  that  part  of  his  character.  He 
has  a  mortal  averfion  to  wit  and  raillery,  and  dreads  no- 
thing fo  much  as  being  laughed  at  for  being  particular* 

Sir  Bril.  And  fo,  fearing  to  be  ridiculous,  he  be- 
comes fubftantially  fo  every  moment. 

Love.  Even*  fo,  and  if  you  look  at  him,  he  (brinks 
back  from  your  obferv^tion,  calling  a  fly,  flow,  jealous 
eye  all  round  him,  like  Mifs  Bumpkin  in  a  country  viU 
lage,  aukwardly  endeavouring  to  conceal  what  the  in- 
creafe  of  her  ihape  difcovers  to  the  whole  parifh. 

Sir  Bril.     And  then  his  behaviour  to  his  lady  I 

Love.  Why^  as  to  that  point,  I  don't  think  he  hates 
her.  His  fear  of  ridicule  may  be  ^t  the  bottom.  He 
has  ftrange  notions  about  the  dignity  of  a  hufband. 
There  is  a  fecret,  which  he  would  fain  tell  i^c,  and  yet  he 
is  ihy,  and  he  hints,  and  he  hefitates,  and  ^en  he  retreats 
back  into  himfelf,  an^  ends  juft  where  he  began.  But 
with  all  his  faults,  he  has  fits  of  good  nature.  There; 
—his  chariot's  at  the  door. 

Sir  Bril.     Lady   Conftant,  you  mean,  has  fits   of 
good  nature.     Hav#  you  made  any  progrefs  tlkerc  ? 
4  I'OTH, 
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Love.  That's  well  from  you,  who  are  the  formidable 
man  in  that  quarter. 

Sir  Bril,  Oh!  no;  pofitively,  no  pretence,  no 
colour  for  it. 

Love.     Don't  I  know  that  you  have  made  advances  ? 

Sir  Bril.  Advances !  I  pity  my  Lady  Conftant^ 
and— 

Love.  Well,  that's  generous— hulb  I  I  hear  him 
coming.  Sir  Brilliant,  I  admire  your  amorous  charity  of 
all  things ! 

Enter  Sir  Bashfull  Constant.  "^ 

Sir  Bash.  Mr.  Lovemore,  I  have  taken  the  liberty— 
but  you  feem  to  be  bufy,  and  I  intrude  perhaps. 

Love,     Oh,  by  no  means :  walk  in  Sir  BaflifiilL 

Sir  Bash.  Sir  Brilliant,  I  am  glad  to '  fee  you* 
(Bows  aukwardly.) 

Sir  Bril,  You  do  me  honour,  Sir.  I  hope  you 
left  my  Lady  well. 

Sir  Bash.     I  can't  fay.  Sir ;  I  am  not  her  phyfician* 

Sir  Bril.  (afide)  An  abfurd  b^»i^! — Lavemorc» 
I'll  juft  ftep  and  pay  a  Ihort  vifit  to  our  friend  oyer  the 
way. 

Love.    Why  in  fuch  a  hurry  ? 

Sir  Bril.  I  fliall  return  immediately.  I'll  be  with 
you  before  you  are  drefled.  Sir  Baflifull,  I  kifs  your 
hand.  [Exit. 

Sir  Bash.  I  am  glad  he  is  gone.  I  have  fomething, 
Mr.  Lovemore,  that  I  want  to  advifc  with  you  about* 

Love.     Have  you ! 

Sir  Bash.     I  have  had  another  brufli  with  my  wife. 

Love.    I  am  forry  for  it,  Sir  Baihfull (aftde)    I 

am  perfedly  glad  of  it. 

Sir  Bash, 
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Sir  Bash.  Pretty  warm  the  quarrel  was.  She  took 
it  in  a  high  tone.  Sir  Baihfull,  fays  (he,  I  wonder  you 
will  difgrace  yourfelf  at.  this  rate.  You  know  my  pin 
money  is  not  fufficient.  The  Mercer  and  every  bodjr 
dunning  me !  I  can't  go  on  after  this  faihion,  (ays  fhe,  and 
then  fomething  about  her  quality.— You  know,  Mr.' 
Lovemore,     (fmiling)     fhe  is  a  woman  of  high  quality. 

Love.     Yets,  and  a  very  fine  woman. 

Sir  Bash.  No,  no,  no ;  not  much  of  that — and  yet— 
(loois  at  him  andfmiUs)     Do  you  think  her  a  fine  woman  2 

Love.  Undoubtedly;  where  do  you  fee  any  body  that 
outfhines  her  ? 

Sir  Bash.  Why  to  be  fure — (fmiling)  one  does  not 
often  fee  her  eclipfed.  I  think  fhe  is  what  you  may  call  a 
fine  woman^     She  keeps  good  company. 

Love.     The  very  beft. 

Sir  Bash.  Yes,  yes;  yojir  tiptop,  none  elfe.  And 
yet  to  encourage  her  too  far  were  dangerous.  Too  com- 
plying a  hufband  makes  but  a  forry  figure  in  the  eyes  of  the 
world. 

.  Love.     The  world  will  talk,  Sir  Bafhfull. 

Sir  Bash.  Too  faft,  Mr.  Lovemore.  Their  tongues 
will  run  on,  and  one  does  not  like  to  give  them  a  fubjc6b 
I  anfwered  her  ftoutly :  Madam,  fays  I,  a  fig  for  your 
quality :  I  am  mafter  in  my  own  houfe,  and  who  do  you 
think — {winks  at  Lovemore)  putting  myfelf  in  a  paffion, 
you  know — Who  do  you  think  is  to  pay  for  your  Cats  and 
your  Dogs,  and  your  Monkeys,  and  your  Squirrels,  and 
your  gaming  debts  ? 

Love.     How  could  you  ?  That  was  fharply  faid. 

Sir  Bash.  Yes ;  I  gave  it  her.  But  for  all  that  I 
am  main  good-natured  at  the  bottom. 

Love. 
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Love.     Yon  was  not  in  ^arneft  then  ? 

Sir  Bash,  i^  no ;  that^s  the  point :  a  man  muft 
keep  up  his  own  dignity*     PU  tell. you  what  I  did. 

Love-     Well  j-r-you  did  what's  proper  I  dare  (ay. 

Sir  Bash.     I  hope  you'll  think  fo.— Don't  laugh  al; 

me. Come,  I  will  tell  you.     I  went  to  her  Mercer 

flily,  and  paid  him  the  money.     {finiUng) 

LbvE.    Did  you  ? 

5/r  Bash.     (Looiing  alarmed)    Was  not  it  right  ? 

Love.     It  was  elegant. 

Sir  Bash.  I  am  glad  you  approve.  I  took  care  to 
fave  appearances.     One  would  not  have  the  world  know 

It- 

Love.     By  no  means. 

Sir  Bash.  It  would  make  them  think  me  too  uxori- 
ous. 

Love.  S6  it  would-r-(^j^)  I  muft  encoiurage  that 
notion.  While  you  live,  guard  againft  being  top  uxori- 
ous. Though  our  wives  deferve  "  our  fondnefs,"  the 
world  will  laugh  at  us  ;-*and  hark  ye,  if  our  wives  don't 
deferve  it^  they'll  laugh  at  us  the  more. 

Sir  Bash.  I  know  it.  And  fo  fays  I,  Mr.  Luteftring, 
there's  your  money,  but  tell  no  body  that  I  paid  it  flily. 

Love*  Why,  that's  doing  a  genteel  thing  by  ftrata- 
gem.— Admirably  contrived  ! 

Sir  Bash.  I  think  it  was.  But  I  have  a  deeper  fecret 
for  you. 

Love.    Have  you  ? 

Sir  Bash..  I  have. — May  I  truft  yo^  ? 

Love.  Now  there  you  hurt  me.  I  feel  that^  Sir 
Bafhfull. 

Sir  Bash.    I  beg  your  pardon.    I  know  you  are  my 

friend. 


14  THE    WAT    TO     K.BEP     HIM. 

friend.    I  have  great  confidence  in  you*      You  muft 
know— look  ye,  Mr.  Lovemore— you  muft  know-— « 

Enter  Muslin. 

Muslin.    My  lady  defires  to  know  if  you  chooie  a 
difli  of  tea  this  morning. 

Love.    Po!     ridiculous  !— tell  your    miftrefs  —  go 
about  your  bufinefs.     {Turns  her  out) 

Sir  Bash.    I  fee  how  it  is.     He  does  not  care  a  cherry- 
ftone  for  his  wife. 

Love.  Such  impertinence  !— Well,  Sir  Baflifull. 

Sir  Bash.   He  does  not  value  her  a  pinch  of  fnuE  [ajide) 

Love.     Well,  I  am  all  atterltion. 

Sir  Bash.    It  does  not  fignify.     A  foolifh  affair;  I 
won't  trouble  you. 

Love.     Nay,  that's  unkind.     It  will  be  no  trouble. 

Sir  Bash.     Well,  well,  I— I— Do  you  thmk  Muflin 
did  not  overhear  us  I 

Love.    Not  a  fyllable.     Come,  we  are  fafe. 

Sir  Bash.    I  don't  know  but — let  me  a(k  you  a  quef- 
don,  firft. Have  you  any  regard  for  your  lady  ? 

Love.     The  higheft  value  for  her.    But  then  you  know 
appearances— 

Sir  Bash.     Right  ? — I  repofe  it  with  you. — ^You  muft 
know,  Mr,  Lovemore,  as  I  told  you,  I  am  at  the  bottom  * 
very  good-natured,  and  though  it  may  be  thought— —-we 
are  interrupted  again. 

Enter  Sir  Brilliant. 
Sir  Bril.     Lovemore,  I  have  paid  my  vifit. 
Love.     Pfliaw  ? — this  is  unlucky--— *You  are  as  good 
as  your  word.  Sir  BriUiant. 

Sir  Bril.     Perhaps  you  have  bufinefs  ? 

Sir 
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Sir  Bash.  No»  no  bufinefs—- (^2/r;if  to  Lovemore.) 
there's  no  proceeding  ntow— -I  was  going,  Sir  Brilliant. 
Mr.  Lovemore,  I  wifh  you  a  good  day* 

Love.     Po  !  Prithee,  you  ihan't  leave  me  yet. 

Sir  Bash.  I  muft^  I  can't  ftay.  {afiJe  to  Love- 
more) Another  time.  .Suppofe  you  call  at  my  houfe  at  one 
o'clock. 

Love,    With  all  my  heart. 

Sir  Sash.  Do  fo ;  nobody  fhall  interrupt  us.  Mr. 
Lovemore,  I  take  my  leave.  Sir  Brilliant,'!  kifs  your 
hand.     You  wont  forget,  Mr-  Lovemore  ? 

Love.     Oh !  no  ;   depend  upon  me. 

Sir  Bash.  A  good  morning.  He  is  the  only  friend  I 
have.  [Exit. 

Love.  Ha !  ha !  you  brdce  iii  in  the  moft  critical 
moment.     He  was  juft  going  to  be  delivered  of  his  fecret. 

Sir  Bril.  I  beg  your  pardon.  How  could  you  let 
me  ?  ' 

Love.     Nay,  no  matter.     I  (hall  worm  it  out  of  him* 

Enter   Muslin. 

Muslin.     My  Lady,  Sir,  is  quite  impatient. 

Love.  Po!  for  ever  teafmg  !  I'll  wait  upon  her  pre- 
fently.  -[^a-// Muslin. 

Sir  Bril.  I'll  ftep  and  chat  with  her  while  you  drefs. 
May  I  take  the  liberty  ? 

Love.  You  know  you  may:  no  ceremony.  How 
could  you  afk  me  fuch  a  queftion  ?— ^Apropos,  Sir  Bril- 
liant I  want  a  word  with  you.  Step  with  me  into  the  ftudy 
for  a  moment. 

Sir  Bril,    I  attend  you. 
,     Love.     Poor  Sir  BaflifuU! ha!  ha! a  ridicu- 
lous unaccountable— —^What  does  he  mean  ?         [Exeunt. 

SCENE, 
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SCENE    Another'  Apartment. 

\Mrs  LovEMORB  at  her  Tea-Table.'] 
Mrs*  Love.  This  trafli  of  tea !  I  don't  know  why  I 
drink  fo  much  of  it.  Heigho  ! — What  keeps  Muflin? 
Surely  never  was  an  unhappy  woman  treated  with  fuch 
cruel  indifference ;  nay,  with  fuch  open,  fuch  undiiguifed 
infolence  of  gallantry. 

Enter  Muslii^. 

A^s.  Love.  Well,  Muflin,  have  you  feen  his  Prime 
Minifter  ? 

Muslin.  Yes,  Ma*am,  I  have  feen  Mr.  William* 
He  fays  his  mafter  is  going  out,  according  to  the  old  tradcj 
and  he  does  not  expedl  to  fee  him  again  till  to-morroW 
morning.  Mr.  Lovemore  is  now  in  the  ftudy.  Sir  Bril- 
liant Faihion  is  with  him :  I  heard  them,  as  I  pafled  by 
the  door,  laughing  as  loud  as  two  a£):ors  in  a  comedy. 

Mrs.  Love.  About  fopie  precious  mifchief,  I'll  be 
fworn,  and  all  at  my  coft.     Heigho  ! 

Muslin.  Dear  Ma'am,  why  chagrine  yburfelf  about 
a  vile  man,  that  is  not  Worth— —no,  as  I  hope  for  mercy, 
not  worth  a  fmgle  figh  ? 

Mrs.  Love.     What  can  I  do,  Muflin  ? 

Muslin.    Do  Ma'am If  I  was  as  you,  I'd  do  for 

him.     If  I  could  not  cure  my  grief,  I'd  find  fome  comfort, 
that's  what  I  would. 

Mrs.  Love.     Comfort  ?  alas ;  there  is  none  for  me. 

Muslin.     And  whofe  fault  then  ?  Would  any  body  but 

you It  provokes  me  to  think  of  it— —Would  any  but 

you,— young,  handfome,  with  wit,  graces,  talents,  would 

any  body,  with  fo  many  accomplifhments,  fit  at  home  here 

as  melancholy  as  a  poor  fervant  out  of  place  ?        And  all 

2  for 


A      C  0  M  S  &  V.  t  If 

for  what  ?    For  a  hu(band  ?    And  fuch  a  huiband !   What 
do  you  think  the  world  will  fay  of  you.  Ma'am  ? 

A^s.  Love.  I  care  not  what  they  fay,  I  am  tired  of 
the  world,  and  the  world  may  be  tired  of  me,  if  it  will. 
My  troubles  are  to  myfelf  only,  and  I  muft  endeavour  to 
bear  them.  Who  knows  what  patience  may  do  ?  If  Mr. 
Lovemore  has  any  feeling  left,  my  conduct  and  his  own 
heart  may  one  day  incline  him  to  do  me  juftice. 

Muslin.  But,  dear  Ma'am,  that's  waiting  for  dead 
men's  fhoes.  Incline  him  to  do  you  juftice !  ——What 
fignifies  expe£ting  and  expe£fcing  I  Give  me  a  bird  in  the 
hand.  If  all  the  women  in  London,  who  happen  to  be  in 
your  cafe,  were  to  fit  down  and  die  of  the  fpleen,  what 
would  become  of  the  public  places  ?  They  might  turn 
Vauxhall  to  a  hop-garden ;  make  a  brewhoufe  of  Ranelagh, 
and  let  both  the  playhoufes  to  a  methodift-preacher.  We 
fhould  not  have  the  racketting  we  have  now.  John,  let 
thehorfes  be  put  to John,  go  to  my  Lady  Trump- 
about,  and  invite  her  to  a  fmall  party  of  twenty  or  thirty 

card  tables. John,  run  to  my  Lady  Catgut,  and  let  hei: 

know  I'll  wait  upon  her  Ladyfhip  to  the  Opera.— —John, 
run  as  faft  as  ever  you  can,  with  my  compliments  to  Mr. 
Varney,  and  tell  him  it  will  be  the  death  of  me.  If  I  have 
not  a  box  for  the  new  play*  Lord  blefs  you  Ma'am,  they 
rantipole  it  about  this  town,  with  as  Unconcerned  looks, 
and  as  florid  outfides,  as  if  they  were  treated  at  home  like 
fo  many  goddefles ;  though  every  body  knows  pofleiEon 
has  ungoddeiled  them  all  long  ago,  and  their  hufbands  care 
no  more  for  them,  no,  by  Jingo,  no  more  than  they  do  for 
their  hufbands. 

Mrs*  Love.    At  what  a  rate  you  run  on  i 
MusLiK.    It  is  enough  to  makcsa  body  run  on.     If 
every  body  thought  like  you.  Ma'am-— 

C  Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Love,     If  every  body  loved  like  mc  ! 

Muslin.  A  brafs  thimble  for  love,  if  it  is  not  returned 
by  love.  What  the  deuce  i^  here  to  do  ?  Love  for  lore  is 
fomething :  but  to  love  alone,  where's  the  good  of  that  ? 
Shall  I  go  and  fix  my  heart  upon  a  man,  who  (hall  defpife 
roe  for  that  very  reafon  ?  And,  ay,  fays  he,  "  Poor  ioA  ! 
*'  I  fee  fhe  adores  me.  The  woman's  well  enough,  only 
"  fhe  has  one  inconvenient  circumftance  about  her ;  I  am 
"  married  to  her,'  and  marriage  is  the  devil." 

Mrs.  Love.     Will  you  have  done  ? 

Muslin.  I  have  not  half  done.  Ma'am.  And  when 
the  vile  man  goes  a  rogueing,  he  fmiles  impudently  in  your 
face,  "  and  I  am  gping  to  the  chocolate  houfe,  my  dear  \ 
*'  amufe  yourfelf  in  the  mean  time,  my  love."  Fye  upon 
'em  ;  I  know  'em  all.  Give  me  a  hufband  that  will  enlarge 
the  circle  of  my  innocent  pleafures ;  but  a  huiband  now  a 
days  is  no  fuch  thing.  '  A  huiband  now  is  nothing  but  a 
fcare-crow,  to  fliew  you  the  fruit,  but  touch  it  if  you  dare. 
The  devil's  in  'em,  the  Lord  forgive  me  for  fwearing.  A 
hufband  is  a  mere  bugbear,  a  fnap-dragon,  a  monfter ; 
that  IS  to  fay,  if  one  makes  him  fo,  then  he'  i^  a  monfter 
indeed ;  and  if  one  do  not  make  him  fo,  then  he  behaves 
like  a  monfter ;  and  of  the  two  evils,  by  my  troth  But 
here.  Ma'am,  here  comes  one  who  can  tell  you  all  about 
It.     Here  comes  Sir  Brilliant :  afk  his  advice,  Ma'am.  ' 

Mrs.  Love.  His  advice  ?>■  -Afk  advice  of  the  man, 
who  has  eftranged  Mr.  Lovemore's  afFedHons  from  me  ? 

Muslin.  Well  I  proteft  and  vow,  I  think  Sir  Bril- 
liant a  very  pretty  gentleman.  He  is  the  very  pink  of  the 
fafhion.  He  drefles  faihionably,  lives  fafhionably,  wins 
your  money  fafhionably,  lofes  his  own  fafhionably,  and 
does  every  thing  fafhionably.;  and  then  he  looks  fo  lively, 
2  and 
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and  fo  much  to  fay,  and  fo  never  at  a  lofs !—— but  here  he 
comes. 

Enter  Sir  Brilliant. 

S/V  Bril.  Mrs.  Lovemore,  my  dear  Ma'am,  always  in 
a  vis-a-vis  party  with  your  fuhante  f — Afford  me  your 
pardon,  if  I  fay  this  does  a  little  wear  the  appearance  of 
being  out  of  humour  with  the  world. 

Mrs,  Love.  Far  from  it.  Sir  Brilliant.  We  were 
engaged  in  your  panegyric.    ^ 

Sir  Bril.  My  panegyrick  ?  Then  am  I  come  mofl: 
apropos  to  give  the  portrait  a  few  finifliing  touches.  Mr. 
Lovemore,  as  foon  as  he  is  drefled,  will  wait  upon  you  : 
in  the  mean  time,  I  can  help  you  to  fome  anecdotes,  which 
will  enable  you  to  colour  your  canvafs  a  little  higher. 

Mrs.  Love.  Among  thofe  anecdotes,  I  hope  you  will 
not  omit  the  bright  exploit  of  feducing  Mr.  Lovemore 
from  all  domeftic  happinefs. 

{She  makes  ajign  to  Mujlin  to  go) 

Sir  Bril.  I,  Madam  ? — Let  me  perifli  if  ever 

Mrs.  Love.     Oh!  Sir,  I  can  make  my  obfervations. 

Sir  Bril.  May  fortune  eternally  forfake  me,  and 
beauty  frown  on  me,  if  I  am  confcious  of  any  plot  upon 
earth. 

Mrs.  Love.     Don't  aflert  too  ftrongly,  Sir  Brilliant. 

Sir  Bril.     May  I  never  throw  a  winning  caft— 

Mrs.  Love.     It  is  in  vain  to  deny  it,  Sir. 

Sir  Bril.  May  I  lofe  the  next  fweepftakes,  if  I  have 
ever,  in  thought,  word  or  deed,  been  acceflary  to  his  infi- 
delity. I  alienate  the  afFe£Hons  of  Mr.  Lovemore  !  Con- 
fider, Madam,  how  would  this  tell  in  Weftminfter  Hall? 
Sir  Brilliant  Fafliion,  what  fay  you,  guilty  of  this  indift- 
ment  or  not  guilty?    Not  guilty,  pofs.     Thus  iffue  is 

C  2  joined. 
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joined.  You  enter  the  court :  but,  my  dear  Madam,  veiF 
thofe  graces  that  adorn  your  perfon:  abate  the  fire  of 
thofe  charms:  fo  much  beauty  will  corrupt  the  judges: 
give  me  a  fair  trial. 

Mrs,  Love.     And  thus  you  think  to  laugh  it  away. 

Sir  Bril.  Nay  hear  me  out.  You  appear  in  court: 
you  charge  the  whole  upon  me,  without  a  fyllable  as  to  the 
how,  when,  and  where  I  no  proof  pofitive  j  the  profecu- 
tion  ends,  and  I  begin  my  defence. 

Mrs.  Love.  And  by  playing  thefe  falfe  colours  you 
think  I  am  to  be  amufed  ? 

Sir  Bril.  Nay,  Mrs.  Lovemore,  I  am  now  upon  my 
defence.  Only  hear. — You  will  pleafe  to  conilder.  Gen- 
tlemen of  the  Jury,  that  Mr.  Lovemore  is  not  a  minor,  nor 
I  his  guardian.  He  loves  gaiety,  pleafure,  and  enjoyment: 
IS  it  my  fault  ?  He  is  poffeffed  of  talents  and  a  tafte  for 
pleafure,  which  he  knows  how  to  gratify  ;  can  I  reftrain 
him  ?  He  knows  the  world,  makes  the  moft  of  life,  and 
plucks  the  fruit  that  grows  around  him  :  am  I  to  blame  i 
This  is  the  whole  affair. — How  fay  you,  gentlemen  of  the 
Jury  ? — Not  guilty.  There,  you  fee  how  it  is.  I  have 
cleared  myfelf. 

Mrs.  Love.  Brifk,  lively,  and  like  yourfelf,  Sir  Bril- 
liant !  But  if  you  can  imagine  this  bantering  way— 

Sir  Bril.  Acquitted  by  my  country,  Ma'am  j  fairly 
acquitted. 

M's.  Love.    -After  the  very  edifying  counfel  which 
you  give  to  Mr,  Lovemore,  this  loofe  ftrain  is  not  in  the 
leaft  furprizing.     And  Sir  your  late  projeft— 
Sir  Bril.     My  late  projedl ! 

Mrs.  Love,     Your  late  projeft,  Sir.     Not  content yntb 
•  leading  Mr.  Lovemore^  into  a  thouland  fcenes  of  diffipa- 

tion» 
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tion,  you  have  introduced  him  lately  to  your  miftrefs  BelU 
mour.     You  underftand  me,  Sir. 

Sir  Bril.  Ma'am,  he  does  not  ib  much  a$  know  the 
Widow  Bellmour. 

Mrs.  Love.  Nay,  Sir  Brilliant,  have  a  care  :  juftify 
it  if  you  can,  or  give  it  a  turn  of  wit.  There  is  no  occa- 
fion  to  hazard  yourfelf  too  far. 

Sir  Bril.  Falfehood  I  difdain.  Madam,  and  I,  Sir 
Brilliant  Fafhion,  declare  that  Mr.  Lovemore  is  not  ac- 
quainted with  the  Widow  Bellmour.  And  if  he  was, 
what  then  ?  Do  you  know  the  lady  ? 

A^s.  Love.  X  know  her^  Sir  ?  A  perfon  of  that  cha- 
rafter  ? 

Sir  Bril.  Oh ! — I  fee  you  don't  know  her  j  but  I 
will  let  you  into  her  hiftory.— Pray  be  feated—  you  (hall 
know  her  whole  hiftory,  and  then  judge  for  yourfelf. 
The  Widow  Bellmour,  Madam— 

Love,  {within)     William,  are  the  hories  put  to  i 

Sir  Bril.     We  are  interrupted. 

£nter  Lovemore. 

Love.  Very  well :  let  the  carriage  be  brought  round 
direftly. — :How  do  you  do,  my  dear  ?— Sir  Brilliant  I  beg 
your  pardon.-r  My  Love,  you  don't  anfwer  me:  how  do 
you  do  this  morning  ?  {with  an  air  of  cold  civility) 

Mrs,  Love.  A  little  indifpofed  in  mind  :  but  indifpo- 
fition  of  the  mind  is  of  no  confequence :  nobody  pitie$  it. 

Love.  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mrs.  Lovemore.  Indif- 
pofition  of  the  mind— Sir  Brilliant,  that's  a  mighty  pretty 
ring  on  your  finger. 

Sir  Bril.  A  bauble :  will  you  look  at  it?  {gives  the 
ring.) 

Mrs.  Love.     Though  I  have  but  few  obligations  to  Sir 

C  3  Brilliant^ 
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Brilliant,  I  fuppofe  I  am  to  afcribe  to  him  the  favour  of 
this  vifity.Mr.  Lovemore. 

Love,  {looking  at  the  ring^  and  laugbing)  Now  there 
you  wrong  me.— Your  enquiries  about  my  health  have 
been  very  obliging  this  morning,  and  I  came  to  return  the 
compliment  before  I  go  out.— It  is  fet  very  neatly.  (^W 
back  the  ring) 

Mrs.  Love.     Are  you  going  out,  Sir  ? 

Love.  A  matter  of  bufinefs— How  I  do  hate  bufinefs ! 
— Butbufinefs  {examining  his  ni^^x)— bufinefs  muft  be 
done.— Pray  is  there  any  news  ?— Any  news,  my  dear  ? 

Mrs.  Love.  It  would  be  news  to  me,  Sir,  if  you  would 
be  kind  enough  to  let  me  know  whether  I  may  exped  the 
favour  of  your  company  at  dinner  to-day. 

Love.     It  would  be   impertinent  inme  toanfwerfuch 

a  queftion,  for  I  can  give  no  dtred):  anfwer  to  it.— I  am 

the  flave  of  events ;  jufl  as  things  happen ;  perhaps  I  may; 

perhaps  not.     But  don't  let  me  be  of  any  inconvenience 

to  you.     Is  it  material  idiere  a  body  eats?— Have  you 

heard  what  happened  ta  me  ? 

{qfide  to  Sir  Brilliant.) 

Sir  Bril.     When  and  where  ? 

Love.  A  word  in  your  ear— with  your  permiifion. 
Ma'am  ? 

Mrs.  Love.  That  cold,  contemptuous  civility,  Mr. 
Lovemore. 

Love.  Po  !  prithee  now,  how  can  you? — that  is  very 
peevifli,  and  very  illnatured. — {turning  to  Sir  Bril.) 
I  loft  every  thing  I  played  for  after  you  went.  The  fo- 
reigner and  he  underfland  one  another .-^I  beg  your  pardon, 
Mrs.  Lovemore  :  it  was  only  about  an  affair  at  the  Opera* 

Mrs.  Love.  The  Opera  or  any  thing  is  more  agree- 
able than  my  company^ 
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Lo%E.  Now  dicre  again  you  wrong  me.  (to  Sir 
Brilliant)  We  dine  u  the  St.  Alban's.— -How  can 
you  Mrs.  Lovemore  ?  I  make  it  a  point  not  to  incom- 
mode you.  You  poffibly  may  have  fome  private  party  i 
and  it  would  be  unpolite  in  me  to  obftrud:  your  fcheme$ 
ofpleafure.   .Wpuld  not  it,  Sir  Brilliant  ?' 

Sir  Bril.     Oh !— Gotbick  to  the  laft  degree  ! 

Love.  Very  true ;  vulgar  and  mechanick  ?  (both 
ftand  laughing.) 

Mrs*  Love.  Go  on  ;  make  fport  for  yourfelves,  gen- 
tlemen* 

Love.  Ho  !  ho  !  ho !  I  am  fore  with  laughli^.—- If 
you.  Madam,  have  arranged  an  agreeable  party,  for  me  to 
be  prefent,  it  would  look  as  if  we  lived  together  like  Sir 
BaihfuU  Conftant  and  his  Lady,  who  are  always,  like  two 
Game-cocks,  ready  armed  to  goad  and  fpur  one  another. 
Hey  !  Sir  Brilliant  ? 

Sir  Bril.  Oh !  the  very  thing  :  or  like  Sir  Theodore 
Traffic  at  Tunbridge  taking  his  wife  under  the  arm  in 
the  public  rooms,  and  ^'come  along  home,  I  tell  yov.'* 

Love.  £xa£tiy  fo.  {Both  £ontinue  laughing.)  Odds 
my  life !  I  (hall  be  beyond  my  time  [loots  at  his  watch.) 
any  commands  into  the  city,  my  dear  ? 

Mrs,  LovEt  Commands  ! — ^no^  Sir,  I  have  no  com- 
mands. 

Love.  I  have  an  appointment  at  my  banker's.  Sir 
Brilliant,  you  know  old  Difcount  ? 

£ir  Bril.  He  that  was  in  Parliament,  and  had  the 
large  contra^:  i 

Love.  The  fame  :  Entire  Butt.  I  think,  was 
the  name  of  his  Borough.      Can  I  fet  you  down  ? 

Sir  Bril.     No  my  carriage  waits.    I  fhaU  rattle  half  , 
Ae  town  over  prefently. 

C  4  Love* 
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Love.  As  you  will.  Sir  Brilliant  will  entertain  joa^ 
Ma'am»  jfu  nvoivy  my  love.— Sir  Brilliant,  yours. — Who 
waits  there  ?  [Exitjinging. 

Sir  Beil.  Bon  voyage.-^You,  fee.  Madam,  that  I 
don't  deprive  you  of  his  company. 

AfLrs^  Love.  Your  influence  is  now  unnecei&ry.  It 
is  grown  habitual  to  him :  he  will  drive  to  your  Mrs. 
BeUmovu-,  I  fuppofe. 

Sir  Bril.  Apropos  ;  that  brings  us  back  to  the 
little  hiftory  I  was  going  to  give  you  of  that  Lady.  What 
is  your  charge  againft  her  ?  That  fhe  is  aouable  ? 
Granted.  Young,  gay,  rich,  handfome,  with  enchanting 
talents,  it  is  no  wonder  all  die  pretty  fellows  are  on  their 
knees  to  her.  Her  manner  fo  entertaining  !  that  quick- 
nefs  of  tranfition  from  one  thing  to  another  !  that  round 
of  variety  I  and  every  new  attitude  does  fo  become  her  ; 
and  fhe  has  fuch  a  feeling  heart,  and  with  an  air  of  giddir 
nefs  fo  nice  a  condud ! 

A^s.  Love.  Mighty  well.  Sir  :  She  is  a  very  veftal. 
Finifh  your  portrait,  A  veflal  from  your  fchool  of  paint* 
ing  mufl  be  a  curiofity.— But  how  comes  it^  Sir,  if  fhe 
is  this  wonder,  that  your  honouraible  propoials  are  at  an 
end  there  7 

Sir  Bril,  Compulfion,  Ma'am  :  it  is  not  voluntary. 
My  Lord  Etherjdge  is  (he  happy  man.  I  thought  he  was 
out  of  the  kingdom  ;  but  his  lordfhip  is  with  her  ev'ry 
evening.  I  can  fcarce  gain  admittance  ;  and  fo  all  that 
remains  for  me,  is  to  do  juflice  to  the  lady,  and  confole 
myfelf  in  the  beft  way  I  can  fo^  the  infufficiency  of  my 
pretenfions.  ' 

Mrs,  Love.      And  am  I  to  believe  all  this  ? 

^;V  Brii.     May  the  iiril  woman  •  I  pay  my  addrefles 
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to,  ftrike  me  to  the  centre  with  a  fupcrcilious  eyebrow,  if 
every  fyllable  is  not  minutely  true.— So  that  you  fee,  I  am 
not  the  caufe  of  your  inquietude.— There  is  not  in  the 
world  a  perfon,  who  more  earneftly  afpires  to  prove  the 
tender  efteem  he  bears  you. — I  have  long  panted  for  an 
.  opportunity — by  all  that's  foft  ftie  liftens  to  me  {aftde) — 
I  have  long  panted.  Ma'am,  for  a  tender  moment  like 
this. — 

-M-j.  Love.     {Looiing  gravely  at  him.)     Sir! 

Sir  Bril.     I  have  panted  with  all  the  ardour,  which 
charms  like  your's  muft  kindle  in  every  heart  — 

A^s,  hovE.     {walks  away)      This  liberty.  Sir— 

Sir  Bril.     Confider,  Madam  :    we  have  both  caufe  of 
difcontent;    both    difappointed ;    both  croffed    in  love ; 
/and  the  leaft  we  can  do  is  both  to  join,  and  fweeten  each 
other's  cares. 

Mrs,  LoyE.  And  your  friend.  Sir,  who  has  juft  left 
you — 

Sir  Bril.  He,  Madam,  for  a  long  time— I  have  feen 
it,  with  vexation  feen  it, — yes,  he  has  long  been  falfe  to 
honour,  love  and  you. 

Mrs,  Love.  Sir  Brilliant,  I  have  done.  You  take 
my  wrongs  too  much  to  heart.   Sir — {rings  a  bell) 

Sir  Bril.  "Thofe  eyes  that  tell  us  what  the  fun 
^  is  made  of ;    Thofe  hills  of  Jriven  fnow  !"— 

Mrs.  Love.     Will  nobody  anfwer  there  ? 

Enter    MusLIN. 
Sir  Bril.     Madam,  I  defift  :  when  you  are  in  better 
humour,  recoUeA  what  I  have  faid.     Your  adorer  takes 
bis  leave.     Sir  Brilliant,  mind  your  hits,   and  her  ftrait- 
Jaced  virtue  will  furrender  at  lafi.     Madam— 

[Bows  refpeS^uUy  ;    Exiu 

Muslin, 
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MusliN.  As  I  live  ^nd  breathe,  Ma^am^  if  I  was  a9 
you,  i  would  not  flufter  myfeif  about  it. 

Mrs.  Love.     About  ^at? 

Muslin.  What  fignifies  mincing  the  matter?  I 
heard  it  all. 

Afry.  Love.    You  did  ?   did  you  ?    {hois,  angrily) 

Muslin.    Ma'am  ! 

Mrs.  Love.  Impertinence  !  {walis  about)  Ohf  ^  Mr» 
Lovemore! — To  make  his  character  public>  and  render 
him  the  topick  of  every  tea-table  throughout  this  town  I 
I  muft  avoid  that. 

Muslin.  What  the  deuce  is  here  to  do?-— An  un- 
mannerly thing,  for  to  go  for  to  huff  me  in  this  manner ! 

{qfide) 

Mrs,  Love.  That  would  only  widen  the  breach,  and 
inftead  of  negle£l,  might  call  forth  refentment^  and  fettle 
at  laft  into  a  fixed  averfion  :  lawyers,  parting,  and  iepa- 
rate  maintenance ! — What  muft  be  done  ? 

Muslin.  What  is  Ihe  thinking  of  now  ?— A  fulky 
thing,  not  to  be  more  familiar  with  fuch  a  friend  as  I  am. 
—Did  you  fpeak  to  me,  Ma'am  ? 

Mrs.  Love.  It  may  fucceed :  fuppofe  I  try  it : 
Muflin. 

Muslin.    Ma'am,     {running  to  her) 

Mrs*  Love.  You  heard  Sir  Brilliant  fay  that  Mr. 
Lovemore  is  not  acquainted  with  the  Widow  ? 

Muslin.  Lard,  Ma'am,  he  is  as  full  of  tricks  as  a 
French  milliner.  I  know  he  does  vifit  there :  I  know  it 
from  William.  I'll  be  hanged  in  my  own  garters,  if  he 
does  not. 

Mrs.  Love.  I  know  not  what  to  do.  Let  my 
chair  be  got  ready. 

MusLiv. 
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MusJLiN.     Your  chair,  Ma*am ! — Are  you  going  out  ? 

A^s.  Love.     Let  me  hear  no  more  queftions  :  do  as 
I  order  you.  [Exit, 

Muslin.  Which  way  is  the  wind  now  ?  No  matter ; 
Ihe  does  not  know  what  fhe'd  be  at.  If  fhe  would  but 
take  my  advice,— go  abroad,  vifit  eveiy  where,  fee  the 
world,  dirow  open  her  doors,  give  ball%  aflemblies,  con-' 
certs;  fing,  dance,  drefs,  fpend  all  her  money,  run  in  debt^ 
ruin  her  huiband ;  there  would  be  fom^  fenfe  in  that :  the 
man  would  ftay  at  home  then  to  quarrel  with  her.  She 
would  have  enough  of  his  company.  But  no;  mope, 
mope  for  ever ;  heigho !  teafe,  teafe,  Muflin,  ftep  16 
William;  where's  his  mafter?  When  did  he  conae 
home  ?  How  long  has  he  been  up  ?  A  fine  life  truly  !— 
I  love  to  be  in  the  fafhion,  for  my  part.  Blefe  me,  I  had 
like  to  have  forgot.  Mrs.  Marmalet  comes  to  my  rout 
to  night.  She  might  as  well  ftay  away :  Ihe  is  n9thing 
but  meer  lumber.  The  forma]  thing  won't  play  higher 
dian  (hilling  whift.  How  the  devil  does  fhe  think  I  can 
make  a  {billing  party  for  her  ?  There  is  no  fuch  a  thing 
now  a  days :  no  body  plays  (billing  wh!ft  now,  unlefs  I  was 
to  invite  the  trades-people  :  but  I  (han't  let  myfelf  dowi\^. 
for  Madam  Marmalet,  diat  I  promife  her. 


END  OF  THE   FIRST  ACT. 
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SCENE  an  Jpartment  at  Sir  Bash,  Constant's 

Enter  Sir  Bashfull, 

Sir  Bashfull. 

\  J I D  not  I  hear  a  rap  at  the  door  ?  Yes,  yes,  I  did  j 
I  am  right.  The  carriage  is  juft  now  driving  away. 
Who  anfwers  there  ?  Sideboard  j  ftep  hither,  Sideboard. 
I  muft  know  who  it  is  :  my  wife  keeps  the  beft  company 
in  England.  Hold,  I  muft  be  wary.  Servants  love  to 
pry  into  their  matters  fecrets. 

Enter  Sideboard. 

Sir  Bash.     Whofe  carriage  was  that  at  the  door  ? 

Side.     The  Dutchefs  of  Hurricane,  your  honour. 

Sir  Bash.  The  Dutchefs  of  Hurricane?  {Walks 
aftde  and /miles)  A  woman  of  great  rank  !— what  did 
(he  want  i 

Side.     She  has  left  this  card  for  my  Lady. 

Sir  Bril.  a  card  ?  Let  me  fee  it.  (Reads.)  The 
Dutchefs  of  Hurricane  prefents  compliments  to  Ladjjf  Conjiant^ 
She  has  left  the  hounds  andthefoxes^  and  the  brutes j  that  gallop 
after  them^  to  their  own  dearfociety  for  the  reft  of  the  winter^ 
Her  Grace  keeps  Wednefdays  at  Hurricane- Houfe  for  the  refi 
of  the  winter.^^Mdke  me  thankful,  here's  a  card  from  a 
Dutchefs !— what  have  you  there  i 
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Side.  A  parcel  of  cards,  that  have  been  left  here  this 
morning.^ 

Sir  Bash.  All  thefe  in  one  morning  i  {loots  at  them) 
Why  I  may  as  well  keep  an  inn ;  may  as  well  keep  the 
Coach  and  Horfes  in  Piccadilly,  {reads  faft)  Laify 
Rtot'-^Mrs,  AUnight'^The  Dtttchefs  of  Carmine — look  ye 
there,  another  Dutchefs !  Lady  Bajfet — Lord  Pleurifie^^ 
the  Countefs  of  Ratife-^Sir  Richard  Lungs — Lord  Lauda^ 
num^^Sir  Charles  Valerian — Lady  HeSiick^^Lady  Mary, 
Gabble — ^I  can't  bear  all  this.  Sideboard — {ajide  and  fimU^ 
ing)  I  can't  bear  the  pleafure  of  it :  all  people  of  tip-top 
condition  to  vifit  my  wife ! 

Enter  Furnish. 

Sir  Bash.     What's  the  matter,  Furnifh  ? 

Furnish.     The  matter,  Sir? — Nothing's  the  matter. 

Sir  Bash,  What  are  you  about?  Where  are  you 
going  ?     What  have  you  to  do  now  ? 

Furnish.  Only  to  tell  the  chairmen  they  muft  take 
Black  George  with  his  flambeau  with  them  this  evening, 
and  carry  the  chair  to  pay  vifits  for  my  lady. 

Sir  Bash.  An  empty  chair  to  pay  vifits  !-— what  po- 
lite ways  people  of  faihion  have  got  of  being  intimate  with 
each  other ! — (aJide)  abfurd  as  it  is,  I  am  glad  to  fee  my 
wife  keep  pace  with  the  beft  of  them.  I  laugh  at  it,  and 
yet  I  like  it. — Wounds  !  I  Jhall  be  found  out  by  my  fer- 
vants.  I  tell  you.  Sideboard,  and  you  Mrs.  Bufy  Body, 
that  your  Miftrefs  leads  a  life  of  noife  and  hurry,  and  cards 
and  dice,  and  vanity  and  nonfenfe,  and  I  ^m  refolved  to 
bear  it  no  longer.— Don't  I  hear  her  coming  ? 

Furnish.     My  lady  is  coming,  Sir. 

S/r  Bash.  (aJide  and  fmiling)  She  looks  charming- 
ly.—Now  rU  tell  her  roundly  a  piece  of  my  mind.  Yoit 
ihall  fee  who  commands  in  this  houfe. 

£nter 
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Enter  Lady  Constant. 

Sir  Bash.  {Jteah  a  look)  I  could  almoft  give  up  the 
point  when  I  look  at  her. — So,  madam,  I  have  had  mj 
houfe  full  of  duns  again  to  day* 

Lady  Constant.  Obliging  creatures,  to  call  fo 
often.     What  did  they  want  ? 

JSitit  Bash.  Want !— what  fhould  they  want  but 
money  ? 

Lady  Cons.     And  you  paid  them,  I  fuppofe. 

Sir  Bash.  You  fuppofe ! — 'fdeath,  madam,  what 
do  you  take  me  for  ? 

Lady  Cons.  I  took  you  for  a  hufband :  my  brothei: 
prefcribed  you.  But  his  prefcription  has  done  me  na 
good. 

Sir  Bash.  Nor  me  either :  I  have  had  a  bitter  pill 
of  it. 

Lady  Cons.  But  the  pill  was  gilded  for  you.  My 
fortune,  I  take  it,  has  paid  off  the  old  family  mortgage 
on  your  eftate« 

Sir  Bash.  And  at  the  rate  you  go  on,  a  new  mort- 
gage will  fwallow  up  my  eftate. — I  fee  you  are  an  un- 
grateful woman. 

Lady  Cons.     That  is,  as  you  keep  the  account. 

Sir  Bash.  And  my  accounts  will  (hew  it.  Day  after 
day  nothing  but  extravagance  to  gratify  your  vanity. 
Did  not  I  go  into  parliament  to  pleafe  you  ?  Did  not  I 
go  down  to  the  Borough  oi  Smoke^nd-Soty  and  get  drunk 
there  for  a  whole  month  together  ?  Did  not  I  get  mobbed 
at  the  George  and  Vulture  ?  And  pelted  and  horfewhipped 
the  day  before  the  ele£tion  ?  And  was  not  I  obliged  to 
fteal  out  of  the  town  in  a  rabbit  cart }  And  all  this  to  be 
fomebody  as  you  caU  it  ?  Did  not  I  ft^Cnd  up  in  the  houie 
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to  make  a  fpeech  to  Ihew  what  an  orator  you  bad 
married  ?  And  did  not  I  expofe  myfelf  ?  Did  I  know  whe- 
ther I  flood  upon  my  head  or  my  heels  for  half  an  hour 
together  ?  And  did  not  a  great  man  from  the  Treafury- 
bench  tell  me  never  to  ipeak  again  ? 

Lady  Cons.     And  why  not  take  his  advice  ? 

Sir  Bash.    What  in  the  name  of  common  fenfe  had  I 

to  do  in  Parliament  ?  My  country  !  what's  my  country  to 

me  ?  The  debts  of  the  nation,  and  your  gaming  debts  are 

nothing  to  me.     I  muft  help  to  pay  both,  muft  HI  can 

vote  againft  taxes,  and  I  can  adverdfe  in  the  Gazette  to 

(ecuremefrom  your  extravagance.     I  have  not  lived  in 

the  Temple  for  nothing. 

Furnish.  He  flept  there,  and  calls  it  ftudying  the 
law. 

Sir  Bash.     Hold  you  your  tongue,  Mrs.  Pert :  leave 

the  room.     Go  both  about  your  buiinefs. 

[Exeunt  Fumijb  and  Sideboard* 

Sir  Bash,  {ajide)     I  have  kept  it  up  before  my .fervants. 
{Looks at  Lady  Con/hint)     She  is  a  fine  woman  after  all. 
^     Lady  Cons.     Is  there  never  to  be  an  end  of  this  u&ge. 
Sir  ?  Am  I  to  be  for  ever  made  unhappy  by  your  humours  ? 

Sir  Bash.  Humours  !  good  fenfe  and  found  judgment, 
in  the  fine  lady's  dictionary,  are  to  be  called  humours  ? 

Ladf  Cons.  And  your  humours  are  now  grown^infup- 
portable. 

Sir  Bash.  Your  profuflon  is  infupportable.  At  the 
rate  you  go  on,  how  am  I  to  find  money  for  my  next  elec- 
tion ?— If  you  would  but  talk  this  matter  over  coolly — She 
talks  like  an  angel,  and  I  wifli  I  ^ould  fay  {ajide)  die  fame 
of  myfelf.— What  will  the  world  think  ?— Only  command 
your  temper^what  will  they  think,  if  I  am  feen  to  en- 
courage your  way  of  life  ? 

LaAf 
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Ladjf  Cons.  Amufeyourfelf  that  way,  Sir»<— Avoid  one, 
error,  and  run  into  the  oppofite  extreme. 

Sir  Bash,  {^ifide)  There;  a  tranflatlon  from  Ho* 
lace  !  Dum  vitant  Jiuhi  vitia'-^^ShQ  is  a  notable  woman. 

Lady  Cons.  Let  me  tell  you,  there  is  not  in  life  a  more 
ridiculous  light  than  the  perfon,  who  guards,  with  imagi- 
nary wifdom,  againft  one  giant-vice,  aad  leaves  himfelf 
open  to  a  million  of  abfurditi^s. 

Sir  Bash*  {a^)  I  am  nothing  to  her  in  an  argu- 
ment— ^Ihe  has  a  tongue  that  can  reafon  me  out  of  my 
fenfes.««— I  could  almoft  find  it  in  my  heart  to  tell  her  the 
whole  truth.— You  know,  my  Lady  Conftant,  that  when 
jou  want  any  thing  in  reafon— 

Laify  Cons.  Is  it  unreafonable  to  live  with  decency  ? 
Is  it  unreafonable  to  keep  the  company  my  rank  and  edu- 
cation have  entitled  me  to  ?  Is  it  unreafonable  to  conform 
to  the  modes  of  life,  when  your  fortune  can  fo  well  afford 
it? 

Sir  Bash,  {ajide)  She  is  a  very  reafonable  woman» 
and  I  wifh  I  had  but  half  her  fenfe.-^You  know  I  am 
good-natured  in  the  main,  and  if  a  fum  of  money  within  a 
moderate  compafs — If  a  brace  of  hundreds — (afide)  why 
ihould  not  I  make  it  three  ? — ^I  know  that  you  have  con- 
traded  habits  of  life,  and  {in  a  Joftened  tone)  habit,  I  know 
is  not  eafily  conquered :  and  if  three  {fmiling)  hundred 
pounds  will  prevent  difputes,  why  [fmilihg)  as  to  the  matter 

of  three  hundred  pound 

Enter  Furnish,  with  a  hand  box. 

Furnish,    Your  Ladyfliip*s  things  from  the  milliner's. 

Sir  Bash.  Deadi  and  fury !  this  woman  has  over- 
heard me.  Three  hundred  pounds,  Madam !  {in  a  violent 
fafftan)  let  me  tell  you  that  three  hundred  pounds— what 
right  have  you  to  (hovel  away  three  hundred  pounds  ? 

4  Ladf 


M      4 


COMEDY.  33 


.   ijufy  Cons.    Why  doesAe  man  fly  ont  info  fudi  a 
paffion  ? 

fir  Bash.  I  will  allow  nofiich  d<Mngs  inmjr  houfe. 
Don't  I  often  come  when  my  hall  is  belieged  with  a  par^ 
cd  rf  powder-monkey  (enrants  ?  And  did  not  I  the  other 
day,  before  I  could  get  into  my  own  doors,  entangle  myiHf 
among  the  chairm^'s  pole^  and  was  not  I  confined  therei 
Uke  a  man  in  the  flocks  ? 

LaJf  CoN5«    Why  would  you  be  fo  aukward  i 

Sir  Bash.     An  eternal  fcene  of  routs  and  ihums. 

Have  not  I  feen  you  put  the  fee  fimple  of  a  fcore  of  my 

beft  acres  upon  a  fingle  card  i  And  have  not  I  muttered 

'  to  myfel^  ^  if  that  woman  was  as  much  in  love  with  me  as 

^iheis  with  Pam,  what  an  ezcellentwile  (he  wouldmake  i** 

Ladj  CoKs.  Pam  is  very  obh'ging :  why  wont  you 
ftrive  to  be  as  agreeable  ? 

Sir  Bash.  'Sdeath,  Madam,  you  are  fo  fond  of  play 
diat  I  fhould  notwonderto  fee  my  next  child  marked  on 
the  forehead  with  a  pair  royal  of  aces. 

Furnish*  I  am  fure  you  deferve  to  be  marked  on  die 
fordiead  with  a  pair  of«- 

Sir  Bash.  Malapert  hufley !  do  you  meddle  ?    Begone 

this  moment* 

{Exit  Furmjb.^ 

Laif  Cons.  Fy  upon  it,  Sir  BafhfuU !  I  am  tired  of 
blufhing  bfc  you. 

Sir  Bash.  I  am  afraid  I  have  gone  gone  too  far  : 
Ihe  is  alhamed  of  me.     {^J^) 

Laif  Cons.  You  agreed  to  a  feparation  die  other 
day  and  diere  remains  nothing  but  to  execute  arddes,  and 
make  an  end  of  alidiis  dilquiet. 

Sir  Bash.    A  feparate  maintenance  will  go  but  a  littfe 
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way  toanfwer  tibe  bawiii^  of  Milliaers,  Mercer%  JeweUer% 
and  gaining  debts. 

Lady  Cou$.  It  will  purchafe  content,  and  nothing 
can  obtain  that  under  ydur  roof. 

Sir  Bash,  {ajuk)  I  have  fliot  mj  bolt  too  £ur— *I 
fancy,  my  Lady  Conftant,  that  you  don't  know  me.  We 
Blight  explain  matters,  and— Ydeath !  {afale)  I  am  going 
to  blab— I  fay,  madam,  if  you  underftood  me  rightly-*-as 
to  the  aifthority  of  a  huiband,  I  might  perhs^  be  brought 
to  give  it  up,  in  part  at  leaft ;  and  if  nobody  was  the  wiier, 
I  might  connive— Po!  confiifion!  interrupted  agsun  by 
that«» 

Efiter  Furnish. 
Furnish.     A  fervant  &om  Mrs  Lovemore,  Madam, 
to  know- 
Sir  Bash.    The  authority  of  a  hufband  I  never  will  give 
up. — 

Lady  Cons.  A  ftorm,  a  whirlwind  is  fitter  to  con* 
verfe  with. 

Sir  Bash.  I  will  ftorm  like  a  whirlwind  in  my  own 
houfe.  I  have  done  madam ;  you  are  an  ungovernable 
woman — {i^ide  andfmiling)  (he  is  a  'charming  woman,  and 
if  nobody  faw  it,  I  would  let  her  govern  me  with  all  my 

heart. 

[Exiu 

Lady  Cons.     Did  any  body  ever  fee  fuch  bdiaviour  ? 

Furnish.  Never,  and  how  your  ladyfliip  bears  it,  I 
can't  tell. 

Lady  Cons.  That  it  fhould  be  my  fate  to  be  married 
to  fuch  a  quickfand !  What  does  Mrs.  Lovemore  fay  I 

Furnish.    If  your  ladyfhip  will  be  at  ho^ne,  (he  in- 

tiinds  to  do  herfelf  the  pleafiire  of  waiting  upon  you. 

Madam. 

Lady 
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Loif  Cpvs.  Very  w^;  I fluU  be  9t  borne.  Upon 
recoUfidiai^  I  vant  to  ^  her.  Let  the  ferY^  Wt :  TU 
write  an  anfwer. 

SCENE    Another  Apartment. 
Enter  Sir  Bashfull  ani  Lovemore. 

Sir  Bash.  Walk  in  Mr.  Lovemore,  walk  in.  I  am 
heartily  glad  to  (ee  you.     This  is  kind. 

Love.  I  am  ready,  ypu  (ee|  to  attend  the  call  of  firiend- 
Ihip. 

Sir  Bash*     Mr.  Lovemore^  you  are  a  friend  indeed. 

LpVE.  You  do  me  honour.  Sir  Baihfull.  And  your 
lady,  how  does  (he  do  ? 

S\r  Bash?  Perfe£lly  \^ :  In  great  fjMrits.  {fmiEng 
at  LffVfmerf)  I  never  faw  her  look  better :  but  we  have 
had  t'other  fkirmifh  Apce  I  faw  you. 

Love*    Another ! 

Sir  Bash.  Ay,  anodier ^  and  I  did  not  bate  her  an  ace. 
She  is  a  rare  one  to  argue.  She  is  fit  to  difcufs  a  point 
with  any  man. — ^Nobody  like  her.  Wit  at  will ;  I  thought 
I  managed  the  difpute,  and  that  I  ihould  foon  have  had  her 
at  iriiatyou  call  a  n9n'flus.  But  no,  x]k>  ;  no  Aich  thing. 
She  can  give  youiharp  turn  in  a  moment. 

Love.    Ay ! 

Sir  Bash.  Give  her  her  due,  I  am  nothing  to  ber. 
I  thought  I  had  her  faft^  but  (he  went  round  me,  quick 
as  lightening;  and  would  you  believe  it?  {koks  bighhf 
pkafei)     She  did  not  leave  me  a  word  to  fay. 

Love.     Well !  diat  was  hard  upon  you. 

Sir  Bash.     No,  not  hard  at  all.    Thofe  little  vi^ries 

I  don't  mind-     Vou  know  I  told  you  I .  have  ibiQjethij^g 

for  your  priva^  ear-     Have  ypu  obferved  nothing  odd  ao4 

fingular  Uif^^i 

D  2  Love. 
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Love.  Not  in  the  leaft.  In  the  whole  circle  of  mjr 
acquaintance  I  knownO  body  fo  little  tinged  with  oddity. 

Sir  Bash.  What,  have  you  feen  nothing  ?  (laughs) 
Have  you  remarked  nothing  particular  in  regard  to  my 
wife? 

Love.  Why,  you  don't  live  happy  with  her :  but  that 
is  not  a  fingulaif  cafe. 

Sir  Bash.  But  I  tell  you — ^this  muft  be  in  confidence 
—I  am  at  the  bottom  a  very  odd  fellow. 

Love.     You  do.yourfelf  injuftice,  Sir  Bafhfull. 

Sir  Bash.  No,  not  in  the  leaft.  It  is  too,true— I  am, 
in  the  main  a  very  odd  fellow ;  I  am  indeed ;  as  odd  a  fifh 
as  lives  j  and  you  muft  have  feen  it  before  now. 

Love.  I  fee  it  ?— I  am  not  apt  to  fpy  defe£b  in  my 
friends.     What  can  this  be  ?  You  are  not  jealous,  I  hope. 

Sir  Bash.     You  havfe  not  hit  the  right  nail  on  the 
^  head.     No,  not  jealous.     Do  her  juftice,  I  am  fafe  as  to 
that  point.     My  lady  has  high  notions  of  honour.     No^  it 
is  nqt  that. 

Love,  Not  a  ray  of  light  to  guide  me:  explain.  Sir 
Balhful. 

Sir  Bash,  {fmiling  at  him)  You  could  never  have 
imagined  it.     But  firft  let  me  fliut  this  door. 

Love.     What  whim  has  got  pofleffion  of  him  now  ? 

Sir  J3ash.  Mr.  Ix)vemore,  I  have  great  dependance 
upon  you.  I  am  going  to  make  a  difcovery— I  blufh  at 
the  very  thought  of  it     {Turns  away). 

Love.  Be  a  man,  Sir  Bafhfull  \  out  with  it  at  once ; 
let  me  advife  you. 

Sir  Bash.     The    very  thing  I  want.     The  affair  is — 

but  then  if  he  (hould  betray   me ! — Mr.  Lovemore,  I 

doubt  you,  and  yet  efteem  you.    Some  men  there  are,  who, 

when  a  confidence  is  repofcd  in  them,  take  occafion  firom 
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thence  to  hold  a  hank  over  their  friend,  and  tyrannize  him 
all  the  reft  of  his  days. 

Love.  O  fy !  this  is  ungenerous.  True  friendfhip  is 
of  another  quality :  it  feels  from  fympathy ;  honour  is  the 
a£tiVe  principle ;  and  the  ftrjaeft  fecrecy  is  an  inviolable 
rule. 

Sir  Bash.  Mr.  Lovemore,  I  have  no  fiuther  doubt— 
ftay ;  did  not  you  hear  a  noife  ?  Don't  I  fee  a  fhadow 
movii^  imder  die  bottom  of  that  door  ?     (goes  to  the  door) 

Love.    What  has  got  into  his  head  ? 

Sir  Bash.  {Looking  ota)  Servants  have  a  way  of 
liftening. 

Love.  Rank  jealoufy !  he  has  it  through  the  very 
brain ! 

Sir  Bash.  No,  no ;  all's  fafe.  Mr.  Lovemore,  I  will 
Biake  you  the  depofkory,  the  faithful  depofitory  of  a  fecret : 
let  it  pafs  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart  to  the  inmoft 
recefs  of  yours :  there  let  it  reft  concealed  from  every 
prying  eye. — My  inclination— There  j— I  fee  a  laugh 
already  forming  in  every  feature  of  your  &ce. 

Love.  Then  my  face  is  no  true  index  of  the  mind. 
Were  you  to  know  the  agitations  in  which  you  keep  me 
by  this  fufpenfe— 

Sir  Bash.  I  believe  it.  To  make  an  end  at  once,  my 
inclinations  are  totally  changed— no ;  not  changed ;  but 
they  are' not  what  they  feemed  to  be.  Love  is  the  paffion 
that  pofllefles  me. — I  am  in  love^  and — [turns from  him) 
and  I  am  aihamed  of  myfelf. 

Love.  Aihamed  !  Love  is  a  noble  pai&on :  but  don't 
let  me  hear  any  more  about  it.  Lady  Conflant  will  dif- 
cover  all,  and  then  the  blame  will  fiill  on  me.  If  your 
heart  revolts  from  her,  don't  let  me  be  diought  in  league 
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Witii  you.    You  need  not  invt>lvie  me  in  a  qiiarrel  Wtdi  her 
ladyfhip. 

Sir  Bash.  You  &dfA*t  tdke  rtife  right.  You  ^Yt  MAdcj 
quite  wide  of  the  mirk.     Hear  it\t  out. 

Love.    Noj  ho  ihore.     You  muft  excufe  me. 

Sir  BasiT.  You  Ihall  hear  me.  The  objeft  of  my 
palSbii)  this  diarming  Woman,  M^om  I  doat  on  to  diftrac- 
tion— — ^ 

Love.  Ydiu*  pardon ;  I  WoA*t  hear  it~(«j«?ft5  ann^ 
from  him)  When  her  ladylhip  hdlrs  of  his  gallantry,  the 
devil  is  in  the  dice,  if  the  fpirit  of  revenge  does  not  m6uld 
her  to  my  purpofes. 

Sir  Bash,  {folbnvtng  Loveftibre)  I  fay,  Mr.  L6ve- 
more,  this  adorable  creature 

Love.     Ke^  your  fecret,  Sir  Baihfull.     {avoiding  him) 

Sir  Bash.  (JUbwing  him)  Who  looks  fo  lovely  in 
my  eyes— i 

Lovfe.    Well ;  I  don't  diefire  to  know  her. 

Sir  Bash.  You  do  know  her.  {foOowi)^  him)  This  idol 
of  my  heart  i^  my  own  wife. 

Love.     {Jlares  at  him)    Your  own  wife  ? 

Sir  Bash.  Yes,  my  own  wife,  {hoks  fi&y^  and  turns 
away)     It*s  all  over  with  me  :  I  am  undone. 

Love.     This  i^  the  moft  unexpefted  (Efcovery ! 

Sir  Bash.  Lodk  ye  there  now;  he  laughs  at  me 
silrcadyi 

LoVfe.  (djide)  His  Wife  muft  hot  know  this.  The 
grafs  is  cut  under  my  feet  if  fhe  ever  hears  a  Word  of  It. 

Sir  l^AS^.  {^fi^)  He  is  ftruck  with  amazenfen^ 
and  does  not  fay  a  Worfl  to  me. 

Love,  {afide)  I  muft  not  encourage  hmi«— ^And  can 
this  be  ik)ffible.  Sir  BafhfuU  ?--In  love  wiA  ^aox  own  wife ! 

Sir  Bash.    Spare  liiy  Confufion.    I  have  made  myfelf 

very 
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very  ridibulotis^    {hoh  at  Um^  and  turns  awa^)  I  know 
i  hsve. 

LoTE.  KkUculottS  ?  Far  from  it.  Can  it  be  vnrong  ID 
love  a  valuable  vncmsan?  Not  to  feel  the  imprdfions  of 
4)e»iity  and  of  merit  #nie  downright  infenfibili^ ;  bat  then 
we  fiiotdd  Jtvays  admire  with  difcredon.  The  foUjr  oi 
us  married  men  coniifts,  in  letdng  our  wives  percefare  the. 
rehemence,  with  whidi  weknre;  anld  the  confequence  is, 
.  we  are  enfla^ed  ibr  the  r^ft  of  our  li  ve&r — I  cduld  truft  you 
with  a  fecret,  which  perhaps,  wiould  keep  you  in  coun- 
tenanci;*     Could  yoa  imagine  it  ?  I  love  vof  wife. 

5/>  Bash.     How  ? 

Loy£.    i  am  in  love  with  my  wile. 

Sir  Bash.  Oh  !  no,  no  ;— hey !  {looking  UgUy  pUafei) 
you  make  me  laugh.    You  don^t  love  her,  do  you? 

LoV£«  PaffioQately.;  tenderly  ;  with  all  the  ardour  of 
afFe<Sioni, 

Sir  Bash.  Give  me  jronr  hand«  Ha  !  ha !  — ^I  did 
not  expe£tthis.  This  is  fome  relief.  Ha !  ha  !«*-*'you  have 
made  me  happy*  And  jhave  you  led  the  life  yx)U  have  done 
all  ihis  time,  on  pnrpofe  to  conceal  your  regard  from  h^r  ? 

Lovjs.  For  that  very  purpcfe.  I  efteem  hear  5  I  iove  ^ 
her ;  but  I  would  nqt  have  her  know  it. 

Sir  Bash.    No  ? 

IiOVE.  Upon  ho  oonfideratioB,  ms  would  I  have  the 
world  know  it. 

5/rBASH.     PerfeSly  right. 

Love.  To  be  fure«  Tell  your  wife  that  ^u  cift^em 
her  good  qualities,  and  .admire  her  jxufon,  flie  ories  Vic* 
T0RIA9  falls  to  plundering,  and  then  -jroumoft  eitter  .break 
her  chain,  or  wear  it  in  the  face  of  the  world,  a  laughil^ 
ftock  for  all  your  tmquaintahae. 

Sir  B  Asa*    That  is  what  I  Jiave  .ahnqrs  be^n.«frai<)  of. 

D  4  Love* 
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Love.  Not  without  reafon.  The  world  delights  im 
ridicule.  Do  you  know,  if  our  fecrets  were  to  tranfpirc^ 
that  we  fhould  have  nothing  but  wit^  and  raillery,  and 
fleers,  and  taunts  flying  about  our  ears  i 

Sir  Bash.  But  I  have  taken  good  care.  I  have  quar* 
relied  with  my  lady  ten  times  a  day  on  purpofe  to  cloak 
die  aflSur,  and  prevent  all  fufpicion. 

Lovp.  Admirable !  I  commend  your  prudence*  Be* 
fides,-^my  Lady  Conftant^  you  know,  has  feme  youthful 
vigour  about  her}  a  graceful  perfon,  and  an  eye  that 
inflames  define;  and  defure  at  your  time  of  life,  you 
know— — 

Sir  Bash.  Po  !  it  is  not  for  that;  that  is  nothing,  I 
wear  admirably  well,  Mr.  Lovemore. 

LovsMORE.    Do  you  i 

Sir  Bash.  As  young  as  ever :  but  I  don't  let  her 
know  it. 

LovB.  Well  I  if  you  are  difcreet  in  that  pointy  you 
are  a  v^  Machiavel ! 

Sir  Bash.     Yes,  yes ;  I  fig^t  cunning,     {laughs) 

XfO v£.  Let  nothing  betray  you.  Be  upon  your  guard  r 
that  is  my  own  plan  exa^y*  You  want  no  advice  from 
me. 

Sir  Bash.  Pardon  me :  you  can  zB&  me.^-*My  dear 
bi'other  fufferer,  give  me  your  hand.  We  can  in  a  fly  wa^ 
be  of  great  ufe  to  each  other. 

Love*    As  how  ? 

Sir  Bash.  I'll  tell  you.  There  are  fome  things  which 
you  know  our  wives  eicpeSt  to  be  done. 

Love.  So  there  are.— —(.4^)  What  the  devil  is  be 
at  now  ? 

Sir  Bash.    Now  if  you  will  aflMl  me^— 

Love.  You  may  depend  upon  my  affiflsmce* 

Sir 
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Sir  Bash*  Thus  it  is :  my  wife,  you  know,  keeps  a 
power  of  company,  and  makes  a  great  figure  there*  I 
could  fliew  her  in  any  company  in  England :  I  wiffli  Ihe 
could  fay  the  fame  of  me. 

Love.    Why  truly  I  wifh  (he  could* 

Sir  Bash.  .But  dial's  out  of  die  queftion.  Now  if 
you  will  come  into  my  fcheme — ^It  muft  be  a  deep  fecret-«» 
How  I  Is  that  Sir  Brilliant's  voice  i 

Enter  Sir  Brilliant. 

Sir  Bril.  Sir  Bafhfull,  you  fee  what  attraftion  yovr 
have.     Lovemore,  I  did  not  exped  to  fee  you  here. 

Love.  Nor  did  I  exped  you.  Sir  Brilliant.     (^^) 

Sir  Bash.  Confiifion  f  This  unfeaibnable  vifit— — 
(a/uk) 

Sir  Bril.    And  your  lady,  is  ihe  at  home,  Sir  Ba(hfull  t 

Sir  Bash.  Her  own  people  keep  that  account.  Sir :  I 
know  nodiing  of  her. 

Sir  Bril.  Nay,  never  talk  flightingly  of  a  lady,  ^o 
poflefies  fo  many  elegant  accomplifhments.  She  ha$  fpi* 
rit,  fenfe,  wit  and  beauty. 

Sir  Bash.  Spirit^  fenfe,  wit  and  beauty !  fhe  has  them 
all,  fure  enongh.-^Sir,  I  am  no  fworn  appraifer  to  take  an 
inventory  of  her  etkSts.'^{a/ule)  Hey,  Lovemore  i  (kob 
€tt  hith  and  laughs) 

Love,     {to  Sir  BaflyfuO)    Vaftly  well ! 

Sir  Bril.    Is  her  ladyihip  vifible  this  morning  ? 

Sir  Bash.  Whether  ihe  is  vifible  or  not^  is  no  bufineis 
of  mine,  but  I  know  Ihe  is  unintelligible  diis  morning,  and 
incomprehenfible  diis  morning.  She  has  die  vapours; 
but  your  converfation  I  fuppofe  will  brighten  her  up  for 
the  reft  (^  die  day. 

Sir  Bril.    Why,  as  it  happensy  I  have  die  rareft  {Hece , 

of 
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tfwtw^  to  tooMiiurf  cue  ID  her.    LcNremQie»  yon  Idow 
Sir  Amofoi^  la  Fool  ? 

'     Lovt.  He  that  was  Shcriffthe  other  day?    Game  iq> 
with  an  addreft,  and  got  himfelf  knighted  ? 

Sir  Bril.  The  fionie.  He  dedaied  he  woidd  live 
With  his  fribnds  upon  the  fame  familiar  feodi^  as  before, 
and  Ms  new  Agnities  (hottM  make  no  alteration. 

Sir  Bash.  I  have  feen  Ae  Knight.    What  of  him  ? 

Sir  Bril.    Poor  devil*    He  is  in  fuch  a  fcrape  f 

Sir  Bash.  Whaf  s  the  matter  i  Bubbled  at  pky  I 
fuppofe. 

Sir  Bril.    Worfei  much  worie. 

Love,  He  has  been  blackballed  at  oneof  the  clubs  I 

Sir  Bash.     Or  run  through  the  body  in  a  duel  I 

Sir  Br.a.  Why  that's  a  fcrape  indeed :  but  it  is  not 
that. 

Sir  Bash.    What  then  ? 

Sir  Bril.  So  unfortunate  a  diicovery?  he  is  iaUen  in 
love — ^I  cannot  help  laughing  at  him. 

Love.  Po!  fallen  in  love  with  ibme  coquette^  whd 
plays  ofFbm:  airs,  and  makes  a  jeft  of  him. 

^iVBash^*  a  young  a&re&  may  be,  or  an  opera 
fuigerf 

Sir  Bril.  No,  you  will  never  guefs.  Sir  Baflifull,— • 
like  a  filly  devil,  he  is  fallen  in  love  with  his  own  wife. 

Sir  Bash*  Fallen  in  love  with  his  ovm  wife  !  {^^es 
at  him) 

Sir  Bril.  Yesj  be  has  made  up  all  quarrels ;  his  jea- 
loufy  is  at  $n  end,  and  he  is  to  be  upon  bis  good  behaviour 
for  the  reft  of  his  life.<-*-Could  yon  expe£l  this,  Lovemore? 

Love.  No,  Sir  j  neither  I  nor  my  friend. Sir  ^Bafhfull 
expefiedthis; 

Sir 
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Sir  Bash.  It  is  a  Rfote  of  fiirprize  to  me.  {LMing 
itineafy) 

Slf'  ^tiVL.     I  fat^rd  it  at  my  Lady  Behy  fidandal's^  and  •' 
.1^  had  fueti  a  lau^h  :  tht  whole  tompahy  vMct  in  aAonift^ 
met^ :  'iH^ft  ftdod  Ml }  quadrilk  laid  down  ^  cards, 
and  brag  Was  in  fufpenfe.     Foor  Sil-  Atiioreui  I  it  is  ver)r 
ridiculous,  is  not  it,  Sir  Baihfiill  ? 

Sir  Bash.  Viei-y  ridiCuloDs  indeed. — {aftde)  My  bwn 
cafe  exadly,  and  Wy  friertd  Loviemoie's  too. 

Sir  Bait/b  The  man  is  loft)  undone,  ruined^  <ifead  and 
buried. 

Love,  '{hmghihg)  He  will  never  be  abte  to  {hew  his 
face  after  this  difcovery. 

Sir  Bril.  Ob)  never ;  it's  v31  over  with  hiih.  Sir 
fiaflifuU,  this  d^tes  not  divert  yon  ;  you  don't  eiyOy  it. 

Sir  Bash.  Who  I  ?— I — ^I — nothing  can  be  irtbre  ptea- 
fluit,  and-^I-^augh  as  heartily  as  I  poffibly  can.  '{forcing 
a  laugh.) 

Sir  Bril^  Ldv^more,  you  remember  Sir  Amorous  Ufed 
to  ftrut^  aiid  talk  big,  and  truly  he  did  not  care  a  pinch 
of  ffiuiFfOr  his  wife,  not  he ;  pretended  to  be  as  much  at 
}S2^  as  Sir  Bafhfiill  about  his  lady,  and  as  hiuch  his  own 
mafter  as  you  yoUrfelf,  or  any  rtuai  of  pleafuir  about  town. 

Lov£.  I  remember  him :  but  as  to  Sir  BafiifuH  and 
myfelF,  we  know  the  world ;  we  uiiderftand  life. 

Sir  Bash.  So  we  do ;  the  world  will  never  have  fudi 
a  ftory  of  us.    Will  they  Loveniore  ? 

Love*    Oh !  w«  are  free :  we  are  out  of  the  fcrape. 

Sir  Bril.  Sir  Amorous  la  Fool  will  be  a  proverb. 
Adieu  for  him  the  fide-box  whifper,  Ae  {oft  affignation, 
and  d  the  joys  of  freedom.  He  is  retired  with  his  Pe^ 
nelope^  to  love  one  another  in  the  country;  and  n^t 
winter  they  will  come  to  town,  to  hate  one  another. 

Sir 
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Sir  Bash.    Do  you  think  it  wiQ  end  fo  ? 
Sir  Brii..    No  doubt  of  it.    That  is  always  the  d^* 
nouement  of  modern  matrimony.    But  I  have  not  txAdyoa 
die  worft  of  his  cafe.     Our  friend  Sir  Charles  Wildfire^  ^ 
you  know,  was  writing  a  comedy,  and  what  do  you  think 
he  has  done  ?  He  has  drawn  the  charafbr  of  Sir  Amorous, 
and  made  him  the  hero  of  the  play. 
Sir  Bash.    What  put  him  into  a  comedy  ? 
Sir  Bril.    Even  fo :  it  is  called  "  The  Amorous  Huf- 
**  band ;  or,  The  Man  in  Love  with  his  own  Wife." 
Oh!  ho!  ho!  ho! 

Love.     We  muft  fend  in  time  for  places.    {Jaugbs 
with  Sir  Brilliant) 
Sir  Bash.    LfOvemore  carries  it  with  an  2ur.     {afide) 
Sir  Bril.    Yes,  we  muft  fecure  places.     Sir  Bafhfull, 
you  (hall  be  of  the  party. 

Sir  Bash.    The  party  will  be  very  agreeable.    I  fhaU 
enjoy  the  joke  prodigioufly.     Ha !  ha !     {forces  a  laugh) 
Love*    Yes,  Sir  Bafhfull,  we  fhall  relifh  the  humour. 

-V  {looks  at  him  ani  laughs.) 
Sir  Bril.  The  play  mil  have  a  run :  the  people  of 
fafhion  will  crowd  after  fuch  a  charadsr.-*!  muft  drive  to 
amillionof  places  and  put  it  about}  but  firfl,  with  your 
leave.  Sir  Bafhfull,  I  will  take  the  liberty. to  give  a  hint 
of  the  affair  to  your  lady.  It  will  appear  fo  ridiculous  to 
her! 

Sir  Bash.    Do  you  think  it  will  ? 
Sir  Bril.    Without  doubt :   fhe  has  never  met  with 
any  thing  like  it :  has  fhe,  Lovemore  ? 
Love.   I  fancy  not :  Sir  Bafhfull,  you  take  care  of  that. 
Sir  Bash.    Yes,  yes  \  I  fhall  never  be  the  town-talk.  — 
Hey,  Lovemore  I 

Sir 
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Sir  Bull.  WcD,  m  ftep  and  pay  my  ftfpeds  to  my 
Lady  Conflant.  Poor  Sir  Amorous !  he  vn\l  have  his 
horns  added  to  his  coat  of  arms  in  a  little  lime.    Ha !  ha ! 

[Exit. 

S/tBash*  There,  you  fee  how  it  is.  I  (hall  get 
lampooned,  be-rhymed,  arid  niched  into  a  comedy. 

Love.  Po!  never  be  frightened  at  this.  Nobody 
knows  of  your  weaknefs  but  mjrfelf,  and  I  can't  betray 
yoiu-  fecret  for  my  own  fake. 

Sir  Bash.    Very  true. 

Love.  This  difcovery  ihews  die  neceffity  of  con- 
cealing our  loves.  We  muft  a£l  with  caution.  Give  my 
Lady  no  reafon  to  fufpedl  that  you  have  the  leaft  regard 
for  her. 

Sir  Bash.    Not  for  the  world. 

Love.    Keep  to  that. 

Sir  Bash.  I  have  done  her  a  thousand  kindnefles,  but 
all  by  ftealth  ;  all  in  a  fly  way. 

Love.     Have  you  ? 

Sir  Bash.  Oh !  a  multitude,  ni  tell  you.— She  has 
been  plaguing  me  a  long  time  for  an  addition  to  her  jew- 
els. She  wants  a  diamond  crofs,  and  a  better  pair  of 
diamond  buckles.  Madam,  &ys  I,  I  wi}l  have  no  fuch 
trumpery ;  but  then  goes  I  and  befpeaks  them  of  the  firft 
jejfireller  in  town.— All  under  the  rofe.  The  buckles  arc 
iinifhed :  wcMth  five  hundred !  She  will  have  them  thi^ 
very  day,  without  knowing  from  what  quarter  they  come 
«— I  can't  but  laugh  at  the  contrivance--the  man  that 
brings  them,  will  run  away  diredly,  without  laying  ^ 
word,     {laughs  heartily) 

EovE.    Sly,  fly.— You  know  what  you  are  about. 

Sir  h ASH.    Ay,  let  me  tlonc^'-i^  {laughs  tvitb  Lwe* 

nwrt)    And  then,  to  cover  die  defign  ftill  more,  when  I 

fee 
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l(ee  hf^  w^r  hqF  banbks,  I  c^  p]f£  o€cai^>n  tq  be  a$  j^a- 
\i^  as  bedlam. 

Love*    So  you  can:   h^!    h^l-^afi^)    |  wiih  he 
nuQr  never  be  jealous  of  me  in  good  earneft. 

Sir  Bash*    Give  me  your  hand.     {Loois   est  him  ani 
laughs)    I  ^m  (afe  I  think. 

Love,     {latighing  with  him)     Pcrfcaiyftfc — {q^^  if 
it  was  not  fof  his  own  folly* 

Sir  Bash.    But  I  was  telling  you,  Mr.  Lovemore  :^^ 
we  can  be  of  eflential  ufe  to  each  other. 
Love.    As  how  pray  ? 

Sir  Bash*  Why,  my  lady  is  often  in  wafit  of  money* 
It  wo^ld  be  ridiqi4pus  in  me  to  fupply  her.  Now  if  you 
will  take  the  money  from  me,  and  pretend  to  lend  it  to 
her,  out  of  friendfhip,  you  know-r^-^ 

Love.  Nothing  can  be  better-!-(^^)  Here  is  a 
leUow  pimpi])g  for  his  9wn  horns^-rl  fliall  be  glad  to 
ferve  you. 

Sir  BasHa  I  am  for  ever  obliged  to  you—here,  here  5 
|al(e  it  now-^here  it  is  in  bank  notes-rope,  two,  three ; 
tber^  is  ^^pee  hundredrs-giye  her  that,  and  tell  hef  yoi| 
have  more  at  her  iervic^  torm^orrow  or  next  day,  if  her 
^cafions  requirieit. 

Lov¥.  My  good  friend,  tp  oblige  you.  {tahs  ibt 
moifey)  This  i^  the  rareft  adventure  ! 

Sir  Bash.    I'll  do  any  t^ing  fojr  you  in  return. 
Love.    I  (hall  have  occafion  for  your  friendfhJLp-r-dia^ 
is  to  forgive  me,  if  you  find  me  out,     (afiJe) 

Sir  Ba9H.  Lofe  no  time  j  ftep  to  her  now — hold, 
hold ;  Sir  Brilliant  is  with  her. 

LoyE.    I  can  d^miis  him.     Rely  \xfpa  my  friendship : 
I  will  make  Her  ladyflup  eai(y  for  you » 
Sir  BAm^    It  will  be  kind  of  you. 

4  Lo?E. 
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Love.  It  fliall  be  her  own  feult  if  I  don^.  • 

5^VBash.  AAoufiuid  thanks  to  you«»wdl,  is  not 
diis  the  rareft  prcgeft  i 

Love.  It  is  the  neweft  way  -of  fatisfying  a  man's 
wife! 

Sir  Bash.    Ay !  kttfais  head  of  mine  alone. 

Love.  {afiJe)  Not  if  I  can  help  it  ?  Hufh !— I  hear 
Sir  Brilliant ;  he  is  coming  down  ftairs.  VH  take  this 
opportunity,  and  ftep  to  her  ladyfiiip  now. 

Sir  Bash.    Do  fo,  do  fo. 

Love.  I  am  gone,  {ajide)  Who  can  blame  me  now 
if  I  cuckold  this  fellow  ?  lExit. 

Sir  Bash.  Profper  you,  prolper  you,  Mr.  Lbvemorc. 
Make  me  ihankfiill :  he  is  a  true  friend*  I  don't  know 
what  I  ihould  do  vrithout  him. 

Enter  Sir  Bhilliant. 

Sir  Bril.     Sir  Bafhfull,  how  have  you  managed  this  ? 

Sir  Bash.  I  have  no  art^  no  management.  What's 
the  matter? 

Sir  Bril.  I  don't  know  what  you  have  done,  but 
your  lady  laughs  till  fhe  is  ready  to  expire  at  what  I  have 
been  telling  her. 

Sir  Bash.  And  ihe  thinks  Sir  Amorous  la  Fool  an 
objeft  of  ridicule  ? 

Sir  Bril.  She  does  not  give  credit  to  a  fingle  fylhble 
of  th^  ftory.  A  man  that  loves  his  wife  would  be  a  Phoe- 
nix indeed !  Such  a  thing  might  exift  formerly,  but  in 
this  polifhed  age  is  no  where  to  be  found.  That's  her 
ppinion  of  the  matter. 

Sir  Bash.     (laughs)   A  whimfical  notion  of  her's  !  and 

fo  (he  thinks  you  may  go  about  with  a  lanthorn  to  find  a 

man  that  fets  any  value  upon  his  wife  ? 

Sir 
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Sir  Bril.  You  have  managed  to  convince  her  of  it* 
How  die  devil  do  you  contrive  to  govern  {o  fine  a  woman? 
I  know  feveral,  without  her  pretenfions,  who  have  long 
ag^  thrown  off  all  reftraint.  You  keep  up  your  own 
dignity. 

Sir  Bash*  Yes^  I  know  what  I  am  about. 
&V6rii».  You!r*you  ^e  quite  in  the  faihion.~ 
Apropos ;  I  fancy  I  ihaU  wai^  you  to  afford  me  your  af« 
fiftance.  You  know  my  Lady  Charlotte  Modejove  i  She 
has  a  tafte  for  the  Theatre :  at  Bell  Grove-place  (he  has 
an  elegant  ftag^  where  her  (tleSt  friends  amufe  themfelves 
now  and  then  with  a  reprefentation  of  certain  comic  pieces. 
We  ihall  there  zSt  the  new  comedy,  but  wes^prehend 
fi>me  difficulty  in  the  arrangement  of  the  feveral  charac-* 
ters.     Now  you  (hall  a£l  Sir  Amorous,  and  ■     ■■ 

Sir  Bash.  I  ad,  Sir  N— I  know  nothing  of  the  charader. 
Sir  Bril.    Po  !  fay  nothing  of  that.    In  time  you  may 
reach  the  ridiculous  abfurdity  of  it,  and  play  it  as  well  as 
another. 

Sir  Bash,  {afide)  Confudon  f  he  does  not  fufped:,  I 
hope— divert  yourfelves,  Sir,  as  you  may ;  but  not  at  my 
expence  I  promife  you. 

Sir  Bril.  Never  be  fo  abrupt.  Who  knows  but 
Lady  Conftant  may  be  the  happy  wife,  the  Cara  Spofa  of 
the  piece  !  and  then,  you  in  love  with  her,  and  fhe  laugh- 
ing at  you  for  it,  will  give  a  zeft  to  the  humour,  which 
every  body  will  relifh  in  the  moft  exquifite  degree. 

Sir  Bash.  Po !  this  is  too  much.  You  are  veryplea- 
fant,  but  you  won't  eafUy  get  me  to  play  the  fooL 

Sir  Bril.  Well,  confider  of  it.  I  (hall  be  delighted 
to  fee  my  friend  SirBa(hfull  tied  to  his  wife's  apron-ftring^ 
and  with  a  languUhing  look  melting  away  in  admiration  of 

her 
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charms.     Oh  !  ho !  ho !    ho  I—adieu ;  a  Phonneur;  good 
morning,  Sir  Bafhfull.  [^^^^' 

.  Sir  Bash.     I  don't  know  what  to  make  of  all  this* 
But  there  is  no  danger.     As  long  as  no  body  knows  it,^ 
may  venture  to  love  my  wife.     There  will  be  no  harm, 
while  the  fecret  is   kept   clofe  as  night,  concealed  in 
tenfold  darknefs,  from  the  wits  and  fcoflFers  of  the  age. 

Enter  LoVEMORE. 

Sir  Bash.     Well,  well  ?— how  ?  what  have  you  doAe  ? 

Love.  As  I  could  wi(h :  (he  is  infinitely  obliged  to 
me,  and  wilUnever  forget  the  civility. 

Sir  Bash.  A  thouiand  thanks  to  you.  I  am  not  fuf- 
pe£):ed  ? 

Love.  She  has  not  a  diftant  idea  of  you  in  this  bufl- 
nefs.  She  was  rather  delicate  at  iirft,  and  hefitated,  and 
thought  it  an  indecorum  to  accept  of.  money  even  from  a 
friend.  But  that  obje^on  foon  vanifhed.  I  told  her,  it 
is  but  too  vifible  that  (he  is  unfortunately  yoked  with  a 
hufband,  whofe  humour  will  never  be  foftened  down  to 
the  leaft  compliance  with  her  inclinations. 

Sir  Bash.  That  was  well  faid,  and  had  a  good  efFefl, 
I  hope. 

Love.    I  hope  fo  too. 

Sir  Bash.    It  helps  to  carry  on  the  plot,  you  know. 

Love.     Admirably ;  it  puts  things  in  the  train  I  wifh. 

Sir  Bash.  And  fo,  to  cover  the  defign,  you  gave  me 
the  worft  of  chara£brs. 

Love.     I  painted  you  in  terrible  colours. 

Sir  Bash.  Do  fo  always,  and  fhe  will  never  fufpeiSl 
me  of  being  privy  to  any  civility  you  may  (hew  her. 

Love.  I  would  not  have  you  know  any  thing  of  my 
civility  to  her  for  the  world,  (afide)  I  have  fucceeded  thus 
far.    I  talked  a  few  mufty  (entences,  fuch  as,  the  perfon, 

E  who 
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who  receives  a  civility,  confers  the  obligation,  with  more 
jargon  to  that  purpofe,  and  fo  widi  feme  reluAance  fhe 
complied  at  laft^  and  things  are  now  upon  the  footing  I 
would  haVc  them. — ^Death  and  fury  t  there  comes  my  wife. 

Sir  Bash.     Ay,  and  here  comes  my  wife. 

Love.     What  the  devil  brings  her  hither ! 

Sir  Bash.  (^Juk)  Now,  now;  now  let  me  fee  how  he 
will  carry  it  before  Mrs.  Lovemore.— >Walk  in,  Madam ! 
walk  in,  Mrs.  Lovemore. 

Enter  Mrs*  Lovemore,    and  Lady    Constant,    at 

oppojiu  dotrs, 

Ladjf  Constant.  Mrs«  Lovemore,  to  fee  you  abroad 
is  a  novelty  indeed. 

A^s,  Love.  As  great  perhaps  as  that  cf  finding  your 
ladyfhip  at  home.  Mr.  Lovemore,  I  did  not  cxped  to 
have  the  pleafure  of  meeting  you. 

Love.     Then  we  are  both  agreeably  furprized. 

Sir  Bash.    Now  mind  how  he  behaves,    {'^fide) 

Mrs.  Love.  I  thought  you  were  gone  to  your  city- 
banker. 

Love.  And  you  find  that  you  are  mStaken.  I  nave 
deferred  it  till  the  evening— -(^t^)  'Sde^th !  to  be 
teafed  in  this  manner. 

Sir  Bash,  {aftde)  No,  no ;  he  won*?  drop  the  malk. 
{Looks  at  Ladj  Conflant)  She  has  touched  die  caih  ;  I  can 
fee  the  bank-notes  fparkling  in  her  eyes. 

Mrs.  Love.  If  you  don't  go  into  the  city  till  the 
evening,  may!  hope  for  your  company  at  dinner,  Mr. 
Lovemore  ? 

Love.  The  queflion  is  entertaining,  but  as  it  was 
fettled  this  morning,  I  think  it  has  loft  the  graces  of 
novelty. 
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Sir  BA8H4  He  won't  let  her  have  the  leaft  iufpicion 
cf  hi9  regard,     (afide) 

Ladf  Cons.  I  dare  (zf  Mr.  Lovemore  will  dine  at 
home,  if  it  conduces  to  yoiif  happinefi)  Ma'am;  and  Sir 
Bafhfull,  I  tikt  itj  wiii  dint  at  home  for  tfie  contrary 
reafon* 

Sir  Bash.  Madam,  I  will  dine  at  home,  or  I  will 
diiie  abroad,  for  what  reafon  I  pleafe,  and  it  is  my  pleafure 
to  give  no  reafon  foreiiher.—— Lovemore !  {bcks  at  him 
andfmiks) 

Love,  (afide  to  Sir  BaJhfuU.)  Bravo  !  what  a  block* 
(lead  it  is  ? 

Mrs*  Love.  As  you  have  your  chariot  at  the  door, 
Mr.  Lovemore,  if  you  have  no  ob}e£tion^  I  will  fend  away 
my  chair^  and  you  may  do  me  the  honour  of  a  place  in 
your  carriage. 

Love.  The  honour  will  be  very  great  to  me>  but 
fo  many  places  to  call  at.— If  I  had  kno^w^  this  fooner< 
You  had  better  keep  your  chair. 

Sir  Bash,  {ajidi)  Gunning !  cunning  1  he  viroultf 
not  be  feen  in  his  chariot  i^th  her  for  the  world.  He  has 
more  difcretton  dian  I  have. 

Lady  CoKs.  Mrs.  Lovemore,  fmce  you  hav%  atlaft 
ventured  to  come  abMul,  1  hope  you  will  think  it  a  change 
for  the  better.  You  are  too  domeftic.  I  (hall  exped  now 
to  fee  you  often :  and  apropos,  I  am  to  have  a  rout  tomor- 
row evening  i  if  you  will  do  me  the  honour  of  your 
company— 

Sir  Bash.  A  rout  to-morrow  evening !  you  have  a 
rout  every  evening,  I  think.  Learn  of  Mrs.  Lovemore  ; 
imitate  her  example,  and-don't  let  me  Mire  yoifr  Ktfn'ican^ 
mondis  all  the  year  round  in'  my  houie.— Hip !  (^sAir) 
Lovemore,  how  do  you  like  me  ? 

E  %  LovE^ 


5^  THE     WAY     TO-KEEPHIliC^  ^ 

Love,  {ajide  to  Sir  Bq/hfuU)  You  improve  trpoir  it 
every  time.  But  I  am  loitering  heve  as  if  I  had  nothing. 
to  do. — ^My  Lady  Conftant,  I  have  the  honour  to  wifli 
your  ladyfhip  a  good  morning.  Sir  Bafliftdl,  your's— 
Madam^— C^Mi/J  gravely  to  Mn.  Lovomore^  hums  a  tune  and  . 
Exit.) 

Sir  Bash,     (aftde)    He  knows  how  to  play  the  game.  . 
I'll  try  what  I  can  do.     Mrs.  Lovemore,   I  htfve  the 
honour  to  wifh  you  a  good  morning.     Madam— (^i^u/f 
gravely  to  Lady  Conftanty  bums  a  tufUj  and  Exit) 
Mrs,  Love,     Two  fuch  hufbands  ! 
Lady  Cons.      As  to  my  fwain^  I  grant  you:    Mr.. 
Lovemore  is  at  leaft  well-bred ;  he  has  an  underftanding, 
and  may  in  time  reflect.     Sir  BaibfuU   never  qualifies' 
himfelf  with  the  fmaUeft  tin£hu:e  of  civility^ 

Mrs,  Love.  If  civility  can  qualify  the  draught,  I 
muft  allow  Mr.  Lovemore  to  have  a  fkiliul  hand.  But 
there  is  no  end  to  his  prc]e£b«^  Everyday  opens  a  new 
fcene.  Another  of  his  intrigues  is  come  to  light.  I  came 
to  confult  with  your  ladyfhip.  I  know  you  are  acquainted 
with  the  widow  Bellmour. 

Lady  Cons.  The  widow  Bellmour  ?  I  know  her  per-> 
fe£Uy  wdl. 

Mrs.  Lov£»  Not  fo  well,  perhaps,  as  you  may  ima- 
gine.. She  has  thrown  out  the  lure  for  my  wild  gallant,, 
and  in  order  to  deceive  me     ■ 

Lady  Cons.     My  dear„  you  muft  be  iniflaken.     Who 
•  tells  you  this  ? 

Mrs.  Love.     Oh!   I  can  truft  to  my  intelligence. 

Sir  Brilliant  Fafhion,  by  way  of  blind  to  me,  has  been 

tiis  morning  drawing  fo  amiable  a  pifture  of  the  lady—* 

Lady  Cons.     Sir  Brilliant^s  authority  is  not  always  the 

beft^  but  in  this  point,  you  may  truft  to  him. 

Mrs^ 
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Mru  Love.  But  when  you  have  heard  all  the  clrcutn^ 
ftances— 

Lai^  Cons.     Depend  upon  k»  you  are  wrong.     I 
Jcnow  die  widow  Bellmour.     Her  turn  of  charader,  and 
way  of  thinking  ■■  ■ 

^  ^rj.  Love.     Excufe  me,  Madam.     You  decide  with- 
out hearing  me,.  ^ 

Lady  Cons.  All  fcandal,  take  my  word  for  it.  How- 
ever, let  me  hear  your  ftory.  We'll  adjourn  to  my  drefl^ 
ing-room,  if  you  will ;  and  I  promife  to  confute  all  you 
can  fay.— I  would  have  you  know  the  widow  Bellmour : 
you  will  be  in  love  with  her.— -My  dear  Madam,  have  not 
you  a  tinge  of  jealoufy  ?— Beware  of  that  malady.  If  yo^ 
iee  things  through  that  medium,  I  (hall  give  you  up  ; 

That  jaundice  of  the  mind,  whofe  colours  ftrike 
On  friend  and  foe,  and  paint  them  all  alike^ 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE,  Ji$  Afartmeni  at  the  Widow  Bbll- 
mour's  :  Jeveral  cbairsy  a  ioileiie^  a  io^k^cafe, 
snd  a  harpficbord  dijfojed  up  and  doiwn. 


I 


MiCNjOKET.     (ptittiHg  tbings  in  order.) 


D  O  NT  well  know  what  to  make  of  diis  (ame 
Lord  Etheridge.  He  is  coming  here  again  to-day,  I  (up- 
pofe :  all  this  neatnefs,  and  all  this  care  muft  be  for  him.— - 
WeH,  it  does  not  fignify :  (arranging  the  chairs)  there  is 
a  pleasure  in  obeying  Madam  BeUmour.  She  ijs  a  fweet 
lady,  diat's  the  truth  of  it.— >'Twere  a  pity  any  of  ^efe 
men,  widi  their  deceitful  arts,  Ihould  draw  her  into  a 
fiiare.^-But  fhe  knows  them  all.  They  muft  rife  early 
who  can  outwit  her.     (fettUng  the  toilette) 

Enter  Atrs.  Bellmqur,  rea£ng. 
Ob  !  bleji  with  temper^  whofe  unclouded  ray 
Cm  make  to-morrow  chearful  as  to-day ; 
She  who  can  own  ajiflei^s  charms^  and  hear 
Sighs  for  a  daughter  with  unwounded  ear ; 
That  never  anjwers  till  a  hujband  coolsy 
And  if  fife  rules  him,  never  flfews  fi)e  rules, 

Senfible,  elegant  Pope! 

Charms  by  accepting^  by  fubmitting  fufaySj 
Tet  has  her  humour  mofly  when  flue  obeys. 

(feems  to  read  on) 

MiGK. 
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MiaN-  Lord  We  my  miftre&I  glvfajrs  fo  diarmiAg, 
fo  gay,  and  fo  h^ppy  ! 

A^s.  BEhh*  Thefe  exquifite  charaders  of  women ! 
they  are  a  fort  of  painter's  galkry,  wtx&rc  one  fees  the  por- 
traits of  all  one's  acquaintance,  and  fometimes  we  fee  o^r 
own  features  too.     Mignionet,  put  this  book  in  it's  place* 

MiGN.  Yes,  M^'am  ;  and  there's  your  toilette  looks  as 
elegant  as  hands  can  make  it. 

Mrs*  B^Lt.     Does  it?    I  think  it  does.     You  have 

jtpme  tafte.     Apropos,  where  is  my  new  long  i Oh ! 

here  it  is :  I  muft  make  myfelf  miftrefs  of  it,  (playf  up$n  the 
harpjichord  and Jings  a  UttU)  I  believe  I  have  conquered 
it*  (rifes  and  goes  to  btr  toiktte)  This  hair  is  always  tor- 
menting me,  always  in  diforder ;  this  lock  muft  be  for 
ever  gadding  out  of  It's  place.  I  muft  and  will  fubdue 
it. — Do  you  know,  Mignionet,  that  this  is  a  pretty  fong  i 
It  was  writ  by  my  Lord  Etheridge,  My  Lord  has  a  turn. 
(fings  a  little)  I  muft  be  perfe<5t  before  he  comes;  (bums 
thi  turn)  Do  you  know  that  I  think  my  Lord  is  one  of 
thofe  men,  who  may  be  endured  ? 

MiGN.     Yes,  Ma'am,  I  know  you  think  (bt 

Mrs.  Bell.     Do  you  ? 

MiGN.  And  if  J-bav^  any  (kill.  Ma'am,  you  aise  not 
without  a  little  partiality  for  his  lordfliip. 

M's.  Bell,  Really?  Then  you  think  I  like  him 
perhaps.  Do  you  think  I  like  him  ?  I  don^t  well  know 
bow  dut  is.  Like  him  !  no,  i^ot  abfolutely ;  it  is  not; 
decided  :  and  yet  I  don't  know,  if  I  had  a  mind  to  hur 
inour  myfelf,  and  to  give  ^iray  a  litde  to  incliiiatiofi,  there 
is  fomething  here  in  my  heart  iStaX  would  be  bufy,  I  ber 
lieve.-r^The  man  has  a  fpftneis  pf  n^umer^  a  turn  of  wit, 
and  does  not  w^nt  (entiment.  Can  I  call  it  fentiment  ? 
Yes,  I  think  I  ns^y.     He  has  fentiments  and  then  he 

E  i|  knows 
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knows  the  manners^  the  ufage  of  the  worid,  and  he  points 
out  the  ridicule  of  things  with  fo  much  humour ! 

MiGN.  You'll  be  caught,  Ma'am ;  I  fee  that. — To 
be  fure,  my  lord  has  a  quality-air,  and  can  make  him^ 
fclf  agreeable.  But  what  of  that  ?  You  know  but  very 
little  of  him.  Is  a  man's  charafbr  known  in  three  or 
four  week's  time?  (Mrs.  BeUmour  hums  a  tune)  Do, 
my  dear' Madam,  mind  what  I  fay  :  I  am  at  times  very 
confiderate.  I  niake  my  remarks,  and  I  fee  very  plainly 
■  ■  Lord,  Ma'am,  what  am  I  doing  ?  I  am  talking  to 
you  for  your  own  good,  and  you  are  all  in  the  air,  and  no 
more  mind  me,  no,  no  more  than  if  I  was  nothing  at  all. 

Mrs.  Bell,  (continues  humming  a  tune)  You  talk 
wonderfully  well  upon  the  fubjeft  \  but  as  I  know  how  the 
cards  lie,  and  can  play  the  beft  of  the  game ;  and  as  I 
have  a  fong  to  amufe  me,  one  is  inclined  to  give  muiical 
nonfenfe  the  preference. 

MiGN.  I  affure  you.  Ma'am,  I  am  not  one  of  thofe 
fervants,  that  bargain  for  their  miftrefs's  inclinations : 
but  you  are  a  going  to  take^  a  leap  in  the  dark.  What 
does  my  Lord  Etheiridge  mean,  with  his  chair  always 
brought  into  the  hall,  and  the  curtains  clofe  about  his  ears  ? 
Why  does  not  he  come  like  himfelf,  and  not  care  who 
fees  him  ?  There's  feme  myftery  at  the  bottom,  I'll  be 
fworn  there  is;  and  fo  you'll  find  at  laft.— Dear  heart, 
Ma'am  !  if  you  are  determined  not  to  liften,  what  figntfies 
my  living  with  you  ?  At  this  rate,  I  am  of  no  fervice  to 
you. 

Mrs.  Bell.  There;— I  have  conquered  my  fong* 
(runs  to  her  glafs)  How  do  I  look  to  day  ?  The  eyes 
;do  well  enough,  I  think.-— And  fo  Mignionet,  you  ima^- 
gine  I  fhall  play  the  fool,  and  marry  my  Lord  Etheridge  ? 

Mick. 
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Mtgn.  You  have  it  through  the  very  heart  of  you : 
I  fee  that : 

Mr%n  Bell.  Do  you  ? — ^I  don't  know  what  to  iay  to 
it*  Poor  Sir  Brilliant  Fafliion !  if  I  prefer  his  rival,  what 
will  become  of  him  ?— -I  won't  think  about  it. 

Enter  Pompey. 

Mrs.  BelI.     What's  the  matter,  Pompey  ? 

Pompey.  A  lady  in  a  chair  defires  to  know  if  your 
ladyfhip  is  at  home  ? 

Mrs,  Bell.     Has  the  lady  no  name  ? 

Pompey,  Yes;  I  fancies  fhe  has,  Ma'am ;  but  (he  did 
not  tell  it. 

Mrs.  Bell.  How  aukward  !-«»well,  (hew  the  ladjr 
up-ftairs. 

MiGN.  Had  not  you  better  receive  her  in  the  drawing- 
room.  Ma'am }  I  have  not  half  done  my  bufmefs  here. 

Mrsn  Bell.     Oh  !  you  have  done  very  well.    There 

» 

will  be  lefs  formality  here.  I  dare  fay  it  is  fome  intimate 
acquaintance,  though  that  foolifli  boy  does  not  recoiled): 
her  name.— Here  (he  comes.     I  don't  know  her. 

Enter  Mrs.  Lovemore. 
Mrs.  Love,     (difconcerted)    I  beg  pardon  for  this  in- 
trufion. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Pray  walk  in,  Ma'am.  Mignionet,  reach 
a  chair.  Mrs.  Lvuemere  croffis  thefiagiy  and  they  falute  each 
§tber  with  an  air  of  diftant  civility) 

Mrs.  Love.  I  am  afraid  this  vifit  from  one,  who 
has  not  the  honour  of  knowing  you 

Mrs.  Bell.  Oh  make  no  apology,  Ma'am. — ^Mig- 
nionet you  may  withdraw. 

\^Exit  Mignionet. 

Mrs.  Love.     It  may    appear    extraordinary    that  a 

ftranger  dius  intrudes  upon  you  ^-^but  a  particular  cir- 

2  cum- 
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^umft^flce  determined  me  to  t^e  ^h  iikcny,    I  hope  you 

will  excufe  the  freedom. 

4^s,  ^^Lh*  You  do  ipe  honour.  Ma'am :  praj  no 
excufcs.    A  particular  circumifcuice,  you  fay  ? 

Mrs.  Lov£»  I  (hall  appear,  perhaps,  very  ridicdoiis, 
and  indeed  I  am  afraid  I  have  done  the  moftabfurd  thing  ! 
but  a  lady  of  your  acquaintance — you  know  my  lady  G>n- 
ftant,  Ma'am  ? 

Mrs.  Bell.    Extremely  well. 

Mrs,  Love.  She  has  given  you  fuch  an  amiable  cha- 
racter for  benevolence  and  a  certain  elegant  way  of  think- 
ing, entirely  your  own,  that  I  flatter  myiel^  if  it  is  in  your 
power,  you  will  be  generous  enough  to  aflford  me  your 
afliftance> 

Mrs.  Bell.  Lady  Conftant  is  very  obliging.  Make 
a  trial  of  me,  Ma'am,  and  if  I  can  be  of  any  ufc  ■■  — 

Airs.  Love.  I  fear  I  fhall  a(k  you  a  ftrangd  queflion : 
— *are  you  acquainted  with  a  gentleman  of  the  name  of 
Lovemore  ? 

JIdrs.  Bell.  Lovemore  ?  No  fuch  name  in  my  lift.— • 
Lovemore  ?  No ;— I  recolleft  no  fuch  perfon.  The  circle 
of  my  acquaintance  is  fmall :  I  am  almoft  a  ftranger  in 
town. 

Mrs.  Love.  That  makes  an  end.  Ma'am.  1  beg 
your  pardon.  I  have  given  you  an  unnecellary  trouble. 
doing) 

Mrs.  Bell,  (afide)  Mighty  odd  thfs  !  her  manner 
is  intcrefting.— You  have  given  me  no  trouble,  but  my 
curiofity  is  excited,  {tahs  her  by  the  hand)  I  beg  you 
will  keep  your  chair.  Pray  be  feated. — ^What  can  this 
mean?  {aftde)  Will  you  be  fo  goad  as  to  inform  me, 
who  the  gentleman  is? 

Mrs.  Love.     The  ftory  will  be  uninterefting  to  you^ 

and 
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and  to  me  it  is  .painful.  My  grievances  ^-'^{puis  her  band- 
kerchief  to  her  eyes). 

Mrs^  Bbll.  [fifi^)  Her  grief  ailefb  me.  {htiks  at 
her  till/be  has^  recovered  hetfef^  I  would  not  importune  too 
much— 

Mrs.  Love.  You  have  fuch  an  zit  of  frankneTs  and 
generofity,  fjiat  I  will  open  myfelf  without  referve  :  I  have 
the  tendereft  regard  for  Mr.  Lovemore:  I  have  been 
married  to  him  thefe  two  years.  I  admired  his  under- 
ftandiiTg,  his  fenfibility,  and  his  fpirit.  My  heart  was  his  ; 
I  loved  him  with  unbounded  paffion.  I  thought  the  flame 
was  mutual,  and,  you  may  believe  I  was  happy.  But 
erf* late,  there  is  fuch  a  revolution  in  his  temper!  I  know 
not  whatty>  make  of  it.     I  am  doomed  to  be  unhappy. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Perhaps  not :  you  may  ftiU  have  much 
in  your  power. 

Mrs.  Love.  My  power  is'at  an  end.  Inftead  of  the 
looks  of  aflfedion,  and  the  expreffions  of  tenderneft,  with 
which  he  ufed  to  meet  me,  it  is  nothing  now  but  cold, 
averted,  fuperficial  civilky ;  while  sd>road  he  runs  on  in  a 
wild  career  of  pleafure,  and  to  my  deep  affli<%on,  has 
attached  himfelf  entirely  to  another  objed. 

Mrs.  Bell.  And  if  I  had  known  Mr.  Lovemore,  do 
you  imagine  that  my  advice  or  perfuafion  would  avail  you 
any  thing  i 

Mrs.  Love.  I  had  fuch  a  fancy,  (afide)  What  can 
I  diink  (rf*  her  ? 

Mrs.  Bell.  You  are  much  miftaken.  In  thefe  cafes 
friends  may  interpofe,  but  what  can  diey  do?  They 
recommend  a  wife  to  the  good  will,  the  honour,  and  ge- 
Hcrofity  of  her  hufband.  But  when  a  woman,  who  fhoidd 
be  efteemed  and  loved,  is  recommended  as  an  objed  of 
compiffion,  &e  is  humbled  indeed :  it  is  all  over^witfi  her. 

A  mk 
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A  wife  fhould  recomnlendherfelf  by  the  graces  of  her  per- 
ion,  and  the  variety  of  her  talents.  Men  will  prove  falfe, 
and  if  there  is  nothing  in  your  complaint  but  mere  gal- 
lantry on  his  fide,  I  proteft  I  do  not  fee  that  your  cafe  is 
fo  very  bad. 

Mrs*  LoTSw    Can  it  be  worfe,  Ma'am  ? 

Mru  Bell.  A  great  deal.— If  his  afie^tions,  inftead 
of  being  alienated^  had  been  extinguiihed,  what  would  be 
the  confequence  ? — A  downright^  fiiilen,  habitual  infen- 
fibility.  From  that  lethargy  of  afFe&ion  a  man  is  not 
eafily  recalled.  In  all  Love*s  bill  of  mortality  there  is  not 
a  more  fatal  diforder^  But  this  is  not  the  cafe  with  Mr. 
Lovemore  :  by  your  account,  he  ftill  has  fentirticnt ;  and 
where  there  is  .fentiment,  there  is  room  to  hope  for  an 
alteration. — But  where  the  heart  has  loft  it's  feeling,  you 
have  the  pain  of  finding  yourfelf  negle£^ed  ;  and  for  what  \ 
The  man  is  grown  ftupid,  and  to  the  warm  beams  of  wit 
and  beauty,  as  impenetrable  as  an  ice-houfe. 

Mrs^  Love.  That  is  not  my  complaint.  I  have  to  da 
With  one,  who  is  too  fuceptible  of  impreflions  from  every 
beautiful  ob}e£t  that  comes  in  his  way. 

Mn,  Bell.  Why,  fo  much  the  better.  Anew  idea 
ftrikcs  his  fancy.  He  is  inconftant,  but  after  wavering 
and  fluttering,  he  may  fettle  at  laft. 

Mrs,  Love.  How  light  (he  makes  of  it !  fhe  apologizes 
for  him  !•    {afide) 

Mrs.  Bell.  And  perhaps,  the  fault  is  on  the  woman's 
fide.~ 

Mrs.  Love.     The  virtue  of  my  condu<Ei,  Madam— 

Mrs.  Bell.  Ob!  I  would  have  laid  my  life  you 
would  be  at  that  work.  But  virtue  is  not  the  queftion  at 
prefent.  I  fuppofe  virtue ;  that  is  always  underftood* 
The  fault  I  mean,  is  the  want  of  due  attention  to  the  art 
of  pleafmg. .  It  is  there  that  moft  women  fail.    In  thefe 

timf 
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times,  virtue^  may  be  its  own  reward.  Virtue  alone  can-" 
not  pleafe  the  tafte  of  the  age.  It  is  la  helle  Naturty 
virtue  embellifhed  by  the  advantages  of  a^  that  men 
exped  now  a  days.  That  is  the  whole  afiak :  I  would 
not  make  myfelf  uneafy,  Ma*am. 

M's.  Love.  Not  uneafy,  when  his  indifference  does 
not  dimii)ifii  my  regard  for  him !  Not  uneafy,  ndien 
the  man  I  doat  upon,  no  longer  fixes  his  happineis  at  home ! 

Afrs,  Bell.  Give  me  leave  to  fpeak  my  mind  freely. 
I  have  dbferved,  when  the  fiend  Jealoufy  is  roufed,  that 
women  lay  out  a  wonderful  deal  of  anxiety  and  vexation  to 
no  account,  when,  perhaps,  if  the  tnidi  were  known, 
they  (hoHld  be  angry  with  themfelves  inibad  of  their  huf- 
bands* 

Mrs.  Love.  Angry  with  myiclf.  Madam !  Calumny 
can  lay  nothing  to  my  charge. 

Mrs.  Bell.  There  again  now !  d>at  is  the  felly  of 
us  aU. 

Adrs*  Love.  And  after  being  married  b  long,  and 
behaving  all  the  time  with  fuch  an  equality  ! 

Mrs,  Bell.  Ay,  that  equality  is  the  rock  fo  man/ 
iplitupon.  The  men  will  change.  Excufe  my  freedom*. 
They  are  fo  immeried  in  luxury,  that  they  mufl  have 
eternal  variety  in  their  happinefs. 

Mrs^  Love.     She  juiltfies  him  !     [ofide) 

Mrs^  Bell.  Your  cafe  may  not  be  defperate:  I  would 
venture  to  lay  a  pot  of  cc^ee,  diat  the  perfon  who  now 
rivals  you  in  your  hufband's  affedions,  does  it  without 
your  good  qualities,  and  even  widiout  your  beauty,  by  the 
mere  force  of  agreeable  talents,  and  fome  fkill  in  the  art 
of  pleafmg. 

Mrs.  Love.     I  am  afraid  that  compliment—^ 

Mrs.  Bell,  If  I  judge  right,  you  are  entitled  to  it.. 
Let  me  aikyou :  Po  vou  know  this  formidable  rival  ? 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Love.    There,  I  own,  I  am  pazzled, 
Mrsn  Bell*    What  fort  of  woman  is  flie  \ 
Jlirj.  Love*     Formidable  indeed  1    She  has  been  db» 
fcribjed  to  me  as  one  of  charming,  and  rare  accompUlb* 
ments* 

Mrs.  Bell.  Never  throw  up  the  cards  for  all  that* 
Take  my  advice,  Ma*am. — ^You  feem  to  have  qualities 
that  may  cUfpute  your  hufband's  heart  with  any  body ;  but 
the  exertion  of  thofe  amiable  qualities,  I  fear,  may  be 
fupprefled*  Excufe  my  franknefs.  You  (houid  coun- 
tera&  youjf  rival  by  the  veiry  arts,  which  ftie  employs 
againft  you,  I  know  a  lady  now  in  your  very  fituation : 
and  what  does  Ihe  do  \  She  confumeS  herfelf  with  un- 
ceafing  jealoufy  \  whereas,  if  ihe  would  exert  but  half  the 
pains  file  ufes  in  teafmg  herfelf,  to  vie  with  the  perfon,  who 
has  won  her  hufband  from  her  \  to  vie  with  her,  I  iky,  in 
the  art  of  pleaitng— for  there  it  is  a  woman's  pride  jfhould 
be  piqued — Would  ihe  do  that,  take  my  word  for  it, 
vi£lory  would  declare  in  her  favour.  You  are  not  without 
attractions  \  give  them  their  energy,  and  you  conquer* 
Mrs^  Love.  Do  you  think  fo,  Ma'am  ? 
Mrs^  Bell*  Think  fo !  I  am  fure  of  it*  You  muil 
exert  yourfelf*  It  is  the  wife's  bufmefs  to  bait  the  hook 
for  her  huiband  with  variety*  Virtue  alone,  by  her  own 
native  charms  would  do,  if  the  men  were  perfed.  But 
it  is  otherwife,  and  fince  vice  can  aiTume  allurements,  wfajr 
ihould  not  truth  and  innocence  have  additional  ornaments 
alfo? 
Mrs.  Love.  I  iind  Sir  Brilliant  told  me  truth*  {fifiii) 
Mrs.  Bell*  Give  me  leave,  Ma'am:  I  have  been 
married,  and  am  a  little  in  the  fecret.  To  win  a  heart  is 
eafy ;  to  keep  it  is  the  diiiiculty*  After  the  fiital  words 
^  for  better,  for  worfe,"  women  relax  into  indolence^  and 
^  are  auiltv  of  no  infidelity,  they  think  every  thing 

fafe« 
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Me.  But  they  are  miftaken :  a  great  deal  Is  wanting ;  an 
addrefs,  a  vivacity,  a  defire  to  pleafe ;  the  ^reeable  con-^ 
traft;  the  fenfe  diat  pleafeS)  the  folly  that  charms-*A 
&vourite  poet.  Prior,  has  exprefled  it  with  delicacy. 

Above  the  fix'd  and  fettled  rules 

Of  vice  and  virtue  in  the  ichools» 

The  better  part  fliould  fet  befoie  'em 

A  grace,  a  manner,  a  decorum. 

Mrs.  Love.     But  when  the  natural  temper «—* 

Afrs.  Bell.  Oh !  the  natural  temper  muft  be  forced 
Home  muft  be  made  a  place  of  pleafure  to  the  huiband« 
How  is  that  to  be  done  ?  That  equality^  which  you  talk  of^ 
IS  a  famenefi  that  palls  and  wearies.  A  wife  Ihould  throw 
infinite  variety  into  her  manner.  She  (hould,  as  it  were, 
multiply  herfelf,  and  be,  as  it  were,  fundry  diflerent 
women  on  different  occafions«  The  tender,  the  afledtion^ 
ate,  the  witty,  the  filent,  all  in  their  turns,  all  (hifting 
the  fcene,  and  fhe  fucceeding  to  herfelf  as  quick  as  light* 
ening.  And  this  I  tak^  to  be  the  whole  myftery  $  the 
way  to  keep  a  man.-— But  1  beg  your  pardon.  I  go  on  too 
hft ;  you  will  think  me  the  giddieft  creature. 

Mrs.  Love.  Quite  the  reverie,  Ma'am  5  you  are  very 
obliging  !— 

Mrs.  Bell.  I  have  tired  myfelf  and  you  too.— But 
pray,  may  I  now  enquire,  who  was  fo  kind  as  to  intimate 
that  I  am  acquainted  with  Mr.  Lovemore  ? 

Mrs.  Love.  It  was  a  mere  miflake.  I  have  given 
you  a  great  deal  of  trouble.  You  will  excufe  my  frank* 
nefs ;  I  had  heard  that  his  vifits  were  frequent  here. 

Mrs.  Bell.  His  vifits  frequent  here  !  My  Lady  Con* 
flant  could  not  tell  you  fb  ? 

Mrs.  Love.  She  told  me  quit6^  die  cdntrary,  Sh<J 
knows  your  amiable  qualities,  and  does  you  juflice. 

4  Mrs*. 
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Mrs.  Bell*  The  accident  is  lucky !  it  has  procured 
me  the  honour  of  your  acquaintance.  And  I  fuppofe  you 
imagined  that  I  had  robbed  you  of  Mr.  Lovemore's 
heart  f— ^Scandal  will  be  buzzing  about*  I  can  laugh  at 
every  thing  of  that  fort,  (a  rap  at  the  door)  Oh  !  Heavens  f 
fome  trouWcfoipe  vilit.— —  {rings  a  hell) 

Enter  Mignionet, 
Mrs.  Bell.    I  am  not  at  home.    Go,  and  give  an 
an(wer. 

MiCN.  It  is  Lord  Etheridge,  Ma'am  :  He  is  coming 
up  ftairs.  The  fervants  did  not  know  you  had  changed 
your  mind. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Was  ever  any  thing  fo  crofs  ?  Tell  his 
Lordihip  I  have  company  j  I  am  bufy  \  I  am  not  well  ^ 
anything,  don't  let  him  come  in.  Make  hafte,  diipatch  :. 
I  wont  fee  him. 

Mrs.  Love.  I  beg  I  may  not  hinder  you :  I  ihall  take 
mjr  leave. 

Mrs.  Bell.  By  no  means..  Our  conver&tion  gro^ 
interefting.     I  pofitively  will  not  fee  my  Lord. 

Mrs.  Love.  I  can't  agree  to  that.  You  muft  fee  his 
Lordfhip.     I  can  ftep  into  another  room.  , 

Mrs.  Bell.  Will  you  be  fo  good  ? — You  will  find 
Ibmething  to  amufe  you  in  that  cabinet,  {points  to  a  door 
in  the  backfcene)  We  muft  talk  further.  My  Lolrd  (han't 
ftay  long. 

Mrs.  Love.  Nay,  but  if  you  ftand  upon  ceremony-*— 
Mrs.  Bell.  Very  well :  I'll  contrive  it.  This  is  a 
lover  of  mine.  A  lover  and  a  hufband  are  the  fame  thing. 
Perhaps  it  will  divert  ypu  to  hear  how  I  manage  him. 
I  hear  him  on  the  ftairs.  Make  hafte :  Mignionet  fliew 
tbe  way.  (  Mrs.  Lvutnmt  and  Mignionet  go  out  at  the  back 
fcene) 

Mrs. 
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I 

MrL  Bbll.     Let  me  fee  how  I  look  to  receire  him. 

{rtms  to  her  glafs) 
Enter  Lovbmore,  wkh  a  Star  and  Garter^  as  Lord 

Etheridge. 

LoVEMORE* 

A  heavenly  image  in  the  glafs  appears j 
To  that  Jhe  bends ^  to  that  her  eyesjbe  rears^ 
'  Repairs  herfmiles^-'^ 

Mrs.  Bell.  Repairs  her  fmiles,  my  Lord !  You  are 
iatirical  this  morning.  Pray,  my  Lord,  are  my  features 
out  of  repair^  like  an  old  houfe  in  the  country,  that  wants 
a  tenant  i 

Love.  Nay,  noW  you  wteft  my  words  from  their 
vifible  intention.  You  c^*t  fuppofe  that  I  impute  to  fuch 
perfect  beauty  the  leaft  want  of  repair,  whatever  may  be 
the  cafe,  Ma'am,  with  regard  to  the  want  of  a  tenant. 

M^s*  Bell.  Oh !  then  your  opinion  is  that  I  want  a 
tenant.  And  perhaps  you  think  I  am  going  to  put  up  a 
biU  to  fignify  to  all  paflers<^by,  that  here  is  a  manfion  to 
be  let,  enquire  of  the  widow  Bellmour.  I  like  your 
notion  ;  I  don't  think  it  would  be  a  bad  fcheme*  .  Shall  I 
try  it  ? 

Love.  A  palace  needs  no  fuch  invitation.  It's  natu^ 
ral  beauty  attra£b  admiring  eyes.  But  who  can  bid  up 
to  the  price  ?    The  perfon  vfho  is  able  to  do  it— 

Ab-s.  Bell.  Will  be  happy  5  I  know  that  is  what 
you  are  going  to  fay.  But  he  muft  do  homage  for  it : 
and  then  I  will  let  it  to  none  but  a  fingle  gentleman. 
Do  you  know  any  body,  whom  thefe  conditions  will  fuit  ? 

Love.     Thofe  conditions,  Ma'am {<ifide)    What; 

the  devil  does  {he  mean  ?     I  am  not  detc£bd,  I  hope. 
To  be  fure,  Ma'am,  thofe  conditions— And -*>  none 
but  fingle  gentlemen  will  prefume  to-*--« 
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Mrs,  Bell.  And  then  it  muft  be  a  leafe  for  life. 
But  that  will  never  do  ;  nobody  will  be  troubled  with  it. 
I  Ihall  never  get  it  off  my  hands:  do  you  think  I 
ihall,  my  Lord  ? 

Love.  There  muft  be  very  little  tafte  left,  if  you  have 
not  a  number  of  bidders.  You  know  the  ambition  of  my 
heart ;  you  know  I  am  devoted  to  you,  upon  any  tenns^ 
even,  though  it  were  to  be  bought  with  life. 

Ab's.  Bell.  Heavens !  what  a  dying  fwain  you  are ! 
And  does  your  Lordflup  mean  to  be  guilty  of  matrimony  P 
Lord  !  what  a  queftion  have  I  afked  ?  Tobefure  I  am 
the  giddieft  creature.  My  Lord,  don't  you  think  me  a 
ftrange  madcap  ? 

Love.  A  vein  of  wit,  like  your's,  that  fprings  at  once 
from  vivacity  and  fentiment,  ferves  to  exalt  your  beauty, 
and  give  animation  to  every  charm. 

A6r$.  Bell.  Upon  my  word,  you  have  &id  it  finely  ! 
But  you  are  in  the  right,,  my  Lord.  Your  penfive,  melan- 
choly beauty  is  the  moft  iniipid  thing  in  nature.  And 
yet  we  often  fee  features  without  a  mind ;  and  the  owner 
of  them  fits  in  the  room  vnth  you,  like  a  mere  vegetable, 
for  an  hour  together,  till  at  laft  fhe  is  incited  to  the  vio- 
lent exertion  of,  "  Yes,  Sir"—"  I  fancy  not,  Ma'am," 
and  then  a  matter  of  hSt  converfation  !  "  Mife  Beverlj 
"  is  going  to  be  married  to  Captain  Shoulder-knot — ^My 
"  Lord  Mortgage  has  had  another  tumble  at  Hazard— 
"  Sir  Harry  Wilding  has  loft  his  eleftioh  They  fay 
"  fhort  aprons  are  coming  into  iaihion.'* 

Love.  Oh !  a  matter  of  hSt  converfation  isinfupport- 
able 

Mrs  Bell.  But  you  meet  with  nothing  elfe.  All  in 
great  ipirits  about  nothing,  and  not  an  idea  among  them* 
Go  to  Ranelagh,  or  to  what.public  place  you  will>  it  is  juft; 
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the  fame.  A  lady  comes  up  to  you  ;  ^  How  charming- 
ly you  look !— But  my  dear  M'em,  did  you  hear  what 
happened  to  us  the  other  night  ? — ^We  were .  going  home 
from  the  Opera — ^you  know  my  aunt  Roly-Poly ;  it  was 
her  coach.  There  was  (he  and  Lady  Betty  Fidget — 
What  a  fweet  blonde  !  How  do  you  do  my  dear  i  (aart-*' 
fying  as  to  another  going  by)  My  Lady  Betty  is  quite  re- 
covered I  we  were  all  frightened  about  her  ;  but  Dodor 
Snake-root  was  called  in;  no,  not  DoQor  Snake-root^ 
Do£lor  Bolus  ;  and  fo  he  altered  the  courfe  of  the  me- 
dicines, and  fo  my  Lady  Betty  is  purely  now. — ^Weli, 
there  was  ihe,  and  my  aunt,  and  Sir  George  Bragwdl— - 
a  pretty  man  Sir  George — iineft  teeth  in  the  world— Your 
Ladyfhip's  moft  ohcdkent^curtfiiMg)  We  expe6led  you 
laft  night,  but  you  did  not  come.—— ^He  !  he  !  he ! — and 
fo  there  was  Sir  George  and  the  reft  of  us ;  and  fo  turn- 
ing the  corner  of  Bond-ftreet,  the  brute  of  a  coachman*- 
I  humbly  thank  your  Grace  ffarj^jj— the  brute  of  a 
coachman  overturned  us,  and  fo  my  aunt  Roly-Poly  was 
frightened  out  of  her  wits  ;  and  Lady  Betty  has  had 
her  nerves  again.  Only  think  !  fuch  accidents  !— I  am 
glad  to  fee  you  look  fo  well ;  a  fhonneur  ;  he  !  he  !  he  ! 

Love.  Ho!  ho!  you  paint  to  the  life.  L.iee  her 
moving  before  me  in  all  her  airS. 

Afrs,  Bell.  Widi  this  converfadon  their  whole  ftock 
is  exhaufied,  and  away  Aiey  run  to  cards.  Quadrille  has 
murdered  .wit ! 

Love.  Ay,  and  beauty  too.  Cards  are  the  worft  ene- 
mies to  a  completion :  the  (mall-pox  is  not  fo  bad.  The 
paffions  throw  themfelves  into  every  feature :  I  have  feen 
die  countenance  of  an  angel  changed,  io  a  moment,  to  ab- 
folute  deformity:  the  little  loves  and  graces,  that  fparkled 
in  the  eye,  bloomed  in  the  cheek,  and  fmiled  about  the 

mouth,  all  wing  their  flight,  and  leave  the  face,  which  they 
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before  adorned,  a  prey  to  grief,  to  anger,  malice,  and  fury, 
and  the  whole  train  of  fretful  pai&ons. 

^rx.  BsLt.  And  the  language  of  the  paflions  is  fbme^ 
times  heard  upon  thofe  occafions. 

Love.  Very  true.  Ma'am  ;  and  if  by  chance  they  do 
bridle  and  hold^  in  a  little,  the  ftruggle  they  undergo  is  the 
moft  ridiculous  fight  in  nature.  I  have  feen  a  huge  oath 
quivering  on  the  pale  lip  of  a  reigning  toaft  for  half  an 
hour  together,  and  an  uplifted  eye  accuiing  the  gods  for  the 
lofs  of  an  odd  trick.  And  then,  at  laft,  the  whole  room 
in  a  Babd  of  founds.  <<  My  Lord,  you  flung  away  the 
**  game.— Sir  George,  why  did  not  you  rough  the  fpade? 
^  — Captain  Hazard^  y/hy  did  not  you  lead  through  the 
**  honours  ?— »Ma'am  it  was  not  the  play— Pardon  nie,  Sir 
«  -^-but  Ma'am,*-but  Sir— I  would  not  play  widi  you  for 
"  ftraws  ;  don't  you  know  what  Hoyle  fays  ?■  ■  If  A  and 
^^  B  are  partners  againft  C  and  D,  and  the  game  nine 
•*  all,  A  and  B  have  won  three  tricks,  and  C  and  D  four 
^  tricks ;  C  leads  his  fuit,  D  puts  up  the  King,  then  re- 
*^  turns  the  fuit }  A  paiTes,  C  puts  up  the  Queen,  andB 
^  trumps  it ;  and  fo  A  and  B  and  C  and  D  are  bandied 
^^  about  *,"  they  attack,  they  defend^  and^iO  is  jargon,  and 
confiifion)  wrangling,  noife,  and  nonfenfe ;  and  high  life, 
and  polite  converfation.— — Ha  !  ha!  ha  ! 

Mrs.  Bbll.  Ho  !  ho  !  the  pencil  of  Hogarth  could 
not  do  it  better.  And  yet  one  is  dragged  to  tfaefe  places* 
One  muft  play  fometimes.  We  muft  let  our  friends  pick 
our  pockets  now  and  then,  or  they  drop  our  acquaintance* 
Do  you  ever  play,  riiy  Lord  ? 

Love*     Play,  Ma'am  ? (^fii^)      What   does   flie 

mean  ?      I  muft  play  the  hypocrite '  to  the  end  of  the 
chapter.— Play  ?-*Now  and  then,  as  you  fay,  onemuit, 

to 
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to  oblige,  and  from  aeceffity  ;  but  from  taft^  or  inclina- 
tion, no  ;  I  never  touch  a  card. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Oh!  very  true;  I  forgot.  You  dedicate 
your  time  to  the  Mufes ;  a  downright  rhyming  Peer.  Do 
you  know,  my  Ix>rd,  that  I  am  charmed  with  your  fong  \ 

Love.    Are  you? 

Mrs,  Bell.  Abfolutely  j  and  I  reaUy  think  you  would 
make  an  admirable  Vauxhall  poet. 

Love.     Nay,  now  you  flatter  me. 

Mrs,  Bell.  No^  as  I  live  \  it  is  very  pretty.  And 
do  you  know  that  I  can  fing  it  already  ?  Come,  you  fhali 
hear  how  I  murder  it.  I  have  no  voice  to-day,  but  you 
fliall  hear  me.       {Sings J) 

L 
Attend  all  ye  fairy  and  VU  teU  you  the  artj 
To  bind  ev*ry  fan^y  with  eafe  in  your  chains  ; 
To  hold  in  foft  fettefs  the  conjugal  hearty 
And  banijh  from  Hymen  his  doubts  and  his  pains» 

n. 

When  Juno  was  decked  with  thf  Ceftus  (f  Lwucy 
At  firfl  Jhe  was  handfome  ;  Jbe  charming  became  : 

With  JkiUibe  foft  pajpons  it  taught  her  to.  movcy 

To  kindlf  at  once^  and  to  keep  up  the  flame., 

m. 

*Tis  this  gives  the  eyes  aU  their  magic  and  fire^ 
The  voice-^mebing  accents ;  impawns  the  kifs  ; 
Qnfers  thefweet  fniUy  that  awakens  defircy 
And  plants  round  the  fair  each  incentive  to  blifs 

IV. 
Thence  flows  the  gay  cbfity  more  than  reafon  that  charms; 
The  ebfUittt  Uu/by  that  canbeattty  improve ; 
The  fond  figby  the  fond  voWy ;  the  fofi  touch  that  alarms*^ 
The  tender  difdain^  tie  renewal  of  Ifve. 
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Tefair^  take  the  Ceftus^  andfra^ke  jfs  power: 
The  mind  unaccompli/h^d^  mere  features  are  vain  j 
fFiih  witj  with  good  humour  en&uen  each  hour^ 
And  the  kves^  and  the  graces  JhaU  walk  in  your  train. 

Love.  My  poetry  is  infinitely  obliged  to  you.  It 
grows  into  fenfe,  as  you  fing  it.  Your  voice,  like  the 
Ceftus  of  Venus,  beftows  a  grace  upon  every  thing. 

Mrs.  Bell,  Oh  !  fulfome ;  I  fing  horridly,  {goes 
to  the  glafs)  How  do  I  look  ? — Don't  tell  me,  my  Lord  : 
you  are  ftudying  a  compliment^  but  I  am  refolved  to  mor- 
tify you  ;  I  won't  hear  it,— —Well !  have  you  thought 
of  any  thing  ?  Let  it  pafs  ;  it's  too  late  now.  Pray, 
my  Lord,  how  came  you  to  choofe  fo  grave  a  fubjedt  as 
connubial  happinefs  ? 

Love.     Clofe  and  particular  that  queftion  !     {^fide) 

Mrs.  Bell.  Juno  !  Hymen !  doubts  and  pains  ! 
one  would  almoft  fwear  that  you  have  a  wife  at  home> 
who  fat  for  the  pifture. 

Love.     Ma'am  the {emharrajfed)        The  compli- 

ment— you  are  only  laughing  at  me— the  fubjeft,  fron^ 
every  day's  experience— ——(^t^)  Does  flic  fufpeftmei 
the  fubjeft  is  common— Batchelors  wives,  you 
Jcnow— ha !  ha !—— And  when  you  infpire  the  thought  \ 
when  you  are  the  bright  original,  it  is  no  wonder  that  the 
copy— 

Mrs.  Bell.  Horrid!  going  to  harp  on  the  old  firing. 
Odious  folicitations !  I  hate  all  propofals.  1  am  not  in 
the  humour.  You  muft  releafe  me  now  :  your  vifit  is  ra- 
ther long.  I  have  indulged  you  a  great  while.  And  be- 
fides,  wereltoliften  to  your  vows,  what  would  become 
of  poor  Sir  Brilliant  Fafliion  ? 

Lovi.    Sir  Brilliant  Fafhion  ? . 

Mrs^ 
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Mrs.  BlEtL*     Do  you  know  him  \ 

Love.  I  know  whom  you  mean.  I  have  feen  him  ; 
but  that's  all.  He  lives  with  a  ftrange  fet,  and  does  not' 
move  in  my  fphere.  If  he  is  a  friend  of  your's  I  have  no 
more  to  fay. 

Airs.  Bell.    Is  there  any  thing"  to  fay  againft  him^? 

Love.  Nay,  I  have  no  knowledge  of  the  gentleman. 
They  who  know  him  beft,  don't  rate  him  high.  A  fort 
of  current  coin  that  pafles  in  this  town.  You  will  do* 
well  to  beware  of  counterfeits. 

Mrs.  Bell.     But  this  is  very  alarming— —    > 

Enter  Mignionet,  in  a  violent  hurry. 

MiGN.     My  dear  Madam,  I  am  frighted  out   of  my 

Tenfes.     The    poor  Lady where    are   the   hartlhorn 

drops?  . 

Love.    The  lady !   what  lady  ?       ^ 

MiGN.  Never  ftand  aflcing  what  lady.  She  has  faint- 
ed away  all  on  a  fudden  :  (he  is  now  in  ftrong  hyfte- 
ricks  ;   give  me  the  drops. 

Mrs.  JBei.1..  I  muft  run  to  her  affiftance.  Adieii, 
my  Lord.  I  fhall  be  at  home  in  the  evening.  Migni- 
onet, ftepthis  way.  Your  Lordfhip  will  excufe  me:  I 
fliall  exped  to  fee  you.  Come,  Mignionet ;  make  hafte  ; 
makehafte.  {Exit  with  Mignionet. 

Love.  I  hope  the  lady  has  not  overheard  me.  What 
41  villain  am  I  to  carry  on  this  fcheme  againft  fo  much  beau- 
ty, innocence,  and  merit  i  And  to  wear  this  badge  of 
honour  for  the  darkeft  purpofes  i  And  then  my  friend  Sir 
Brilliant,  will  it  be  &ir  to  fuppiant  him  ?•— — Pridiee,  be 
quiet,  my  dear  confcience  \  none  erf*  your  meddUng  :  don't 
interrupt  a  gentleman  in  his  pleafures.  Don't  you  know, 
my  good  friend,  that  love  has  no  refpe£t  for  perfons,  but 
fiMirs  above  all  laws   of  honour  and  of  fricndlhip  ?  No 
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reflection ;  have  her  I  muft,  and  that  quickly  too,  «:  (he 
will  difcover  all.  Befides,  this  is  my-  wife's  fault :  why 
does  not  ihe  make  home  agreeable  {  I  am  willing  to  be 
happy  ;  I  could  be  confl|uit  to  her,  but  (he  is  not  formed  for 
happinefs.  What  the  devil  is  Madam  Fortune  about  now  } 
— {Sir  BrUSantJmgs  within)  Sir  Brilliant,  by  all  that's 
infamous.  Confufion  !  no  place  to  hide  me  ?  naefcape  ? 
The  door  is  locked.  Mignionet,  Mignionet^  open  the 
door, 

MiGN.     {within)    You  muft  not  come  in  here. 

Love.  What  fhalll  do  ?  This  ftar,  and  this  ribbon 
will  bring  me  to  difgrace.  Away  with  this  tdl-talc  evi- 
dence. {Takes  off  the  ribbon.)  Go,  thou  blufhing  devil, 
^nd  hide  thyfclf  for  ever.     {Puts  it  in  his  pockety) 

Enter  Sir  Brilliant, /«^/«^- 

Sir  Bril,  Mrs.  Bellmpur,  I  h^ve  fuch  a  ftory  for 
you. — How  I-^Lovemore  ? 

Love.  Your  flave,  Sir  Brilliant,  your  flave.  (hiding 
the  Jlar  with  his  hat.) 

Sir  Bril.  I  did  not  think  you  had  b^en  acquainted 
here. 

LoyEt  You  are  right.  I  came  in  queft  of  you.  I 
faw  the  lady.  I  was  drawn  hithet  by.  mere  curiofity.  We 
have  had  fome  converfadon  j  and  I  made  it  fubfervient  to 
your  puipofeSt  I  have  beeQ  giving  a  great  character  of 
you. 

Sir  Bril.  You  arc  always  ^t  the  fervice  of  your 
friends;  But  what's  the  matter  ?  what  are  you  fumbling 
about  ?     {pulls  the  hat) 

Love.  'Sdeath !  have  care  :  don't  touch  me,  {pits 
his  handkerchief  to  his  hreafi) 

Sir  Bril.    What  the  devil  is  the  matter  ? 

Lpve.    Oh  I    keep  oS^{a/ule)  Here'^  a  bufincfs,-^ 

Takw 
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TakcQ  in  ^e  old  ^y :  let  me  pafs.— I  have  bad  a  fling 
at  Lord  Etheridge :  he  will  be  out  of  &vour  with  the 
widow :  I  have  done  you  tbat  good. — ^Racks  and  tonhents, 
my  old  complaint !  -  (wanting  to  fafe  him,) 

Sir  B&IL,  What  complaint  i  You  had  better  fit  down. 
Love.  No,  no ;  air,  the  air.  I  muft  have  a  furgeon. 
A  ftroke  of  a  tennis  ball  !  My  Lord  Rackett's  unlucky 
kfi  hand,  Let  me  pafs.  There  is  fomething  forming 
Jicrc.  [paffhhim)  To  be  caught  is  the  devih  {afide) 
—Don't  mention  my  name.  You  will  counterafl:  all 
I  have  faid.— Oh  !  torture,  torture !— I  will  explain 
to  you  another  time.  Sir  Brilliant,  your's  Ihaveierv- 
^d  your  intercft,-— -Oh !  there  is  certainly  fomediing 
forming.  [Exk 

Sir  Bril.  What  does  all  tills  mean  ?— So,  fo,  Mrs^ 
Lovemore's  fliipicions  are  well  founded.— The  widow  has 
her  private  vifits,  I  fee.  Yes,  yes,  there  is  fomething  fonn«« 
ing  here. 

Enter   Mrs,  Bellmour. 

Sir  Bril*  So;  here  {he  comes^  The  whole  fhall 
Ve  explained.  I  hope.  Ma'am,  that  I  don't  interrupt  you 
with  any  piquet-friend, 

Mrs.  Bell.  You  are  always  a  torment :  what  brings 
you  hither  i 

Sir  Bril.    There  are  times,  Ma'^m,  when  a  vifit— 

Mrs.  Bell.  Is  unfeafonable,  and  your's  is  fo  now* 
How  can  you  teafe  me  ? 

Sir  Bril.  I  thought  as  much.— There  are  fome  tilings 
that  may  require  to  be  difcuiled  between  us. 

Mfs,  Bell.    Referve  them  all  for  anotiier  time. 
f:an't  heai*  you  now^      Yoii  muft   leave  me«    There  is 

fi  lady  taken  ill  in  the  next  room. 

Sir 
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Sir  ^Hiu  And  here,  h^s  been  a  gendemets  takenitl  ut 
this  poom. 

J^i«  Bei.l«  How  troubldbnie  !  joa  muft  begone, 
po  you  difpiKe  my  will  and  pleafure  ?— >Fly  this  moment. 

Sir  Brxl.    But  M$i'am-r-Nay,  if  you  tnflft  upon  it<^ 

Mrs.  BsLL.  But)  Sir ! — ^I  will  be  abfolute :  you  moft 
leave  me.  (puts  him  out)  There,  and  now  TU  make  fiue 
qf  the  door. 

Enter  Mrs,  Lovemore,  leaning  on  Miokionet. 
MiGN.    This  way,  Madam  :  here  is  more  ah:  in  this 

Foom« 

Mrs.  Bell.    How  do  yeu  find  yourfelf  ?     Fray  fit 

Mrs,  Love.  My  fpirits  were  too  weak.  I  could  not 
fiip{>Qrt  it  any  longer ;  fuch  a  fcene  of  per&dy  f 

JU^s.  Bell.    You  aftonifh  me  :    what  perfidy  ? 

Mrs,  Love.  Perfidyof  the  blackeftdye  !  I  told  you 
that  you  were  acquainted  with  my  hufband  ? 

Mrsl  Bell.     Acquainted  with  your  hufband !  {angrify) 

Mrs.  Love.  A  moment's  patience.— r Yes,  Madam, 
you  are  acquainted  with  him.— The  bafe  man,  who  went 
hence  but  now— — 

Mrs.  Bell.     Sir  Brilliant  Faftiion  ? 

Mrs.  Love.  *  No ;  your  Lord  Etheridge,  as  he  calls 
himfelf— ^ 

Mrs.  Bell.    Lord  Etheridge?    What  of  him  pray? 

Mrs.  Love.  Falfe,  diflembling  man  !.  he  is  my  huf^ 
band,  Ma'am  :  not  Lord  Etheridge,  but  plain  Mr.  Love- 
more  J  my  Mr.  Lovemore. 

Mrs.  Bell.     And  has  he  been  bafe  enotigh  to  afiume 

a  title  to  enfhore  me  to  my  undoing  I 

Mick* 


aJ  it 


A     c  a  M  B  D  ¥•  75 

Micn;     {g^rt^)   Well,  for  ccrtwn  I  belkve  tke  devira 

n  me  :  I  always  thought  him  a  fly  one. 

[Exin 

Mrs.  Love.  To  fee  him  carrying  on  this  dark  defign^ 
•r-to  fee  the  man  whom  I  have. ever  efteemed  and  loved,— 
the  man  whom  I  muft  ftill  love,— efteem  him,  I  fear 
I  never  can,— to  fee  him  before  my  face,  with  that 
artful  treachery!  it  was  too  much  for  fenfibilitylike  minej.. 
I  felt  the  fliock  too  feverely,  and  I  funk  under  it. 

Mrs.  Bell.  I  am  ready  to  fmk  this  moment  with 
amazement.     I  faw  him,  for  the  firft  time,  at  old  Mrs. 

■ 

Loveit'^.  She  introduced  him  to  me.  The  appointmenJi 
was  of  her  own  making .  ^ 

Mrs^  Love.  You  know  Mrs.  Lovcit's  charafter,  I  fup- 
pofe. 

Mrs.  Bell.'    Thepradifed  veteran! Could  I  fuf^ 

peft  that  a  woman,  in  her  ftyle  of  life,  would  lend  herfelf 
to  a  vile  ftratageni  againft  my  honour  ?  That  (he  would 
join  in  a  confpiracy  againft  her  own  fex  ?— Mr.  Love- 
more  Ihall  never  enter  thefe  doors  again. -^— I  am  obliged; 
to  you,  Ma'am,  for  this  vifit  v  to  me  a  providential  inci- 
dent. I  am  forry  for  your  (hare  in  it-  The  ^ifcovery. 
fecures  my  peace  and  happinefs ;  to  you,  it  is  a  fatal  con*> 
yidlion,  a  proof  unanfwerable  .  againft  the  perfon  to 
whom  you  are  joined  for  life. 

Mrs.  Love.  After  this  difcovcry,  it  cannot  be  for  life^ 
I  am  refolved  not  to  pafs  another  day  under  his  roof. 

Mrs.  Bell.    .Hold,  hold :  no  fudden  refolutions.  Con^  . 
fider  a  little :  paffion  is  a  bad  advifer.  '  This  may  take  a 
turn  to  your  advantage. 

Mrs.  Love.  That  can  never  be :  I  im  loft  beyond 
rfdemption. 

fitrs,  BpLi,.    Don't  4ccide  too  raflJy,    Come,  come, 

th« 
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the  man  who  has  certain  qualities,  is  worth  thinking  abouf^ 
before  one  throws  the  hideous  thing  away  for  ever.  Mr. 
Lovemore  is  a  traitor ;  but  is  not  he  ftill  amiable  ?  And 
befides,  you  have  heard  his  fentiments.  That  fong  points 
at  fometfaing.  Perhaps  you  are  a  little  to  blame.  He 
did  not  write  upon  fuch  a  fubje6t,  without  a  cauie  to  fug- 
geft  it.  We  will  talk  over  this  matter  coolly.  You  have 
feved  me^  and  I  muft  return  the  obligation.  You  (hall 
ftay  dinner  with  me« 

Mn,  Love.  Excufe  me.  Mr.  Lovemore  may  pof" 
fibly  go  home.  He  (hall  hear  of  his  guilt,  while  the  fenfe 
of  it  pierces  here,  and  wounds  me  to  the  quick. 

JUrs,  Bell*  Now  there  you  are  wrong :  take  my 
advice  firft.  I  will  lay  fuch  a  plan,  as  may  enfure  him 
your*s  for  ever.  Come,  come,  you  muft  not  leave  me  yet. 
(takes  her  hand)  Anfwer  me  one  queftion  :  don't  youftill 
think  he  has  qualities,  that  do  in  fome  fort  apologize  for 
his  vices  ? 

Mrs.  Love.  I  don't  know  what  to  think  of  it :  I  hope 
he  has. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Very  well  dien.  I  have  loft  a  lover ; 
you  may  gain  one.  Your  condu£t  upon  this  occafion 
may  reform  him ;  and  let  me  tell  you  that  the  man,  who 
has  ft  in  his  power  to  atone  for  his  faults,  fliould  not  be 
entirely  defpifed.— Let  the  wife  exert  herfelf ;  kt  hc^ 
fry  her  powers  of  pleafing,  and  take  my  VTord  for  i^ 

The  wild  gallant  no  more  abroad  will  roam> 
But  find  his  lov'd  variety  at  home. 

END  OF   THE   THIRD  ACT, 
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ACT      IV. 


SCENE,  an  Apartment  in  Lo vemoreV  Houfez 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lovemore,  at  tahle^  after  dinner  \  ServofOs 

fating  things  out  of  the  room. 

LovEMORE.     [filling  aglafs) 

I  Wonder  you  are  not  tired  of  the  fame  eternal  topick. 
(Jipping  bis  wine) 

Mrs.  Love.  If  I  make  It  an  eternal  topick^  it  is  for 
your  own  good,  Mr.  Lovemore. 

Love.  I  know  I  have  your  good  wifhes,  and  you  have 
mine.     All  our  abfent  friends,  Mrs.  Lovemore.     {drinks) 

Mrs.  Love.  If  you  would  but  wilh  well  to  yourlel^ 
Sir,  I  {hould  be  happy.?— But  in  the  way  you  go  on,  your 
health  muft  be  ruined  \  day  is  night,  and  night  day  \ 
your  fubftance  fquandered ;  your  conftitution  deftroj^ed  \ 
and  your  family  quite  negleded. 

Love.  Family  negle£led  !  you  fee  I  dined  at  home, 
and  diis  is  my  reward  for  it. 

Mrs.  Love.  You  dined  at  home.  Sir,  becauie  ibme<- 
thing  abroad  has  difconcerted  you.  You  went,  I  fuppofe, 
after  I  (aw  you  at  Lady  Conftant's,  to  your  old  haunt,  your 
friend  Mrs.  Loveit-^— 

Love.  Mrs.  Loveit !  ha !  ha !  I  dropt  her  acquaint^ 
ance  long  ago.  No,  my  love,  I  drove  into  the  city,  and 
ipent  die  reft  of  the  morning  upon  bufinefs.  I  had  long 
accounts  to  fettle  with  old  Difcount  the  banker. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs,  Love.  And  that  to  be  fure  engrofled  all  pur 
time.  Bufinefs  muil  be  minded.  Did  you  find  him  at 
home  ? 

Love.  It  was  by  his  own  appointment.  I  went  to  his 
houfe  dire£Uy  after  I  parted  from  you.  I  have  been  no 
where  elfe.     Matters  of  account  always  fatigue   me. 

Mrs.  Love.     I  would  not  be  too  inquifitive,  Sir. 

Love.  Oh!  no;  you  j^everare.  I  ftaid  at  the  Ban- 
ker's the  reft  of  the  time ;  and  I  can^e  ftraight  from  his 
houfe  to  have  the  pleafure  of  dining  with  you.  {fiUs  aglafs 
$fwine) 

Mrs.  Love.  Were  there  any  fincerity  in  that  decla- 
ration, I  fliould  be  happy.  A  tavern  life  has  hitherto  beea 
your  delight.  I  wonder  what  delight  you  can  find  in  fuch 
an  eternal  round  of  gaming,  riot  and  diffipation.  Will  you 
anfwer  me  one  queftion  ? 

Love.  With  great  pleafure, — (<J^}  if  it  is  not  incon- 
venient. 

Mrs.  Love.  Lay  your  hand  on  your  heart,  and  tell 
me, Have  I  deferved  this  uf^ge  ? 

Love.     My  humble  fervice  to  you,  my  love.        [drinks) 

Mrs.  Love.  I  am  fure  I  have  never  been  deficient  in 
any  one  point  of  the  duty  I  owe  you.  You  won  my 
heart,  and  I  gave  it  freely. 

Love,     {going  tofieep)     It  is  very  true. 

Mrs.  Love.  Your  intereft  has  been  mine.  I  have 
known  no  pleafure  uncohnefted  with  your  happinefs.  Di- 
verfions,  fhew  and  pomp,  have  had  no  allurements  for  me. 

Love,  [dropping  ajkef)  Yes,— you  are  right— juft  as 
you  pleafe  ■ 

Mrs.  Love.  Had  I  been  inclined  to  follow  theexamplc 
of  other  women,  your  fortune  would  have  felt  it  before 
now.     Yoii  might  havfe  been  thoufands  out  of  pocket ;  but 

your 
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your  liUsreft  has  been  thp  oh}^  of  my  attention ;  ai\d  ybW 

convenience—* 

Love;     {turns  his  chair  from  her)   You  reafo^  very 

you  reafon  admir*-^ably— adnri-^rably alw^](s« 

al — alwap— — gay and enter — cntcjrtaiaing-— 

{going  tojbep) 

Mrs,  Lov£.  Marriage  is  generally  confidered  as  an  in« 
trodudtion  to  the  great  fcene  of  the  world.  I  thought  it 
a  retreat  to  left  noify  and  ferener  pleafures.  What  is 
called  polite  company  {be  falls  fc^  ajktp)  was  not 
my  tafte.  You  was  lavifh  in  expcnce ;  I  was  therefore  an 
oeconomift*  From  the  moment  marriage  made  me  your's, 
the  pleasure  arifing  from  your  company  ■Thegc  i  faft 
afleepi  Agreeable  company  indeed!— This  is  ever  his 

Way.     {fl)e  rifes)    Unfeeling  man  ! It  is  too  plain  that 

I  am  grown  his  averfion.  Mr.  Lovemore !  {looking  at 
him)  you  little  think  what  a  fcene  this  day  has  brought  to 
light.  And  yet  he  hopes  with  falfehood  to  varnifh  and  dif- 
guife  his  treachery.  How  mean  the  fubterfuge  !  (hall  I 
rouze  him  now,  and  tax  him  with  his  guilt  ?  My  heart  is 
.too  fuU  :  reproach  will  only  tend  to  exafperate,  and  per- 
haps make  him  irreconcileable.  The  pride,  that  can  ftpop 
to  low  and  wretched  artifice,  but  ill  can  brook  deteftion.  ' 
Let  him  reft  for  the  prefent.  The  widow  Bellmoui^'s  ex- 
periment may  anfwer  better.— I  will  try  it  at  leaft.~Oh ! 
Mr«  Lovemore,  you  will  break  my  heart. 

[Looks  at  himj  and  Exit. 

Love,  {talking  in  his  Jkep)  I  do  liften — I  am  not 
afleep.  {feeps  and  nods)  You  are  very  right ;— always 
right— I  am  only  diinking  a  little.  No— no— no  — (m«^- 
ters  ind^sn^fy)  It  was  not  two  o'clock — in  bed — in  bed 
by  twelve— Sir  Baftfull  is  an  oaf— The  widow  Bell- 
monr^fleipsy  wid  his  head  rolls  about)  •  What's  the  mat- 
ter? 
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ter  ?  (fvaUng)  I  beg  your  pardon ;  I  was  beginning  to 
nod.  What  did  you  fay,  my  dear  i  {leans  on  the  tabky 
whhoui  loeldng  about)  One  cannot  always  you  know— 
{turps  about)  'Sdeath  !  {he  is  gone  !  Oh  !  faft  afieep. 
This  is  ever  the  way,  when  one  dines  at  home.  Let  me 
ihake  it  off.  {rifts)  What's  o'clock  ?— No  amufement 
in  this  houfe ;  iirfiat  (hall  I  do  ?  The  widow  ? — ^I  muft 
not  venture  in  that  quarter.  My  evil  genius  Sir  Brilliant 
will  be.bufy  there.  Is  any  body  in  the  way?  I  muft 
ially  out.  My  dear  Venus,  favour  your  votary  diis  af- 
ternoon: 

"  Your  beft  arms  employ. 

All  wing'd  with  pleafure,  and  all  tipt  with  joy. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  Sir  Bashfull's, 

Enter  Lady  Constant  and  Furnish. 

Lady  Cons.    Who  brought  this  letter  ? 

Furnish.  A  fervant  of  Mrs.  Lovemore's :  he  w^ts 
an  anfwer. 

Lady  Cons.  My  compliments  to  Mrs.  Lovemore,  and 
I  (hall  wait  upon  her. 

Furnish.    Yes,  Ma'am,     {going) 

Laify  Cons.  And  hark  ye,  Furnifh  j — ^have  the  things 
been  carried  to  Sir  Brilliant,  as  I  ordered  ? 

Furnish.  I  have  obeyed  your  Ladylhip's  commands. 
The  fteward  went  himfelf.  Mr.  Pounce^  your  Ladyihip 
knows,  is  a  trufty  body.     You  may  depend  upon  his  cart. 

Lady  Cons.  Go  and  fend  Mrs.  Lovemore  her  anfwer. 
She  may  depend  upon  my  being  with  her  in  time. 

[Exit  Fumi/b. 

Lady  Cons,  alone.    What  can  Mrs.  Lovemore  want? ' 
{nods)      «  Lady/hip's  company  to  a  card-party:  but  cardt, 
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**  ari  the  leqft  part  efmy  oljeif..  I  have  fimethtng  cf  higher 
**  fnoment  in  view^  and  the  prefence  of  ifij  friends  is  ahfolutefy 
**  neeeffiaj.^*  There  is  fome  inyfter|yii  all  this.  *  What 
does  (he  mean  \  I  £hall  go,  ancUtl|e;n  the  fcene  y9\&  clear 
up :  ThoTe  diamond  buckles  embarrafs  me.  tilore  than 
Mrs*  Lovemore's  unintelligible  letter.  jPiaroond  buckles 
to  me !  From  what  quartor  ?  Who  coiild  fend  them  ? 
Nobody  but  Sir  Brilliant.  I  am  right  in  my  conclufion : 
they  came  from.  him.  Who  could  take  the  liberty  but  a 
perfon  of  his  caft?.  A  prefuming  man!  But?  have 
mortified  his  vanity.  Before  this  Jk^  he  has  found  his 
diamonds  thrown  back.  Upon  his.  flpds,  with-  the  difdain 
which  fach  confidence  deferves.— -But  if  I  have  made  a 
miftake !— Oh !  no  ;  no  danger.  Has  not  Sir  Brilliant 
made  overtures  to  me  ?  Has  not  he  declared  himfelf  i 
He  fees  Sir  Baibfull's  behaviour,  and  hia  vanity  plumes 
itfelf  upon  that  circumftance.  To  give  me  my  revenge 
againfi*  a  crazy  and  infuiFerable  hufband,  he  would  fain 
induce  me  to  ruin  myfdf  with  a  coxcomb.  Befides ;  he 
heard  the  whole  of  Sir  BafhfuU's  difpute  about  digmoads 
and  trinkets  :  the  thing  is  clear.f  it  was  Sir  Brilliant  fen( 
them  \  and  by  that  ftratagem  he  hopes  to  bribe  me  int^ 
€ompliance.-<-That  bait  will  Jiever  take;  though  here 
comes  one,  who^  I  am  fure,  deferves  to  be  treated  without 
a  grain  of  ceremony. 

Enter  Sir  Bashfull. 
Sir  Bash.     Here  (he  is.    Now  let  me  fee  vdiether  (he 
will  take  any  notice  of  the  prefent  I  fent  hep.     She  has 
reafon  to  be  in  good  humour,  I  think.— Your  fervant, 
Madam. 

Lady  Cons,     Your  addr^fs  is  polite,  Sir. 
Sir  Bas^i,     {^Jide)     Still  proud  and  obftinate!--Has 
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anjr  thing  happened  to  diftufb  the  h^rmoaoy  of  your  tnaa-r 
per? 

Laij  CoKS,  Coflficlering  what  Iktle  dlibord  yon  nxake 
it  is  a  wonder  that  my  tegiper  is  not  always  bi  tone. 

S/r  BaIh.    If  you*tiever  gave  me  caufe^  Madam^— '^ 

Lady  CoN$.  Oh!  for  mercy  fake,,  truce  wiA  alter- 
cation. I  am  tired  out  with  the  eternal  Tiolence  cf  your 
temper,  Thofe  frequent  ilarts  of  paf&eci  hurry  me  out  off 
my  fenfes :  and  thofe  unaccountable  whims  y  that  hold  fudt 
corfftant  pofleffion  of  you— ^ 

5/rBASH.  Whiiiis,  Madam?— Not  to  coitiply  with 
you  in  every  thing  is  a  whttli,  truly.  Mitft  I  yield  to  the 
exhorbitant  demands  of  your  extravagance  ?  When  yoa 
laid  clofe  fiege  to  me  for  diamond  bawbles^  and  I  know 
hot  what,  was  that  a  whim  of  mine  ?  Did  I  take  that 
lancy  into  my  head,  without  caufe,  and  without  fuffieiextt 
foundation  \ 

Lady  Cons.  Well,  we  have  exhaufted  the  f«bje£L 
Have  not  you  told  me  a  thoufand  times  that  thmre  is  no 
living  with  me?  I  agree  to  it.  And  have  not  I  returned 
the  compliment?  We  have  nothing  new  to  iky;  and 
now,  all  that  remains,  is  to  let  the  hwyer  reduce  to  writ-* 
ing  our  mutual  opinions,  and  fo  we  may  part  with  the 
pleafure  of  giving  each  other,  a  nioft  woeful  chara£ler« 

Sir  Bash,     {ajide)    The  buckles  have  bad  no  efie£k. 
Stubborn  !  fhe  has  received  them,  and  wonVown  it. 
.    Lady  (^OKS.     A  dafh.of  your  pen.  Sir,  at  the  foot  of 
certain  articles  now  preparing,  will  make  us  both  eafy. 
{Soing) 

Sir  Bash.  If  we  don't  live  bappily,  it. is  your  oWr 
fault. 

Ltu^  Cons.    That  is  very  fU. 

Sir 
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flay— 

LAdf  C^ir^i    Quite  ihreadWe  1 

Sir  Bash.    I  h^6  ftift  a  f^gfefd  fof  you* 

Ztf^  Cons,      Worn-out  to  frippery!-^!  'cah*t  iioqr 

any  rhore.    The  la\e  wiH  iifek  it  iip  in  n«W  langdaige^  fot 

US)  ^  th&t  will  end  our  differences. 

Sir  Bash*  (^/ow)  1  miift  uhhurthien  flriy  heart :  there 
is  no  tiiJne  to  be  loft*  1  IbVe  her ;  I  admire  her  >  fli^  in- 
flames my  Ijendereft  paffions,  and  raifes  fuch  a  condid  here 
in  my  very  heart,  1  eafinbt  anf  longer  eohC,eal  the  feeret 
From  her*  1*11  go  and  tell  her  all  this  momerit.— But  then 
that  meddling  fiend,  her  maid,  will  be  there :  F6\  Itm 
turn  her  out  of  the  room :  but  then  the  jade  will  fufpea 
fomething.— Her  Ladyfliip  may  be  alone :  I'll  fend  to  know 
where  flie  is*    Who  is  there?     Sideboard—^ 

Enter  Sideboahdw 

Sir  Bash.    Go  and  tell  your  lady  that— (/wi«/«) 

SiDEv    Did  your  Honour  want  mc  i 

Sir  Bash.  No  matter;  it  dpes  not  fignify.— (^)  1 
Ihall  neveV  be  able  to  tell  her  my  mind  :  a  glance  of  her 
eye,  and  my  own  confufion  will  undo  alK 

Side.    I  thought  your  Honour  called* 

Sir  Bash.     {aJUe)    A  thought  comes  acrofs  me  :  Til 
write  her  a  letter.     Yes,  yes,  a  letter  will  do  the  bufmefsv 
Sideboard,  draw  that  table  this  way— Reach  me  a  chair* 

Side.    There  your  Hoiiour. 

Sir  Bash.  Do  pu  ftay  while  I  write  a  letter.  You 
IhaU  carry  it  for  me*     {/its  down  to  write) 

Side*  Yes,  Sir.  I  hope  he  has  an  intrigue  upon  his 
hands.    A  fcrvant  thrives  under  a  raafter  that  has  his 
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private  amitfements.    Love  oti|-fay  I,  if  you  are  fo  gi^n : 

it  will  bring  grift  to  my  mill. 

Sir  Bash,  {writing)  This  will  furprife  her.  Warm> 
pailionate,  and  tender !  and  yet  it  does  not  come  up  to 
what  I  feel. 

SiD£*  Whajt  is  he  at  ?  «-I  may  as  well  read  the  news- 
paper, {takes  it  9ut  of  his  pocJut)  What  in  the  name  of 
wonder  is  all  this  ?— Ha !  ha !  {burjfs  into  a  hud  laugh) 
Inever  heard  the  like  of  this  before*     Oh  !  ho  !  ho  !  ho ! 

Sir  Bril.  What  does  the  fcoundrd  mean  ?  [flares  at 
him) 

Side.     Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  I  can*t  help  laughing. 

Sir  Bash.  Does  the  villain  fufpeft  me  ?  {rifes)  Hark 
ycp  firrah,  if  ever  I  find  that  you  dare  liften  at  any  door  in 
my  houfe— — 

Side.     Sir ! 

Sir  Bash.  Confefs  the  truth :  have  not  you  been 
liftening  to  my  converfation  with  Mr.  Lovemore  this 
morning  ? . 

Side.  Who  I,  Sir  ?  I  would  not  be  guilty  of  fuch  a 
thing  :  I  never  did  the  like  in  all  my  days. 

Sir  Bash.     What  was  you  laughing  at  ? 

Side.  A  foolifh  thing  in  the  newfpaper,  Sir,  that's  all. 
ril  read  it  to  your  Honour,  {reads)  We  hear  that  a  new 
comedy  is  now  in  rehearfal,  and  will  fpeedily  be  per- 
formed,, inti  tied,  The  Jmorous  Hujband  ^  or  The  Man  in 
Love  with  his  own  Wife. 

Sir  Bash.     And  what  do  you  fee  to  laugh  at  ? 

Side.  See,  Sir  ?  I  have  lived  in  a  great  many  fami« 
lies,  and  never  "heard  of  the  like  before. 

Sir  Bash,  {aftde)  There,  there,  there  1 — ^I  (halt be  the 
kutt  of  my  own  fervants. — Sirrah,  leave  the  room.     And 

let 


,»' 


1 


li 


A      CO  M  £  D  y.  85 

let  mc  never  hear  that  you  have  Ae  trick  oTltftcning  m 
jnyhoufe. 

Side.    No,  Sir*— The  Man  in  Love  with  his  own 

Wife! 

lExit  laughing. » 

Sir  Bash.    What  does  the'  varlet  mean  ? — ^No-  matr 
ter — ^I  have  finifhed  my  letter,  and  it  ihall  be  fent  this 
,   ihoment.— But  then,  if  I  (hould  get  into  a  comedy  ? 
Po  !  no  more  fcruples.     I'll  leal  it  direfUy— Sideboard— 

Enter  Sideboard. 

Sir  Bash.  (feaUng  the  letter)  I  ha^'e  opened  my 
he^rt  to  her.     What  do  you  bring  your  hat  and  ftick  for  ? 

Side.     To  go  out  with  your  Honour's  letter. 

Sir  Bash*  You  have  not  far  to  gd.  Take  this,  and 
let  nobody  fee  you. 

Side.     I  warrant  me,  your  Honour.  [Exit» 

Sir  B a«h.  I  feel  much  lighter  now.  A  load  is  taken 
•ff  my  heart. 

Enter  Sideboard. 
Sir  Bash.     What  do  you  come  back  for  ?  . 

r 

'    Side.     A  word  or  two  by  way  of  direftior^  if  you 

pleafe,  Sir. 

'  Sir  Bash.     Blockhead  !  give  it  to  me — {afitk)    If  i 

direct  it,  he  finds  me  out. — Go  about  your  bufmefs :  I 

have  no  occafion  for  you  j  leave  the  room. 

Side.     Very  well,  Sir. — Does  he  think  to  manage  his 

own  intrigues  i  If  he  takes  my  commliHon  out  of  my 

hands,  I  fhall  give  him  warning.     The  vices  of  our  maf- 

ters  are  all  the  vails  a  poor  ktvznt  has  left. 

[Exit. 

Sir  Bash,  What  mufl  be  done  ? — Mr.  Lovemore 
could  condud  this  bufinefs  for  me.  He  is  a  man  of 
9ddref$,  and  knows  all  the  approaches  to  a  woman's  heart. 
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That  fdkmi'  Siddboar4  comiag  agaDof-^No,  no|  thif 
is  lucky.    Mr.  Lovemoit  I  am  glad  to  fee  yoa. 

EflUr  LoVEMOftE. 

LoTE.    A  fecond  vifit  you  fee,  in  one  day ;  endrdy  on. 
Aft  (cam  of  fricndfliip. 

Si^  Bash,     And  I  thank  you  §ar  it ;  heartily  thank  you. 
LoTE'    I  broke  away  from  the  company  at  the  St. 
Alban's  on  purpofe  to  attend  you.    Well^  I  have  made 
your  Ladyeafier  in  her  mind,  have  not  I  ? 

Sir  Bash.    We  don't  hit  it  at  all,  Mr.  Lovemore. 
Love.    No. 

Sir  Bash.    I  think  fhe  has  been  rather  worfe,  fince  you 
fpoke  to  her. 

Love.  A  good  fymptom  that*  (cjide) 
Sir  Bash,  She  has  received  the  diamond  buckles, 
they  were  delivered  to  her  maid  fealed  up»  and  Ae  man 
never  ftaid  to  be  alked  a  queftion,  I  faw  them  in  her  own 
band ;  but  not  a  fyllable  efcaped  her.  She  was  not  in  t})fi 
leaft  foftened,  obftinate  as  a  mule  ! 

Lovs.    Th^'  mjtnner  of  conveying  your  pr^enta  was 
not  well  judged.     Why  did  not  you  make  me  die  bearer  i 
Sir  Bash.    I  wi&  I  had.     She  talks  of  parting }  and 
{g  to  avoid  coming  to  extremities,  I  have  even  thought  of 
telling  her  the  whole  truth  at  once, 
Love.    How  !  acquaint  h«r  with  your  paiEon  i 
Sir  Bash,    Ay,  and  tnift  to  her  honour,    I  could  not 
venture  to  ipeak  i  I  fhovid  blufh,  and  ikdter,  and  look 
filly  'y  and  fo  I  h^ve  writ  a  letter  to  her,     Here  it  b  figned 
and  fealed,  but  not  dire£^d,    I  got  into  a  pui^zle  about 
^at.     Servants^  you  knoW)  are  always  putting  their  own 
qonftrudion  upon  things, 

]l/Ov^.    No  doubt :  and  then  your  Secret  Sies  all  over 
the  town,  . 
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Sir  Bash,  That's  what  alirmed  me.  You  (hall  write 
fte  fuperfcriptiQii,  and  (end  it  to  her. 

Love.  No,  diat  won't  do.  Give  her  a  letter  under 
your  hand  i  111  fpeak  to  her  for  you:  let  me  try  how  her 
pulfe  beats. 

Sir  Bash.  But  a  letter  nuy  draw  an  anfwer  fromher^ 
and  then,  you  know,  {fmiUng  at  him)  I  (hall. have  it  under 
lierhand. 

Love.  I  don't  like  diis  hurry :  we  had  better  take 
time  to  confider  of  it. 

Sir  Bash.  No,  I  can't  defer  the  bufineis  of  my  heart 
a  (ingle  moment.  It  burns  like  a  fever  here.  Sit  down, 
;uid  write  the  direction }  I'll  fi^  and  fend  the  fervant. 
lie  ihall  carry  it,  as  if  it  were  a  letter  from  youdelf. 

Enter  Sideboard. 

Side.     Sir  Brilliant  Fafiiion  is  below.  Sir. 

Love.  What  brings  him  ?  He  will  only  intemi|>t  us. 
Go  and  talk  to  him,  Sir  Baihfull  *,  hear  what  he  has  to 
fay ;  amufe  him ;  any  thing  rather  than  let  him  come  up; 

Sip  BASif •    I  am  gone :  he  ihan't  moleft  you* 

[Exit  with  Sideiaardm 

Love.  Fly,  make  hafte  ;  and  don't  let  him  know  that 
I  am  here.—- A  lucky  accident  thk  1  I  have  gained  time  by 
it.  All  matters  were  in  a  right  train,  and  he  him&lf 
levelling  the  road  for  me,  and  now  this  letter  blows  me  up 
into  the  air  at  once*  Some  unlucky  planet  rules  to-»day. 
Firft  die  widow  Bellmoujr  *,  a  hair-breadth  fcrape  I  had  of 
it,  and  now  almoft  ruined  here !  What  in  die  name  of 
wonder  has  he  writ  to  her  ?— >Friendihip  and  wafer,  by 
your  lieave.— >but  will  that  be  <ieUcate  ?— Po !  honour  has 
always  a  great  deal  to  preach  upon  thefe  occafions ;  but 
then  the  bufiiiefs  of  my  love  l-'^-Very  true ;  the  paffions 
need  but  fay  a  word,  and  their  bufinefs  is  done,     {opens  the 
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litur  and  readi)  This  muft  never  reach  her.  Fll  write 
a  letter  from  myfelf.  {ftU  dmvn^  ivrkes^  amijiarts  up)  I 
hear  him  coming  :  no ;  all  bk*  (wrkes)  This  will  io : 
«— vaftlj  well.  Her  bttftaiid's  inhumanity !  Ay,  raentioii 
that. — The  diamonds  may  he  a  prefent  from  me :  ye% 
^11  venture  it — ^There,  there ;  that  will  do— Long  ad<Mred 
— Ay— fweeteft  revenge.---; Ay — ^Eternal  admirer—*^ 

Lovemore. Now,  now,  let  me  fee  it.— Admirable ! 

thj^  will  do  the  bufinefe.     {foah  the  ktter) 

Enter  Sir  Bashfull. 
Sir  Bash.    Well,  have  you  fent  it  ? 
Love*    Not  yet :  I  am  writing  the  dire£Bon. 
Sir  Bash.    And  \vhere  is  that  bloc]diead  ?    i       Side-^ 
board  J 

Enter  Sideboard. 

Sir  Bash.  NumfkuU,  why  don't  you  wait  ? — Mr  Love-*> 
more  wants  you. 

Love.  Step  and  deliver  this  to  your  Lady,  and  if  (ho 
pleafes  I  will  wait  upon  her. 

Sir  Bash.     Charming  !  — Take  it  upftairs  direftly. 

Side.     Up  ftairs.  Sir  ?  My  lady  is  in  the  next  room. 
•     Sir   Bash.     Take  it  to  her;  make  hafte;    begone. 
[Exit  Sideboard)    I  hope  this  vrill  fucceed  :  I  fhall  be  for 
ever  obliged  to  you,  and  fo  will  her  Ladyfhip. 

Lov$.  I  hope  {he  will,  and  I  (hall  be  proud  to  ferve 
her. 

Sir  Bash.  You  are  very  good.  She  won't  prove  un- 
grateful, I  dare  anfwer  for  her. — I  (hould  like  to  fee  how 
ihe  receives  the  letter. — The  door  is  conveniendy  open.-^^ 
I  will  have  a  peep.     Ay,  there ;  there  (he  (its. 

Love.     Where,  Sir  BafhfuU  ? 

jj/r  Bash.    Huih,  no  noifc.-— -There,  do  you  fee  her  ? 
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ihe  has  the  letter  in  her  haai        This  is  a  crilkal  mo- 
ment: laraalloirerin  atremUe. 

LovE«  Silence ;  not  a  word.  She  opens  iL^^afide) 
Now^mydear  Cupid,  befriend  me  noviry  and  your  altar  ihall 
findce  with  incenie. 

Sir  Bash.    She  colours  \ 

Love.,  I  like  that  riling  bldb:  aloft  and  tender  token. 

Sir  Bash.    She  turns  pale. 

Love.     The  natural  working  of  the  paffions. 

Sir  Bash.  And  now  flie  reddens  again  !  -* What  is 
flie  at  now  ?— -There  (he  has  tore  the  letter  in  two  : — I 
am  a  loft,  an  undone  man.     {walks  away) 

Love.  She  has  flung  it  away  widi  indignation :  I  am 
undone  too.     (ajide  andwalks  away  from  the  door) 

Sir  Bash.  Mr,  Lovemore>youieewhat  it  isallcome 
to. 

Love.    I  am  Iprry  to  fee  fo  haughty  a  fpirit. 

Sir  Bash,  An  arrogant,  ungrateful  woman !  to  make 
fuch  a  return  to  fo  kind  a  letter  ! 

Lov  E.     Ay,  fo  kind  a  letter ! 

Sir  Bash,    Did  you  ever  lee  fuch  an  infolent  fcom  ? 

Ix>vE.    I  never  was  fo  diiappointed  in  all  my  Gfe. 

Sir  Bash.     A  letter  full  of  the  tendereft  proteftations  I 

Love.    Yes ;  an  unrelenred  declaration  of  love ! 
.    Sir  Bash.    Made  with  the  greateft  frankneis  1  throw- 
ing  myfclf  at  her  very  feet. 

Love.  Did  (he  once  fnule  ?  was  there  the  £unteft 
gleam  of  approbation  in  her  countenance  ? 

Sir  Bash.  She  repaid  it  all  with  fcom,  with  pride^ 
conteqnpt,  and  infolence.  I  cannot  bear  this ;  defpifec^ 
fpurned,  and  treated  like  a  puppy. 

Love.    There  it  ftings«*-*like  a  puppy  indeed ! 

^ir  Bash,    Is  there  a  thing  in  nature  fo  mortifying  0 
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^  pride  of  man,  as  to  find  otteklf  rcjt£ieiand4etfi&dbf 
a  fine  woman^  who  is  confcious  of  her  power^  and  triumphs 
in  her  cruelty  i 

LovB.    It  is  the  mofb  damiuible  circiunftaiice!-««-^ 

Sir  Bash.  My  dear  Mr.  Lovemore,  I  am  oUigcd  t# 
you  for  taking  this  matter  fo  niudi  to  heart. 

LotTE.    I  take  it  more  to  heayrt  than  you  are  aware  of. 

Sir  Bash.  This  is  mortifying,;  enough  to  make  one 
aihamed  all  ihe  reft  of  one's  life. 

Love.     I  did  not  expe£i:  this  fullen  iU4iumour. 

Sir  Bash.  Did  you  ever  know  fo  diftlnate,  fo  uncom-^ 
plying  a  temper  ? 

Enter  Sir  BftlLLlANT. 

Sir  BRit.     Sir  BafhfliU,  I  forgot  to  tell  you— — 

Love.  He  again  !  he  hunts  me  up  and  down,  as  the 
vice  did  the  devil,  with  a  dagger  of  kth,  in  the  old  comedy. 
{afide) 

Sir  Bril.  Hey!— what's  the  matter?— You  fcem 
both  out  of  humour :  what  does  this  mean?  Have  you 
quarrelled  ? 

Sir  Bash.  No,  Sir,  no  quarrel :— Why  would  my 
booby  fervant  let  him  in  again  ?     (ajide) 

5/rBRiL.  Strike  me  ftupid,  but  you  look  very  queer 
upon  it. — ^Lovemore  is  borrowing  money,  I  fuppofe  :  Sir 
Bafhfoll  is  driving  a  hard  bargain,  and  you  can^t  agree  about 
the  premium.  Sir  Bafhfull,  let  my  friend  Lovemore  hav^ 
the  money  ? 

Sir  Bash.     Money ! -— •  what  does  he  mean  ? 

Sir  Bril.  Both  out  of  humour,  I  fee :  vMlt  as  you 
will.  You  have  no  rcafon  to  be  in  harmony  \rith  your- 
felves;  myftarsibine  widi  a  kinder  afpe£t.  Here,  here, 
behold  a  treafury  of  love.  I  came  back  on  purpofe  to 
fliew  it  to  you.     [tfikes  a/hagreen  cafe  out  tfhh  ^hi)    See 

what 


\ 


i    I 


iriiat  4  praftnt  I  banre  recmcA  -y  a  oiagwficent  pair  of 
^lamoDd  IwcUcs,  by  all  dta^s  amiable. 

Love.    How  7 

Sir  Bash.     (fHofifc^  vf  to  him)    A  pair  of  diamond 

kucUes! 

Sir  Bril.    How  fudi  a  prefent  fhwld  be  lent  to  me 
is  more  tban  I  can  explain  at  prefcnt.    Perhaps  myfriejul 
Lovemore  gained  fome  intelligence  in  the  quarter  where 
I  furprized  him  to-day,  on  a  vifit  which  I  little  {nfycSbsd. 

Love.  That  was  to  ienre  you :  I  know  nothing  of 
4lis  bufineft. 

Sir  Bkiu    The  pain  in  your  fide,  I  hope,  is  better. 

Love.  Po  !  this  i$  only  to  diftra^t  your  attention.  Sir 
Ba&Aill. 

Sir  Bash.    So  I  Aippofe.    And  was  this  a  prefent  t» 

you? 

Sir  Brii..  a  prefent^  Sir.  The  confequence  rf  hav- 
ing fome  tolerable  phrafc,  a  peribn,  and  a  due  degree  of 
attention  to  die  fervice  of  the  ladies,— Don't  you  envyme^ 

Sir  BafhfuH? 

Sir  Bash.  I  can't  but  (ay  I  do. — {twju  U  Lowmarey 
My  buckles,  by  all  diat*s  falie  in  woman  ! 

Love.  Take  no  notice.—- «>(fCMib  ^SUSr)  Has  be 
fupplanted  me  here  too^  as  well  as  with  the  widow  i 

Sir  Brii.  What's  the  matter  with  you  b<lth?'^— « 
•-^Burning  with  envy ! 

Sir  Bash.  And  I  fuppofe  an  elegant  epiftlci  or  a 
V*dl*penned  billet-4oQX»  accompanied  this   token  of  die 

lady's  affedion. 

Sir  Bril.  That  would  have  been  an  agreeable  addition. 

but  it  is  ftill  to  come.       Too  many  favours  at  once 

might  ovenndielm  a  body.    A  country-looking  fellow,  as 

mj  t^Ofie  tell  me^  1^  this,  curioufly  feakd  up,  at  my 

Z  bouf« 


pi  THE     WAY     TO     KfEP     ttIM, 

hou(e  :  he  would  not  fay  from  whence  he  camie  :  I  (bouM 
know  that  in  time,  was  all  they  could  get  from  him,  and  I 
am  now  panting  to  learn  from  whence  this  mighty  fuccefe 
has  attended  me.  Sir  BafhfuU,  I  came,  faw,  and  con- 
qurered  !    ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Sir  Bash.  But  may  not  this  be  from  fome  lady,  who 
imagines  that  you  fent  it,  and  therefore  choofes  to  rejeft 
your  prefent  ? 

Sir  Bril.  Oh,  no ;  that  cannot  be  the  cafe.  A  little 
knowledge  of  the  world  would  foon  convince  you  that  la- 
dies do  not  ufually  rejeft  prefents  from  the  man,  who  has 
tiie  good  fortune  to  pleafe  by  his  manner,  his  tafte  for 
drefs,  and  a  certain/^  nefiai  quoi  in  his  perfon  and  con- 
verfation. 

5f>BASH.  So  I  believe. — {walks  ajide)  What  fay 
you  to  this,   Mr.  Lovemore  ? 

Love.     She   would  not  have  torn  a  letter  from  him. 

Sir  Bril.  No,  Sir  Bafhfull ;  a  prefent  from  me  would 
not  have  been  returned  back  upon  my  hands. 

Sir  Bash.  I  dare  fay  not.— (/^  Lovemore)  I  fuppofe 
flie  will  give  him  my  tibre^  hundred  pounds  into  the  bar- 
gain. 

Love.     After  this,  I  fliall  wonder  at  nothing. 

Sir  Bril.  What  mortified  countenances  they  both 
put  on  !  *  (hoks  at  them  and  laughs) 

Sir  Bash  {walking  ttp  to  Sir  Brilliant)  And  I  fuppofe 
you  exped^t  to  h^ve  this  lady  ? 

Sir  Bril.  No  doubt  of  it.  This  is  Ae  forerunner,  I 
Aink.  Hey,  Lovemore  ? — Sir  Baflifull,  this  it  is  to  be 
in  luck,     Ha  !   ha  I      [laughs  at  them  both) 

Love,  and  Sir  Bash.     [Both  forcing  a  laugh)'    JIa  ! 

« 

Sic 
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Sir  Bril.    You  both  feenrftrangely  picqaed.«-»Lover 
more,  what  makes  you  fo  uneafy  ? 

Lov£.  You  iSatter  yourfdf,  and  you  wrong  me— 1«— 
I— (wa/ifi  awtPf) 

Sir  Bash.  He  is  a  trae friend:  he  is  uneafy  on  my 
account,     (afiky  and  looking  at  Lovemore) 

Sir  Bril.  And  Sir  BalhiFulI,  fomething  hasdafhed 
your  fpirits.    Do  you  repine  at  my  fuccefs  ? 

^iVBash.     I  can't  but  fay,  I  do,  Sir. 
'  Sir  Bril.    Oh  !  very  wetl ;  you  are  not  diipofed  to 
be  good  company.  A  Phonneur^  gentlemen:  finiih*  your 
money  matters.      Lovemord,  where  do  you  fpend  the 
evening? 

Love.  '  A  good  evening  to  you,  Sir  Brilliant :  T  am 
engaged.      Buiinefs  with  Sir  BafltfuD,  you  lee^-*^ 

Sir  Bril.    Well,  don't  let  me  be  (rf  inconvenience  to 

you.    Fare  ye  well,  gentlemen.      Thou  dear  pledge*  of 

love  {looking  at  the  buc&s)  thus  Tet  me  dafp  thee  to  my 

•^eart.  ——Sir  BaflifuU,  your  fervant.  [ExiU 

Sir  Bash.     What  tl>ink  you  now,  Mr.  Lovemore  ?  , 

Lov£.      All  unaccountable.   Sir. 

Sir  Bash.  By  all  that's  Mfe,  I  am  gulled,  cheated^ 
and  impofbd  upon.  I  am  deceived,  and  dubbed  a  rank 
cuckold.  It  is  too  clear  :  {he  has  given  him  the  buckles, 
'and  I  fuppoie  my  bank-notes  have  taken  the  fame-  courfe. 
—-Diamond  buckles,  and  three  hundred  pounds  for  Sir 
Brilliant  \     A  reward  for  his  merit ! 

Love.  He  is  the  favourite,  and  I  have  been  working 
for  him  all  this  time. 

&V  Bash.  I  now  fee  through  all  her  artifices.  My 
rdfolution  ia  fixed.  If  I  caa  .but  get  ocular  deqionftra- 
tion  of  her  guilt ;  if  I  can  but  get  the  means  of  proving  to 

the 
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die  vrfudtf  world  tbat  ihe  is  vUe  enough  to  cuckold  m«| 
I  fhall  then  be  happy.    • 

Lovji.     Wbj  that  will  be  feme  confolationf 

Sir  Bash.  So  it  will :  kind  Heaven  grant  me  that  at 
4caftj  make  it  plain  that  &e  diihonours  me,  and!  am 
amply  revenged.*— Hark  I  I  hear  her  coming.  SI>e  (hall 
know  aU  I  thinks  and  aM  &eL  I  have  done  witfai  her  for 
even 

Lov£.     (afide)    Iiet  me  fly  the  impending  ftorm.    If       ^ 
I  iiay^  dtteAion  and  difgrnce  purfue  me.— Sir  BaihftiU, 
Xana  fotry  tofee  matters  t^  this  tutn.  I  have  done  all  in 
my  power,  and  fiaace  there  is  no  room  to  hope  for  &icce(S| 
I  take  my  leave,  and  wifh  you  a  good  night. 

Sir  Bash.  No^no^  you  {hall. not  leave  me  in  this 
diftrefe.  You  ihall  hear  me  tell  her  her  own,  and  be  ^ 
mtnefs  of  our  feparatfon*     {holding  him) 

LoV£.  Exicufe  tfie :  after  \rfiat  has  pafled,  I  fiiall  ne« 
Ter  be  xUc  to  endure  the  fight  of  her.  Fare  you  well ; 
1  muft  be  gone  •,  go-od  night,  Sir  Ba&full.  {/irugglinf 
to  t§.) 

Sir  Bash.  You  a^e  mybeft  friend:  I  cannot  part 
with  you.  {Jiandi  betwan  him  and  the  door)  Stay  and 
hear  what  (he  has  to  fay  for  herfelf  ^  you  wiU  fee  what  a 
turn  fhe  will  give  to  the  bufmefs. 

LovR.     (afsde)   What  turn  fhall  I  give  it? — Confu-* 
'  fion !  here  ihe  comes  :  I  muft  weather  the  (fcorm. 

Enter  Lady  Constamt. 
Lady  Cons.     After  this  bi^viour,  Mr.  Lovemore,  I 
am  furprized.   Sir,  that  you  can  think  of  ftaying  a  mo* 
ment  longer  in  this  houfe. 

Love.    Madam,  I       'fiteadiT   I  have  no  inven- 
tion to  afiift  me  at  a  pinch,     (^jftfe) 
Sir  Bash.    Mr.  Lovemore  is  my  friend,  Madam,  and 

I  defire 
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tcltfir^  h«  Tii^  ftay  in  my  houfe  ae  long  as  he  pl«afts«*^. 
Hey,  Lovemore !     (&ei/  «!  him  andfmiles) 

LovB<     (4/S^}    All  muft  out,  I  ft»r. 

Ltf^  Cons.  Your  friend^  Sir  BaiMuU!«-Aftd  i9 
you  autborise  Uoi  to  t^Jce  thisunbe^omif^  libiHrty  ?  ifev» 
you  given  him  pifnttiifion  t&lcild  'nie  a  letter,  fo  eactravsK 
gant  in  the  very  terms  of  it  ? 

Lo¥8.  i^!^)  Ay,  now  it's  coning^  and  impttd^Ace 
itfelf  has  not  a  word  to  fay*. 

Sif  Bas«}«     I  defired  him  tol^  that  kwr,  Madaffl^ 

Love.     Srr  BaflifuU  defired  me.  Ma^im.     {hwAngrim. 

Sir  Hash.    I  defired  him* 

Love.    All  at  his  requeft^  M^^am. 

Lady  Cons.  And  ami  to*  be  made  your  fport?— I 
wonders  Mr*  Lovemore,  that  you  would  cpodefeend.to 
4nake  yourfelf  a  party  in  fo  poor  a  plot*  Do  yoUrprefimMs^ 
llpOn  a  trifling  auurk  of  civilityi  which  you  perfuaded  me 
to 'accept  of  this  morl^ng?  D^  you  come  di%uifisd  un- 
der a  ma(k  of  friendfhip,  to  help  this  gentleman  in  hif 
^kfign  againft  my  honour,  and  my  bappinefs  ? 

Love.     [^Ji^)    Fairly  caught^  and  nothing  can  bring 

mt  off— 

Sir  Bash.    A  maik  of  friendfliip  !— -He  is  a  true  friendi 

Madam ;  he  fees  how  ill  I  am  treated,  and  let  me  leH 

you,  there  is  not  a  word  of  truth  in  diat  letter. 
Love.    Not  a  fyUable  of  (ruth,  T^^mi^afide)    This 

will  do :  his  own  nonfenfe  will  fave  me. 

Sir  Bash»    Ic  was  aU  done  to  try  you,  Madam« 
Love.    Nothing  more.  Ma'am  :    merely  to  try  you« 
Sir  Ba6H.    By  w^  df  expeeiment  only :  juft  to  fee  bow 

ypu  would  behave  upo]»  it. 

Lpvjji 
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'  Love*     Nothing  eke  was  mtended  ;    all  to  tryyoii 
Ma'am. 

Lady  Cons.    Ybu  have  been  both  notably  employed. 
The  exploit  is  worthy  of  you.     Your  fnare  is  fpread  for  a 
woman,  andif  youhadfucceeded,  the  fame  of  fo  bright 
an  a£Uon  would  add  mightily  to  two  fuch  illuftrious  cba- 
rafters. 

Bit  Bash.  A  fnare  fpread  for  her  !  Mark  that  Mr. 
Lovemore  :   fhe  calls  it  enfnaring. 

Love.  Enfnared  to  her  own  good.  (7i  ^ir  Bajhfuil) 
—He  has  pleaded  admirably  for  me.      {afide) 

Lady  Cons.  As  to  you,  Sir  BafhfuU,  I  have  long  2^0 
ceafed  to  wonder  at  your  condu£l: :  you  haVe  loft  the  pow- 
er of  furprizing  me  ;  but  when  Mr.  Lovemore  becomes 
an  accomplice  in  fo  mean  a  plot— - 

Sir  Bash.  I  am  in  no  plot,  Madam,  and  no  body 
wants  to  enfnare  you ;  do  we,  Lovemore  ? 

Love.     Sir  BafhfuU  knows  that  no  harm  was  intended. 

Sir  Bash.  Yes,  I  am  in  the  fecret,  and  my  friend 
Lovemore  meant  no  harm. 

Love.  If  the  letter  had  fucceeded,  Sir  Bafhfull  knows 
there  would  have  been  no  ill  confequence. 

Sir  Bash.  No  harm  in  nature  ;  but  I  now  fee  how 
things  aVe  5  and  fince  your  ladyfhip  will  liften  to  nothing 
for  your  own  good,  it  is  too  plain  from  all  that  has  palled 
between  us,  that  our  tempers  are  by  no  means  fitted  for 
each  other,  and  I  am  ready  to  part  whenever  you  pleafe  : 
nay,  I  will  part. 

Lady  Cons.  An4  that  is  the  only  point,  in  which  we 
can  agree,   Sir. 

Sir  Bash.  Had  the  letter  beeft  fent  from  another 
quarter,  it  would  have  met  with  a  better  reception :  wc 
know  where  your  fmiles  are  beftowed. 

Ladnt 
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Lady  CoKS.  Deal  in  calumny,  Sir ;  give  free  fcope 
to  malice^  I  difdainyour  iniinuations. 

Sir  Bash.  The  bSt  is  too  char,  and  reproaches  are 
now  too  late.  This  is  the  laft  of  our  converfing  together  % 
and  you  may  take  this  by  the  way,  you  are  not  to  believe 
one  fyllable  of  that  letter. 

Love.  There  is  not  a  fyllable  of  it  deferves  the  lea(i: 
credit,  Ma'am.  - 

Sir  Bash.  It  was  all  a  mere  joke.  Madam  :  was  not 
it  LoVemore  ?— And  as  to  your  being  a  fine  woman,  and 
as  to  any  paffion  that  any  body  has  conceived  for  ypu, 
there  was  nofuch  thing  j  you  can  witnefs  for*  me.  Love- 
more  ;     can't  you  ? 

Lady  Cons.    Oh  !  you^re  witneflTes  for  one  another. 

Love.  Sir  BafhfuU  knows  the  &irnefs  of  my  inten- 
tions, and  I  know  his. — [afide)  He  has  acquitted  me  bet- 
ter than  I  expected,  thanks  to  his  abfurdtty. 

Lady  CoKs.  Go  on,  and  aggravate  your  ill  ufage,  gen- 
tlemen. 

Sir  Bash.  It  was  all  a  bam,  Madam,  a  fcene  we 
thought  proper  to 'a£l.  Let  us  laugh  at  her.  {g9es  up  to 
L&vemore)  ... 

Love.  With  all  my  heart — (afide)  A  fiUy  block- 
head !  i  can't  help  laughipg  at  him.     {laughing  heart'dy) 

Sir  Bash.  .  {laughing  with  him)  Ha  !  ha  ! — ha  !— all 
a  bam  i  nothing  elfe }  a  contrivance  to  make  fport  for 
ourfelves.— Hey,  Lovemore  ? 

Lady  Cons.  This  ufage  is  infupportable.  I  (hall  not 
ftay  for  an  explanation.  Two  fuch  worthy  confederates  ! 
-^is  my  chair  ready  there  ?  You  may  depend,  Sir,  that 
diis  is  the  laft  time  you  will  fee  me  in  this  houfe.      [Exit. 

Sir  Bash      Agreed ;   a  bargain  ;    with  all  my  heart* 

Lovemore  I  have  managed  this  welL 

H  Love. 
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Love.  ChanAinglj  maittgel !  I  Jlid  not  thittk  fpu 
had  fo  much  fpirit. 

Sir  Bash.  I  have  ibtuid  her  cut.  Ifhe  intrigtie  is 
loo  plain.    She  and  Sir  Brilliant  are  both  dettaed. 

Love.  I  nev«r  ToipcAed  that  Sir  BrilUant  was  the 
happjr  man.  I  wifli  I  had  fucceeded^  had  it  beoi  only  t<^ 
mortify  Ills  vanity, 

5ir  Bash.  Andibdol:  I  wiih  ittoo:  but  never 
oim  tiie  letter :  denyittolhelaft. 

Love.    You  may  depend  tqioii  my  feciecy. 

Sir  Bash.  I  am  for  ever  obliged  to  you.  A  fooliik 
woman  !  how  Ibe  ftands  in  her' own  light  ? 

Love.  Truly  I  diink  (he  does.  But  fince  I  have  no 
inter^  with  her  ladyfliip^  I  (ball  now  found  a  retreat, 
and  leave  matters  to  your  own  difcretion*    Succefi  attend 

Sir  Bash.    You  muft  not  forfake  me  Jn  this  diftrefs. 

Love.  Had  your  lady  proved  traftaUe,  I  Ihould  not 
have  carqd  how  long  I  had  ftaid.  But  fince  thii^  are 
come  to  diis  pafs,  I  IhaU  now  go  and  fee  what  kind  of  rt  • 
ception  I  am  to  meet  widi  from  Mrs.  Lovemore. 

Sir  Bash.  Don*t  let  her  know  that  you  have  a  re- 
gard for  her. 

Love.  Oh !  no ;  I  fee  the  cotAnuoace.^aJSde) 
Well  off  this  time  ;  and  Madam  Fortune,  if  Itnift  you 
again,  you  fliall  jrfay  me  Yfhzt  pnank  you  fdeafe*  Sj^ 
Baihfull,  your's    (going) 

Sir  Bash.  A  thouland  thanks  to  you.  And  haricye, 
if  I  can  ferve  jou  with  your  lady     ■ 

Love.  I.  am  much  oUiged  to  you  :  but  I  fludl  en- 
deavour to  goon,  without  giving  you  the  trouble  of  af- 
fiftingme.    And  do  you  hear }  affiive  my  Lady  Conftant 

that  I  meant  nothing  but  to  ferve  youir  intereft.      <  [.£«^* 

Sir 


Vb 


Sr  Bash.  R^  190a  mj  management  I  canac^ 
qmt  you.— -My  Lady  Conflam !  Lady  ConBant  !-Jxt 
me  diafe  her  from  my  thoaghts :  canldoit  ?Ragc^fiiiyy 
Icyvcii"  no  mour  of  KM^e  !  1  am  glad  ine  tofe  the  letter. 
Odfo!  yonder  it  lies.  Itisonlytoni  Intvfo^andlheniay 
IliD  piece  the  fragments  Dogedier.  Ill  pick  19  the  letter 
this  moment :  it  flbaU  never  ippear  in  ^denoe  againft 
me.  As  to  Sir  Brilliani^  hinnocions  fliall  be  watdied :  I 
loom  hem  toprooedwidi  Madam»  and  if  I  can  but  pmvt 
die  B&t  every  body  will  fi^  that  I  amiUufedbyber. 
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SCENE,  an  Apartment  at  Mr.  Lovemore's. 

Enter  Mrs.  Lovemore,  ekganify  drefs'd\  Mvslin  follow^ 

ing  her* 

»   Muslin. 
TXTHY  to  be  fure,  Ma'am,  it  is  fo  for  certain,  and  you 
^  ^     are  very  much  in  the  right  of  it. 
Mrs.  Love.     I  fancy  I  am  :  I  fee  the  folly  of  my  for- 
mer  condu<a.     I  am  determined  never  to  let  my  fpirits  fink 
into  a  melancholy  ftate  again. 

Muslin.  Why,  that's  the  very  thing,  Ma'am ;  the 
very  thing  I  have  been  always  preaching  up  to  you.  Did 
not  I  always  fay,  fee  company,  Ma'am,  take  your  pleafure, 
and  never  break  your  heart  for  any  man  ?  This  is  what  I 
■alwavs  faid. 

Mrs,  Love.  And  you  have  faid  enough  :  (pare  your- 
felf  the  trouble  now. 

Muslin.     I  always  faid  fo!    And  what  did  the  world 
•  fay  ?  Heavens  blcfs  her  for  a  fweet  woman !  and  a  plague 
go  with  him  for  an  inhuman,  barbarous,  bloody— mur- 
dering brute. 

Mrs.  Love.  Well  truce  with  your  impertinence ;  your 
tongue  runs  on  at  fuch  a  rate. 

Muslin.  Nay,  don't  be  angry:  they  did  fay  fo  Indeed. 
But  dear  heart,  how  every  body  will  be  over-joy'd  when 
they  find  you  have  pluck'd  up  a  little  !  As  for  me,  it  gives 


me 
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Hie  new  life,  to  have  lo  much  company  in  the  houfe,  and 
fuch  a  racketting  at  the  door  with  coaches  and  chairs, 
enough  to  hurry  a  body  out  of  one's  whs.  Laird,  this  is 
another  thing, and  you  lookquite  like  another  thing^Ma'am, 
9nd  that  drefs  quite  becomes  you.  I  fuppofe.  Ma'am, 
you  will  never  wear  your  negligee  again.  It  is  not  fit  for 
you  indeed.  Ma'am.  It  might  pafs  very  well  with  fome 
folks.  Ma'am,  but.  the  like  of  you——  , 

.  Mrs.  Love.  Will  you  never  have  done  ?  Go  and  fee 
who  is  coming  up  fbirs. 

Enter  Mrs.  Bellmour. 

Mrs.  Love.  Mrs.  Bellmour,  I  revive  at  the  light  of 
you.  Muflin,  do  you  ftep,  and  do  as  I  ordered  you. 

Muslin.    What  the  deuce  can  fhe  be  at  now  ? 

lExtu 

Mrs.  Bell.  You  fee  I  am  pun<^ual  to  my  time.-'— 
Well  I  admire  your  drefs  of  all  things.     It's  mighty  pretty. 

Mrs.  Love.  I  am  glad  you  like  it.  But  under  all  this 
appearance  of  gaiety,  I  have  at  the  bottom  but  an  aching 
heart. 

Mrs,  Bell.  Be  ruled  by  me,  Hmd  I'll  anfwer  for  the 
event.  Why  really,  now  you  look  juft  as  youfhou'd  do.— 
Why  negledl  fo  fine  a  figure  ? 

Mrs.  Love.    You  are  fo  obliging  ! 

Mrs.  Bell.     And  fo    true! What  was  beautiful 

before,  is  now  heightened  by  the  additional  ornaments  of 
drefs ;  and  if  you  will  but  animate  and  infpire  the  whole 
with  thofe  graces  of  the  mind  which  I  am  fure  you  pofTefs, 
die  impreiSon  cannot  fail  of  being  eflfetShial  upon  all  be* 
holders ;  even  upon  the  depraved  mind  of  Mr.  Love- 
more. — You  have  not  feen  him  fince,  have  you  ? 

ALrs.  Love.  He  dined  at  home,  but  was  foon  upon  the 
wing  to  his  ufual  haunts. 

Airs.  Bell.    If  he  docs  but  come  home  time  enough 

H  3  depend. 
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depend  upon  it  1117  flot  will  tike.    And  have  you  got  t<^ 
getfaer  a  good  deal  ef  companj  ? - 
Mrs.  Love.    Yes,  a  toleralde  ptfty. 
Mirs.  Bstu    That's  right :  fliew  tim  that  yoa  wUI 
cofifult  your  own  pleafure. 

Mrs.  Love.  A-propos,  as  foon  as  I  came  home  I 
received  a  letter  from  Sir  BriQiant,  in  a  ftyle  of  warmdi 
and  tendemefs  that  would  aftoniih  you.  He  begs  to  fee 
me  again,  and  has  ibmething  particular  to  communicate. 
I  left  it  in  my  dreffing«-room  ;  youfliall  fee  it  by  and  bye  : 
I  took  your  advice,  and  fent  him  word  he  might  come. 
The  luxe  brought  him  hither  immediately :  he  makes  no 
doubt  of  his  fuccefs  with  me. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Well  1  two  fuch  friends  as  Sir  Brilliant 
and  Mr.  Lovemore,  I  believe,  never  exifted  ! 

Mrs.  Love.  Their  fidfehood  to  each  other  is  un* 
paralleled.  I  left  Sir  Brilliant  at  the  card^table :  as  foon  as 
he  can  difengage  himfelf,  he  will  quit  his  company  in  pur- 
fuit  of  me.  I  forgot  to  tell  you,  my  Lady  Conftant  is 
here. 

Mrs.  Bell.    Is  (he? 

Mrs.  Love.  She  is,  and  has  been  making  the  ftrangeft 
difcovery :  Mr.  Lovemore  has  had  a  defign  diere  too ! 

Mrs.  Bell.  Oh !  I  don't  doubt  him :  but  the  more 
proof  we  have  the  better* 

Afr;.  Love,  There  is  fufficient  proof:  you  muft  know 
Ma'am,  (if  rap  at  thetb$r)  asl  live  and  brutthe,  I  believe 
this  is  Mr.  Lovemoie. 

Mrs.  Bell.  If  it  is,  every  diing  goes  on  as  I  could 
wifh. 

Mrs.  Love.  I  hear  his  voice,  it  is  he.  How  my 
heartbeats! 
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Mri.  B£LL.  Courage,  and  tbe  day's  our  own.  He 
muft  not  fee  me  yet^  where  0iaU  I  run  ? 

Mrs.  Love.    In  there.  Ma'am.    Make  hafte  ;  I  hear 

his  ftep  on  the  ftairs. 

Mr$.  BsL|..     Succef$  attend  you.    I  am  gone. 

lExiu 

Mru  Lovs.  I  am  frightened  out  of  my  fenfes.  What 
the  event  may  be  I  fear  to  think ;  but  I  muft  go  through 
with  it. 

Enter  Lovemore. 

Mrs.  Love.    You  are  welcome  home,  Sir. 

LovjS.  Mrs.  Lovemore,  your  fervant.  {without  looting 
other) 

Mrs,  Love.  It  is  fomewfaat  rare  to  fee  you  at  home  (b 
early. 

Love.  I  faid  I  {hould  coQie  home,  did  not  I  ?  I  alwayv 
like  to  be  as  good  as  my  wordi— What  csuld  the  Widow 
mean  by  this  uiage  ?  to  make  an  appointment^  and  break 
it  dius  abruptly !  {flfide) 

Mrs.  hoy E.    He  feems  to  mufe  upon  it.     (ajsde) 

Love.  i^^Jide)  She  does  not  mean  to  do  fo  treacherous 
a  thing  as  to  jilt  me  ?  Oh,  Lord  !  I  am  wonderfully 
tired,     (yawns^  and  finks  into  an  armed  chair) 

Mrs.  Love.    Are  you  indifpofed,  my  dear  ? 

Love.  No,  my  love  3  I  diank  you,  I  am  very  well ; 
-—a  little  £itigued  only,  with  jolting  over  the  ftones  all  the 
way  intQ  the  city  this  morning.  I  have  paid  a  few  vifits 
this  afternoon,-— Confoundedly  tired.— Where's  William  J 

A£rs.  Love.    Do  you  want  any  thing  ? 

Love.  Only  my  cap  and  flippers,  I  am  not  in  fpirits, 
I  think.     ( yaums\^ 

Mrs^  Love.  You  are  never  in  fpirits  at  home,  Mr. 
Lovemore. 

H  4  Love 
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Love.  I  beg  your  pardon :  I  never  am  any  where  more 
chearfuK  {ftretching  his  arms)  I  wifli  I  may  die  if  I  an't 
very  happy  at  home,— —very  (  yawns)    yerj  happy  F 

Mrs.  Love.  I  can  hear  odierwife.  I  am  informed 
that  Mr.  Lovemore  is  the  promoter  of  mirdi  and  good 
humour  wherever  he  goes. 

Love.  Oh !  no,  you  over-rate  me ;  upon  my  foul  you 
do. 

Airs.  Love.  I  can  hear,  Sir,  that  no  peribn's  company 
is  fo  acceptable  to  the  ladies ;  that  your  wit  infpires  every 
thing :  you  have  your  compliment  for  one,  your  fmile  for 
another,  a  whifper  for  a  third,  and  fo  on.  Sir :  you  divide 
your  £ivours,  and  are  every  where,  but  at  home,  all  whim, 
vivacity,  and  fpirit.- 

Love.  Ho!  ho!  {laughing)  how  can  you  talk  fo?  I 
fwear  I  can't  help  laughing  at  the  fancy.  All  whim,  vi- 
vacity, and  fpirit !  I  fliall  burft  my  fides.  How  can  you 
banter  one  fo  ?— I  divide  my  favours  too !— Oh,  hea- 
vens I  I  can't  ftand  this  raillery :  fuch  a  defcription  of  me  ! 
—I  that  am  rather  faturnine,  of  a  ferious  cafl,  and  inclined 
to  be  penfive  I  I  can't  help  laughing  at  the  oddity  of  the 
conceit. Oh  Lord  I  Oh  Lord  !     (laughs) 

Mrs*  Love.     Jufl  as  you  pleafe.  Sir.     I  fee  that  I  am 
'    ever  to  be  treated  with  indifference,     {waits  acrofs  thejiage) ; 

Love.     {Rifes  and  walks  a  contrary  way)     L  can't  put 
this  Widow  Bellmour  out  of  my  head,     {ajide) 

Mrs,  Love.     If  I  had  done  any  thing  to  provoke  this 
ufagc,  this  cold,  determined  contempt "{walking) 

Love.     Iwifh  I  had  done  with  that  bnfinefs  entirely; 
but  my  defires  are  kindled,  andmufl  be  fatisfied.     {^Jul^) 
(They  walk  for  fome  timejikntly  by  each  other.) 
Mrs.   Love.     What  part   of  my  coxidu£i   gives  jou 
oft'cnce,  Mr.  Lovemore  ? 
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Love,  Still  harping  upon  that  ungrateful  ftring  ? — ^but 
prithee  don't  fet  me  a  laughing  again— Offence  I— 
nothing  gives  me  offence,  child  !----you  know  I  am  very 
{ond'^{yawns  and  w^yftj)— I  like  you  of  all  things,  and 
think  you  a  moft  admirable  wife  ;-^prudent,  managing,— 
carelefs  of  your  own  perfon,  and  very  attentive  to  mine  ;-— 
not  much  addided  to  pleafure,— grave,  retired,and  domeftic  ; 
you  govern  your  houfe ;  pay  the  tradefmen's  bills,  (yawns) 
fcold  the  fervants,  and  love  your  hufband  : — upon  my  foul, 
a  very  good  wife  ! — As  good  a  fort  of  a  wife  (  yawns)  as  a 
body  might  wifli  to  have,— Where's  William  ?  I  muft  go  to 
bed. 

Mrs.  Love.  To  bed  fo  early !  Had  not  you  better 
Join  the  company  ? 

Love.     I  Ihan't  go  out  to-night. 

Mrs.  Love,  But  I  mean  the  company  in  the  dining- 
joom. 

Love.       Company  in  the  dining-room.     [Jlaresat  her) 

Mrs.  Love.     Yes  :  I  invited  them  to  a  rout. 

Love.  A  rout  in  my  houfe !— and  you  drcfled  out 
too  !— What  is  all  this  ? 

Mrs.  Love.     You  have  no  objection  T  hope. 

Love.  Objeftion  !— no,  I  like  company,  you  know,  of 
all  things ;  111  go  and  join  them :  Who  are  they  all  ? 

Mrs.  Love.  You  know  *em  all  j  and  there's  your 
friend  Sir  Brilliant. 

XovE.  Is  he  there  ?  I  (hall  be  glad  to  fee  him.  But 
pray,  how  comes  all  this  about  ? 

Mrs.  Love.     I  intend  to  fee  company  often. 
•    Love.     Do  you  ! 

Mrs.  Love.  Ay,  and  not  look  tamely  on,  while  you 
r$vel  luxurioufly  in  a  courfe  of  pleafure,  I  fliall  purfiie  my 
own  plan  of  diverfion. 

Love 
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Lots.  Do  fi>i  Ma'am :  the  change  in  your  temper  will 
not  be  difagreeable. 

A^s.  LoTB.  And  fo  I  fhail,  Sir,  I  aiTure  ye.  Adieu 
to  melancholy,  and  wdcome  pleafitre^  wit  and  gaiety,  (fit 
walh  tfdfiif  andjb^s.) 

Love.  What  the  devil  has  come  over  her  I  And  what 
in  the  name  of  wonder  does  all  this  mean  ? 

Mrs.  LovB.  Mean,  Sir  !<«*It  means,  it  means-i-*how 
can  you  alk  me  what  it  means  ?— *Well,  to  be  fure^  the 
fobriety  of  that  queftion  !-^Do  you  think  a  woman  of  ipirit 
can  have  leifure  to  tell  her  meaning,  when  flie  is  all  air, 
alertnefs,  rapture  and  eqoyment  i 

Lovs.    She's  mad  !-**Stark  mad ! 

A^s.  LovB.  You're  miftaken,  Sir,-*-not  mad^  but  in 
fpirits,  that's  all.  Am  I  too  flighty  for  you  ?— Perhaps  t 
am :  you  are  of  a  faturnine  difpoiition,  inclined  to  think  a 
little  or  fo.  Well,  don't  let  me  interrupt  you ;  don't  let 
me  be  of  any  inconvenience.  That  would  be  the  unpo- 
liteft  thi^g  i  a  married  couple  to  be  interfering  and  en-^ 
croachiog  on  each  other's  pleafures !  Oh  hideous !  it 
would  be  Gothic  to  the  laft  degree*     Ha !  ha !  ha  I 

Love,  {forcing  a  laugh\  Ha!  ha! — Ma'am, you<-« 
ha  I  ha  I  you  are  per&fUy  right. 

jlih.  Love.  Nay,  but  I  don't  like  that  laugh  now:  I 
polltively  don't  like  it*  Can't  you  laugh  oat  as  you  were 
ufed  to  do  ?  For  my  part,  I'm  determined  to  do  nothiog  dk 
all  the  reft  of  my  life. 

Love.  This  is  the  moft  aftonilhing  thing !  Ma'am  I 
don't  rightly  comprehend—— 

ilib.  Love.  Oh  Lud !  oh  Lud !— with  thsit  important 
face !  Well,  but  come  (  what  don't  you  co/npxehend  ? 

Love.  There  is  fomediing  in  this  treatment  that  I  don't 
fowell— — 

Mrs.  Love* 
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Mrs.  Lov£.  Oh !  are  you  Aere,  Sir !  How  quicU/ 
lfae]%  who  have  no  fenfibility  for  the  peace  and  haj^puie& 
of  others,  can  feel  for  themfelve^  Mr.  Lovemore  !-«-But 
Ihat's  a  grave  refle£tion,  and  I  hate  refle£tion« 

Lov8*  What  has  foe  got  intp  her  head  }  This  fud« 
den  change,  Mrs.  Lovemore,  let  me  t^  yoa     ■ « ■ 

Mrs.  Love,  l^ay,  don't  be  irightened :  there  is  no 
harm  in  innocent  mirth,  I  hope :  never  look  fo  grave  upon 
it.  I  aflure  you,  JSi^,  that  though,  on  your  part,  you  ieeip 
determined  to  oiFer  conftant  indignities  to  your  wife,  and 
diough  the  laws  of  retaliation  wou'd  in  fome  fort  exculpate 
her,  if,  whep  provok'd  to  the  utmoft,  exafperated  beyond 
all  endufirig,  (he  Ihould,  in  her  turn,  make  him  know  what 
it  is  to  receive  an  injury  in  the  tendereft  point*—* 

Love.    Madam!  {angrify) 

Mrs.  Love.  Well,  well,  don't  be  alarmed.  I  ihan^t 
jnetaliate :  my  own  honour  will  fecure  you  there ;  you  may 
depend  upon  it.— Will  you  com<:  and  play  a  game  at  cards  I 
Well,  do  as  you  like ;  you  won't  come  ?  No^  no,  I  &e 
you  won't.-— What  fay  you  to  a  bit  of  fupper  with  us  ?— 
Nor  that  neither  ?— <-Follow  your  inclinations :  it  is  not 
inaterial  where  a  body  eats,  you  know;  the  company^ ^ 
expe(9s  me  \  adieu,  Mr.  Lovemore,  yours,  yours. 

iExitJmgki, 

Love.  This  is  a  frolic  I  never  faw  her  in  before  I— 
Laugh  ail  the  reft  of  my  life  i-^laws  of  retaliation !— an 
injury  in  the  tendereft  point !— the  company  expe£b  me^ 
•-adieu!  yours,  yo\m\^-^mmicking  bir.)  What  the 
devil  is  all  this  ?  Some  of  her  female  friends  have  been 
tampering  with  her.  So,  fo :  I  muft  begin  to  look  a  lit^ 
tie  foarp  after  Madam.  I'll  go  this  moment  into  the  card- 
loom,  and  watch  whom  foe  wfaifpers  with,  whom  foe  ogles 
widiy  and  every  circumftance  that  can  lead  to^  [going) 

Enter 
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Enter  MvslIN  in  a  hurfy. 
Muslin.    Madam,   Madam,— here's  your   letter ;  I 
wou*d  not  for  all  the  world  that  my  mafter 

Love.    What,  is  fhe  mad  too?    What's  the  matter, 

woman? 

Muslin.  Nothing,  Sir,— nothing :  I  wanted  a  word 
with  my  Lady,  that's  all.  Sir. 

Love.  You  wou'd  not  for  the  world  that  your  maf- 
ter,—what  was  you  going  to  fay  ?— -What  paper's  that  ? 

Muslin.     Paper  ?  Sir  ! 

Love.     Paper,  Sir !  let  me  fee  it. 

Muslin.  Lord,  Sir!  how  can  you  afk  a  body  for  fuch 
a  thing.  It's  a  letter  to  me,  Sir,  a  letter  from  the  country  ; 
a  letter  from  my  lifter.  Sir.  She  bids  me  to  buy  her  a 
Jhiver  defrize  cap,  and  a  fixteenth  in  the  lottery ;  and  tells 
me  of  a  number  fee  dreamt  of,  that's  all,  Sir ;  I'll  put  it 
up.  -         • 

Love.  Let  me  look  at  it.  Give  it  me  this  moment, 
(reads)  To  Mrs.  Lovcmore  !— Brilliant  Fafhion.  This 
Is  a  letter  from  the  country,  is  it  ? 
.Muslin.  That,  Sir — that  is — no  Sir, — no;— that's 
not  fitter's  letter.— If  you  will  give  me  that  back,  Sir,rfl 
feew  you  the  right  one. 
•  Love.     Where  did  you  get  this  ? 

Muslin.     Sir  ? 

Love.     Where  did  you  get  it  ?— Tell  me  truth. 

Muslin.  Dear  heart,  you  fright  a  body  fo— intht. 
parlour,  Sir,^I  found  it  there. 

Love.     Very  well !— leave  the  room. 

Muslin,  The  devil  fetch  it,  I  was  never  fox>ut  in  my 
politics,  in  all  my  days. 

[£xit. 
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LoV£.  A  pretty  epiftle  truly  \  (f'iads)  ^  When  you 
^  pommand  me,  my  deareft  Mrs.  Lovemore,  never  ix>  touch 
**  again  upon  the  fubjeft  of  mylove,'you  command  an  im- 
^  poffibiiity*  *  You  excite  the  flame,  and  forbid  it  to  bturn. 
"  Permit  me  once  more  to  throt^  mjrfelf  on  my  knees,  and 
"  implore  your  compaffion."-: — Compaffion,  with  a  ven- 
geance on  him !— "  Think  you  fee  me  now  with  tender, 
^  melting,  fuppUcating  eyes,  languiihing  at  your  feet.". 
——Very  well.  Sir!  "  Can.  you  find  it  in  your  heart 
•*  to  perfift  in  cruelty  ?  Grant  me  but  accefs  to  you  once 
^^  more,  and  in  addition  to  what  I  already  faid  this  morn- 
••  ing,  I  wiU  urge  fuch  motives'*— Urge  motives,  will  ye  ? 
^  -^as  wiU.CQiivince  you,  that  you  ihould  no  longer  hefi- 
^'tate  in  gratitude,  to  reward  him,  who  here  makes  a  vow 
^  of  eternal  conftancy  and  love. 

"  Brilliant  Fashion." 

So !  (b !  fo  1  your  very  humble  fervant,  Sir  Brilliant 
Faihion  ! — —This  is  ypiir  friendfliip  for  me,  is  it? — you 
are  mighty  kind  indeed.  Sir,— but  I  thank  you  as  much  as 
if  you  had  really  done  me  the  favour :  and,  Mrs.  Love- 
more,  I'm  your  humble  fervant  too.  She  intends  to  laugh 
all  the  reft  of  her  life  !  This  letter  will  change  her  note. 
Yonder  (he  comes  along  the  gallery,  and  Sir  Brilliant  in 
full  chafe  of  her.  They  come  this  way.  Could  I  but 
deteft  them  both  now  !  I'll  ftep  afide,  and  who  knows  but 
tfie  devil  may  tempt  them  to  their  undoings  A  polite 
hufband  I  am :  there's  the  coaft  clear  for  you,  Madam. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Mrs.  Lovemore  and  Sir  Brilliant. 
Mrs.  Love.     I  have  already  told  you  my  mind,  Sir 
Brilliant.     Your  civility  is  odious ;  your  compliments  fiil- 

fome  i  and  your  folicitations  infulting, 1  muft  make 

ufe  of  harih  language,  Sir :  you  provoke  it. 
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Sir  BitiL.  No(  retiring  to  felitude  and  difixmtent 
a^iH  I  hofCy  Madam!  Hav^  a  cacci  my  dear  Mrs* 
Loranorey  of  a  rdapfe. 

il^i.  LovB.  No  ibi^cr)  Sir :  don't  be  too  felicitous 
about  me*  Whj  leave  the  compafqr  i  Let  me  intreat 
yoQ  to  retunii  Sir. 

Sir.  Bril.  By  Heaven,  there  is  more  rapture  in  hemg 
one  moment  vis-^^vis  with  you,  than  in  the  company  of  a 
whole  drawing-room  of  beauties.  Round  j&a  are  mek^ 
ing  pleafiues,  tender  tran^iorts,  youthful  iores^  and  blooiti- 
ing  graces,  all  unfelt^  negleSed,  and  defpifed,  by  a  tafte* 
kfiy  cold,  unimpafioned  huftand,  idiile  they  might  be  all 
fi>  muchvbetter  employed  to  the  purpofes  of  ecftafy  and 
Wig. 

A£rs.  Love*  I  am  amazed.  Sir,  at  this  liberty.* 
What  afiion  of  my  life  has  authorized  this  aflurance  i 
I  deftre,  Sir,  pu  will  defift.  Were  X  not  aftaid  of  the 
ill  confeqi^ences  that  might  follow,  I  fliould  not  hefitate  a 
moment  to  acquaint  Mr.  Lovemore  with  your  whole  be«- 
haviour. 

Sir  Bril.    She  won't  tell  her  hufband  !— «—A  cbarmi* 
ing  creature,  and  bleffings  on  her  for  fo  convetuent  a 
hint.     She  yields,  by  all  my  hopes  I  ^ What  (hall  J[  lay  to 
overwhelm  her  fenfes  in  a  flood  of  nonfenfe  I     ^ofide) 
Go  mj  hearths  invtysy  tender  Jighs  make  hqfie^^'^ 
Still  drink  delicious  poi/infrMi  tbf  9^— 
Raptures  and  paradife 
Pant  on  thy  lipj  and  to  thy  heart  be  pr^s'd* 

(forcing  her  all  tbir  time^^ 

Enter  Mr.  Lovemore. 
IrOVE.    H^  and  diftra£tion !  this  is  too  nmch* 
Sir  Bril.    What  the  devil's  the  matter  gowi    {JhteA 
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Jmm  to  huckk  bisjhoi)    This  coofounded  butkle  is  «iivftyt- 
plaguing  me !  Lovemorc  \  I  rejoice  to  fte  tliee. 

{hoking  at  sacb  oibir) 

LovE»  And  have  you  the  confidencae  to  look  me  in 
the  face.  . 

Sir  Bril.  I  was  telling  your  lady  here,  of  the  moft 
whimfical  adventure**-— 

Lov£.  Don't  add  the  meannefs  of  wifehood  to  the 
black  attenipt  of  invading  the  happinefs  of  your  friend. 
I  did  imagine,  Sir,,  from  the  long  intercourfe  diathas 
fubfifted  between  us,  that  you  might  K^vcf  had  delicacy 
enough,  feeling  enough,  honour  enough.  Sir,  not  tomedi- 
tate  an  iiqury  like  this. 

Sir  Bril*  Ajy  it's  all  over,  I  am  detected,  {^^fide) 
Mr.  Lovemore,  I  feel  diat  I  have  been  wrong,  and  will 
not  attempt  a  vindication  of  myfiJf.  We  have  been  friends 
hidierto,  and  if  begging  your  pardon  for  this  raibnefe  will 
any  ways  atone— 

Love.  No,  Sir,  nothing  can  atone.  The  pcovoca-* 
tion  you  have  given  me,  would  juftify  my  drawing  upon  yoii 
this  inftant,  did  not  that  lady,  and  this  roof  proted  you. 

Sir  Bril.    Harlh  language  to  a  friend* 

Love.    Friend,  Sir  Brilliant? 

Sir  Bril.    If  you  will  but  hear  me* 

Love.    Sir,  I  infift ;  I  won't  hear  a  word. 

Sir  Bril.    I  dedare  upon  my  honour-—— ' 

Love.  Honour !  for  ihame.  Sir  Brilliant :  hcmour 
and  friendfhip  axe  facred  words,  and  you  profane  them  both. 

Sir  Bril.    If  imploring  fbrgiveneft  of  that  lady— 

Love.  That  lady ! — I  defu-e  you  will  never  ipeak  to 
that  lady. 

Sir  Bril.  Can  you  command  a  moment's  patisnpe  ? 

2  liOVE. 
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Lovs»  Sir,  I  am  out  of  all  patience:  this  mtift  be 
fettled  between  us  :  I  have  done  for  the  prefent. 

,    Enter  Sir  Bashfull* 

Sir  Bash.  Did  not  I  hear  loud  words  among  you  ? 
I  certainly  did.     What  are  you  quarrelling  about  ?    - 

Love.  Read  that,  Sir  Bafhfull.  (Gives  him  Sir  Bril- 
Uanfs  letter)  Read  that,  and  judge  if  I  have  not  caufe^— 
{Sir  Bajhfiitt  reads  to  himfelf.) 

Sir  Bril.     Hear  but  what  I  have  to  fey— 

Love.  No,  Sir,  no  ;  welhall  find  a  fitter  time:  as 
for  yoii,  Madam,  I  am  fatisfied  with  your  conduft.  I  was 
indeed  a  little  alarmed,  but  I  have  been  a  witnefs  of  your 
behaviour,  and  I  am  above  harbouring  low  fufpicions. 

Sir  Bash.  Upon  my  word,  Mr.  Lovemore,  this  is 
carrying  the  jeft   too  far. 

Love.  It  is  the  bafeft  aftion  a  gentleman  can  be 
guilty  of  i  and  to  a  perfon  who  never  injured  him,  ftil! 
more  criminal. 

Sir  Bash.  Why  fo  I  think.  Sir  Brilliant,  (to  him 
iffide)  here  take  this  letter,  and  read  it  to  him  ;  his  own 
letter  to  my  wife. 

Sir  Bril.     Let  me  fee  it — (  takes  the  letter) 

Sir  Bash.  *Tis  indeed,  as  you  fay,  the  vileft  a£tion  a 
gentleman  can  be  guilty  of. 

Love.     An  unparalleled  breach  of  friendlhip. 

Sir  Bril.  Not  altogether  fo  unparalleled ;  I  beiicve 
It  will  not  be  found  without  a  precedent— as  for  example 
"^(reads) 

To  my  Lady  Constant 

"  Why  fliouU  I  concealy  my  dear  Madam^  that  your  charms 
have  awakened  my  tendereji  pajjions  ? 

Love.     Confuiion  !  my  letter^ajide) 

SfV-BRiL.     {reading)    «  I  long  have  lav'dyou^  long  adored. 

«  Cottld 
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^  Cmld  Hut  fatter  niyfey^*'^(Lovemore  walks  about  uneajy  ; 
Sir  BrilUant  foBrnvs  him.) 

Sir  Bash.  There,  Mr.  Lovemore,  the  bafeft  treathery ! 

Sir  Bril.  {Reads)  ^^  Could  I  but  fatter  myfelf  with 
the  Uaft  kind  return.*^ 

Love.  Confufion !  let  me  feize  the  letter  out  of  his 
hand.     {Jnatcbes  it  from  hintj) 

Sir  Bash.  An  unparalleled  breach  of  friendfliip,  Mr. 
Lovemore. 

Love.     All  a  forgery,  Sir ;  all  a  forgery. 

Sir  Bash.  That  I  deny  ;  it  is  the  very  identical  letter 
my  lady  threw  away  with  fuch  indignation.  She  tore  it 
in  two,  and  I  have  pieced  it  together. 

Love.     A  mere  contrivance  to  varniih  his  guilt. 

Sir  Bril.  Ha!  ha  !  my  dear  Lovemore,  we  know 
one  another.  Have  not  you  been  at  the  fame  work  'with 
the  widow  Bellmour  ? 

Love.  The  widow  Bellmour ! — ^If  I  fpoke  to  her 
it  was  to  ferve  you.  Sir. 

Sir  Bril.     Are  you  fure  of  that  ? 

Love.  Po  !  I  won't  ftay  a  moment  longer  |among 
ye.  ril  go  into  another  room,  to  avoid  ye  all.  I  know 
little  or  nothing  of  the  widow  Bellmour,  Sir.  {opens  the 
door;  enter  Mrs.  Belbnour)  Hell  and  deftruflion  ! 
what  fiend  is  conjured  up  here  T  ZoonsJ  let  me  make 
my  efcape  out  of  the  houfe.     {runs  to  the  oppojite  door) 

Mrs.  Love.  I'll  fecure  this  pafs :  you  muft  not  go, 
my  dear. 

Love.     'Sdeath,  Madam,  give  me  way. 

Mrs.  Love.  Nay,  don't  be  in  fuch  a  hurry :  I 
waht  to  introduce  an  acquaintance  of  mine  to  you. 

Love.      I  defire.  Madam 

Mrs.  Bell.     My  Lord,  my  Lord  Etheridge;  I  am 

I  heartily 
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heartily  glad  to  fee  your  Lordfhip.     {faking  hoU  of  bim) 

A^s.  Love.  Do,  my  dear,  let  me  introduce  Ibis 
lady  to  you      {turning  bim  to  her) 

Love.     Here's  the  devil  and  all  to  do  !     (afide) 

Mrs.  Bell  .  My  Lord,  this  is  the  moft  fortunate  en- 
counter ! 

Love.     I  wifli  I  was  fifty  miles  off.     {afide) 

Mrs.  Love.  Mrs.  Bellmour,  give  me  leave  to  intro-r 
duce  Mr.  Lovemore  to  you.     (turning  him  to  her) 

Mrs.  Bell.  No,  my  dear  Ma'am,  let  me  intro- 
duce Lord  Etheridge  to  you.   {pulling  him)  My  Lord — 

Sir  Bril.    In  the  name  of  wonder,  what  is  all  this } 

Sir  Bash.     This  is  another  of  his  intrigues  bl9wn  up. 

Mrs.  Love.  My  dear  Ma'am  you  are  miftaken: 
This  is  my  hufl>and. 

Mrs,  Bell.  Pardon  me.  Ma'am,  'tis  my  Lord  Ethe- 
ridge. 

Mrs.  Love.  My  dear,  how  can  you  be  fo  ill-bred  in 
your  own  houfe  ?— » Mrs.  Bellmour, — this  is  Mr«  Love- 
more. 

Love,  Are  you  going  to  tofs  me  in  a  blanket,  Ma- 
dam ?— call  up  the  reft  of  your  people^  if  you  are. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Pfliaw!  prithee  now,  my  Lord,  leave  off 
your  humours.  Mrs.  Lovemore,  this  is  my  Lord  Ethe- 
ridge, a  lover  of  mine,  who  has  made  propofals  of  mar- 
riage to  me* 

Love.  Confufion  !  let  me  get  rid  of  thefe  two  fiuries 
{breaks  ayoay  from  them^) 

Sir  Bash.  He  has  been  tampering  wjth  her  too, 
has  he  ? 

Mrs.  Bell,      {follows  him.)     My  Lord,  I  fay!  my 
Lord  Etheridge  !  won't  your  Lordfhip  krjow  me  ? 
Love.    This  is  the  moft  danmable  accident  f     {qfide) 

4  Mrs. 
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Mrs*  Beil.  I  hope  your  Lordfliip  has  not  forgot  your 
appointment  at  my  houfe  this  evening. 

Love.     I  dcferve  al!  Ais.     {^ffide) 

MrL  Bell.  Pray,  my  Lord,  what  have  I  done,  that 
you  treat  me  with  diis  coldnefs  ?  Come,  come,  you  (hail 
have  a  wife :     I  will  take  compaffion  on  you. 

Love.     Damnation !   I  can't  ftand  it.     (ajide) 

Sir*   Basit.     Murder   will  out:    murder  will  out. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Come,  cheer  up,  my  Lord  :  what  the  deuce, 
your  drefs  is  alter'd !  what's  become  of  the  ftar  and  the 
ribband  ?  And  fo  the  gay,  the  florid,  the  magnifique  Lord 
Etheridge,  dwindles  down  into  plain  Mr.  Lovemore,  the 
married  man !  Mr.  Xx)vemore,  your  moft  obedient^  very 
bumble  fervant.  Sir, 

Love.  I  can't  bear  to  feel  myfelf  in  fo  ridiculous  ^ 
circumftance.     {^Jide) 

Sir  Bash,  He  has  been  pai&ng  hhnfelf  for  a  Lord  ; 
has  he  ? 

Mrs.  Bell.  I  beg  my  compliments  to  your  friend 
Mrs.  Loveit :  I  am  much  obliged  to  you  both  for  your 
yery  honourable  defigns.     (curtfying  to  him) 

Love.     I  was  never  fo  afiiamed  in  all  my  life  ! 

Sir  Bril.  ,  So,  fo,  ib,  all  his  pains  were  to  hide  the 
ftar  from  me.  This  difcovcry  is  a  perfect  cordial  to  my 
dejected  fpirits, 

A^s.  Bell.  Mrs.  Lovemore,  I  cannot  fufficiendy 
acknowledge  the  providence  that  directed  you  to  pay  me 
a  vifit,  though  I  was  wholly  unknown  to  you ;  and  I  (hall 
henceforth  confider  you  as  my  deliverer. 

Love,  So  !  it  was  (he  that  fainted  away  in  the  clofet, 
and  be  damned  to  her  jealoufy.     (afide) 

Sir  Bril,  By  all  that's  whimfical,  an  odd  fort  of  an 
adventure  tlus.     My  Lord,  {advances  to  bifn)  my  Lord,  my 

Lord 
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Lord  £dieridge»  as  the  man  bjs  in  tbe  play,  ^  Your 
^  Lordfliip  is  right  wdcMne  back  to  Denmark." 

Love.  Now  he  comes  upcm  me.— Oh !  Tm  in  a  fine 
fituadon.     {^^^) 

Sir  Bril.  My  Lord,  I  hope  that  ugly  pain  in  your 
Lordfliip's  fide  is  abated. 

Love.     Abfiird,  and  ridiculous.     {^^fiJe) 

Sir  Bril.  There  is  nothing  forming  there  I  hope,  my 
Lord. 

Lgve.     I  (hall  come  to  an  explanation  with  you.  Sir* 

Sir  Bril.  The  tennis-ball  from  Lord  Racket's  un- 
lucky left  hand ! 

Love.  No  more  at  prefent.  Sir  prilliant.  I  leave  you 
now  to  yourfelves,  and  {goes  to  tbe  deer  in  tbe  bad  fcene) 
— ^fdeath  another  fiend  !  I  am  befet  by  them. 

Enter  Lady  Constant. 

Love.  No  way  t6Q{czpc}^^{attetnpts  hotbjfage  deerSy 
and  is  prevented) 

Lady  Cons.  Mr.  Lovemore,  it  is  the  luckieft  thing  in 
the  world,  that  you  are  come  home. 

Love.     Ay,  *It  is  all  over— all  rauft  come  to  light. 

Lady  Cons.  I  have  loft  every  rubber ;  quite  broke ; 
four  by  honours  againft  me  every  time.  Do,  Mr.  Love- 
more,  .lend  me  another  hundred. 

Love.  I  would  give  a  hundred  pounds  you  were  all 
in  Lapland,     (a/ide) 

Lady  Cons.  Mrs.  Lovemore,  let  me  tell  you,  you  are 
married  to  the  falfeft  man  ;  he  has  deceived  me  flrangely. 

Mrs.  Love.  -  I  begin  to  feel  for  him,  and  to  pity  his 
uneafinefs. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Never  talk  of  pity  •  let  him  be  probed  te 
the  quick. 

Sir  Bash.  The  cafe  is  pretty  plain,  I  thiiik,  now.  Sir 
Brilliant. 

Sir 
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Sir  BuiL.     Pretty  plain,  upon  my  foul.     Ha  !  ha ! 

Love.  I'll  turn  the  tables  upon  Sir  BafhfuU,  for  all 
th\S'^(taies  Sir  BaJhfulTs  letter  out  of  his  pocket)  where 
is  the  mighty  harm  now  in  this  letter  ? 

Sir  Bash.     Where's  the  harm  ? 

Love,  {reads)  ^  I  cannot^  my  dearejl  Ufe^  any  longer 
«  hehoU 

Sir  Bash.    Shame  and  confuilon  !  I  am  undone,  {afide) 

Love.  Hear  this,  Sir  BaflifuU— "  TX^  manifold  vexa^ 
'*  tions^  of  whichy  thro^  a  falfe  prejudice^  I  am  myfelf  the 
"  Gccajion, 

Lady  Cons.     What  is  all  this  ? 

Sir  Bash.     I  am  a  loft  man.    {ajide) 

Love.  Mind,  SirBaihfull.  "  I  am  therefore  refolved^ 
"  after  many  confliSis  with  myfelf  to  throw  off  the  majk^ 
and  frankly  own  a  paffton^  which  the  fear  of  falling  into 
"  ridicule  has  in  appearance  fupprejjed.^* 

Sir  Bash.  'Sdeath  !  I'll  hear  n^  more  of  it.  {fnatches 
Mt  the  letter) 

Love.  No,  Sir ;  I  refign  it  here,  where  it  was  di- 
rected ;  and  with  it,  thefe  notes  which  Sir  BafhfuU  gave 
me  for  your  ufe. 

Lady  Cons.     It  is  his  hand  fure  enough. 

Love.  Yes,  Madam,  and  thofe  are  his  fentiments,  which 
he  explained  to  me  more  at  large.* 

Lady  Cons,  {reads)  "  Accept  the  prefents  which  I  my- 
"  felf  have  fent  you  ;  money ^  attendance^  equipage^  and  every 
"  thing  elfe  you  JhaU  command  \  and  in  return^  I  Jhallonly  en- 
*'  treat  you  to  conceal  from  the  world  that  you  have  raifed  aflame 
"  in  this  hearty  which  will  ever  Jhew  me^ 

*'  Tour  admirer^ 
"  And  your  truly  affe£fionate  hujband^ 

"  Bashfuli^  Constant." 

All,     Ha!  ha! — — 

Sir.  Bril.  Soj  fo,  fo  !  he  has  been  in  love  with  his  wfe 

all 
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all  this  time,  has  he  ?  Sir  Bafhfull,  will  you  go  and  fee  die 
new  comedy  with  me  ? 

Sir  Bash.  I  ihall  blufli  through  die  world  all  die  reft  of 
my  life,     {afide) 

Sir  Bril.  Lovemore,  don't  you  think  it  a  bafe  thing  to 
invade  the  happinefs  of  a  friend  I  or  to  do  him  a  clandef- 
tine  wrong  ?  or  to  injure  him  with  the  woman  he  loves  ? 

Love.  To  cut  the  matter  fhort  wiA  you,  Sir,  we  have 
been  traitors  to  each  other ;  a  couple  of  unprincipled,  un- 
rcflefting  profligates  f 

Sir  BaiL.    Profligates  ! 

Love.    Ay !  both !  we  are  pretty  fellows  indeed ! 

A4rs,  Bell.  I  am  glad  to  find  you  are  awakened  to  a 
fenfe  of  your  error. 

Love.  I  am,  Madam,  and  am  frank  enough  to  own  it. 
I  am  above  attempting  to  difguife  my  feelings,  when.  1  am 
confcious  they  are  on  the  fide  of  truth  and  honour.  With 
the  jGmcereft  remorfe,  f  a(k  your  pardon.— I  fhould  afk  par- 
don of  my  Lady  Conftant  too,  but  the  fadl  is,  Sir  BalhfuII 
threw  the  whole  affair  in  my  way ;  and,  when  a  hufband 
will  be  afhamed  of  loving  a  valuable  woman,  he  muft  not 
be  furprized  if  other  people  take  her  cafe  into  confideration, 
and  love  her  for  him. 

Sir  Bril.  Why,  faith,  that  does  in  fome  fort  make  his 
apology. 

Sir  Bksu.  SirBafhfull!  SirBafhfullf  thou  art  ruined ! 

{a/uk) 

Mrs.  Bell.  Well,  Sir,  upon  certain  term^  I  don't 
know  but  I  may  fign  and  feal  your  pardon- 

LovE.  Terms  !—— what  terms— 

Mrs.  Bell.  Tliatyou  ma  ke  due  expiation  of  your  guilt 
to  that  lady.     (j>ointing'to  Mrs.  Lovemore) 

• 

Love.  That  lady,  Ma'am  !— That  lady  has  no  rcafon 
to  complain. 
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Mrs.  Love.    N^  reafon  to  complain^  Mr.  Lovemore  I 

Love.  No,  Madam,  none !  for  whatever  may  have 
been  my  imprudences,  they  have  had  their  fource  in  your 
condufl. 

Mrs.  Love.    In  my  condud^  Sir  ! 

Love.  In  your  condud !-»!  here  declare  before  this 
company,  and  I  am  above  mifreprefenting  the  matter  \  I 
here  declare^  that  no  man  in  England  could  be  better  in- 
clined to  domeftic  happinefs,  if  you.  Madam,  on  your 
part,  had  been  willing  to  make  home  agreeable. 

Mrs.  Love.     There  I  confefs  he  touches  me.     {.^fide) 

m 

Love.  You  could  take  pains  enough  before  marriage  ; 
you  could  put  forth  all  your  charms;  pra6tife  all  your 
arts ;  and  make  your  features  pleafe  by  rule  \  for  ever 
changing  \  running  an  eternal  round  of  variety :  and  all 
this  to  win  my  affe&ions :  but  when  you  had  wchi  them, 
you  did  not  think  them  worth  your  keeping ;  never  dref&d, 
penfive,  filent,  melancholy ;  and  the  only  entertainment 
in  my  houfe,  was  the  dear  pleafure  of  a  dull  conjugal  tete^ 
a^tete ;  and  all  this  infipidity,  becaufe  you  think  the  fcJe 
merit  of  a  wife  confifts  in  her  virtue :  a  fine  way  of  amuf- 
ing  a  hufband,  truly ! 

Sir  Bril.     Upon  my  foul,  and  fo  it  is— (ii^ftrfA/Vjig-) 

Afri.  Love.  Sir,  I  muft  own  there  is  too  much  truth 
in  what  you  fay.  This  lady  has  opened  my  eyes,  and  con  • 
vtnced  me  there  was  a  miftake  in  my  former  condufi. 

Love.  Come,  come,  you  need  fay  no  more.  I  fbr^ 
give  you  ;•  I  forgive. 

Mrs,  Love.  Forgive  !  I  like  that  air  of  confidence, 
when  yiHi  know  that,  on  my  fide,  it  is  at  word  an  error  m 
j  udgment  \  whereas  on  yours    

Mrs.  Bell.  Po!  po!  never  ftand  difputing:  you 
know  each  other's  faults  and  virtues :  you  have  nothing  to 
do  but  to  mend  the  former,  and  enjoy  the  latter.     There, 

there, 
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there,  there,   kifs  and  friends.     There,  Mrs.  Lovemore^ 
take  your  reclaimed  libertine  to  your  arms. 

Love.  *Tis  in  your  power.  Madam,  to  make  a  re- 
clsumed  libertine  of  me  indeed. 

Mrs.  Love.  From  this  moment  it  (ball  be  our  mutual 
ftudy  to  pleafe  each  other. 

Love.  A  match  with  all  my  heart.  I  fliall  hereafter 
beafhamed  only  of  my  follies,  but  never  alhamed  of  own- 
ing that  I  fmcerely  love  you. 

Sir  Bash.    Shan't  you  be  alhamed  ? 

Love.    Never,  Sir. 

Sir  Bash.     And  will  you  keep  me  in  countenance  ? 

Love.     I  will. 

Sir  Bash.  Give  me  your  hand.  I  now  forgive  you 
all.  My  Lady  Conftant,  I  own  the  letter,  I  own  the  fenti«> 
ments  of  it,  {embraces  hen)  and  from  this  moment  I  take 
you  to  my  heart. — Lovemore,  Zookers  !  you  have  made  a 
man  of  me^     Sir  Brilliant,  come ;  produce  the  buckles. 

Lacfy  Cons.  If  you  hold  in  this  humour.  Sir  BalhfuU, 
our  quarrels  are  at  an  end. 

Sir  Bril.  And  now  I  fuppofe  I  muft  make  reftitution 
here  ^  {gives  Lady  Conftant  the  buckles) 

Sir  Bash.  Ay,  ay,  make  reftitution.  Lovemore  \ 
this  is  the  confequence  of  his  having  fome  tolerable  phrafe^ 
andaperfon,  Mr.  LoVemore !  ha!  ha!— 

Sir  Bril.  Why,  I  own  the  laugh  is  againftme*  With 
all  my  heart ;  I  am  glad  to  fee  my  friends  happy  at  laft. 
Lovemore,  may  I  prefume  to  hope  for  pardon  at  that  lady's 
hands  ?  {points  to  Mrs*  Lovemore) 

Love.  My  dear  confederate  in  vice,  your  pardon  is 
granted.  Two  fad  libertines  we  have  been*  But  come, 
give  us  your  hand  :  we  have  ufed  each  other  fcurvily :  for 
the  future  we  will  endeavour  to  atone  for  the  Errors  of  our 
paft  mifcondud. 
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Sir  Bril.  Agreed ;  we  will  henccf^^^ard  behave  like 
men,  who  have  not  forgot  the  obligations  of  truth  and 
honour. 

Love.  And  now  I  congratulate  the  whole  company, 
that  this  hufmefs  has  had  fo  happy  a  tendency  to  convince 
each  of  us  of  our  folly. 

Mrs,  Bell.  Pray,  Sir,  don't  draw  me  into  a  ihare  of 
your  folly. 

Love.  Come,  come,  my  dear  Ma'am,  you  are  not  ^^ith- 
out  your  fhare  of  it.  This  will  teach  you  for  the  future, 
to  be  content  with  one  lover  at  a  time,  without  liftening  to 
a  fellow  you  know  nothing  of,  becaufe  he  affumes  a  title, 
and  fpreads  a  fair  report  of  himfelf. 

Mf-s.  Bell.     The  reproof  is  juft,  I  grant  it. 

Love.  Come,  let  us  join  the  company  chearfuUy,  keep 
eiir  own  fecrets,  and  not  make  ourfelves  the  town-talk. 

Sir  Bash.     Ay,  ay ;  let  us  keep  the  fecret. 

Love.  What,  returning  to  your  fears  again  ?  you  will 
put  me  out  of  countenance.  Sir  Bafhfidl. 

Sir  Bash.     I  have  done. 

Love.  When  your  conduft  is  fair  and  upright,  never 
be  afraid  of  ridicule.  Real  honour  and  generous  afFetSlion 
may  bid  defiance  to  all  the  fmall  wits  in  the  kingdom. '  In 
my  opinipn,  were  the  bufinefs  of  this  day  to  go  abroad  into 
the  world,  it  might  prove  a  very  ufeful  Jeflbn  :  the  men 
would  fee  how  their  paffions  may  carry  them  into  the 
danger  of  wounding  the  bofom  of  a  friend :  and  the  ladies 
would  learn,  that,  after  the  marriage  rites  are  performed, 
they  ought  not  to  fufFer  their  powers  of  pleafing  to  languifh 
away,  but  fhould  ftill  remember  to  facriiice  to  the  Graces. 

To  win  a  mait^  when  all  your  pains  fucceedy 
The  Way  to  Keep  Him  is  a  tajk  indeed. 

V  FINIS. 


SONG    for  Mrs.    C  I  B  B  E  R, 
In  the  Way  to  Keep  Him. 

Written  at  the  Revival  of  the  Play,  by  Mr.  Garrjck, 

I. 
'\7'E  fair  married  dames,  who  fo  often  deplore, 

That  a  lover  once  bleft,  is  a  lover  no  more ; 
Attend  to  my  counfel,  nor  blufh  to  be  taught, 
That  prudence  muft  cberifh  what  beauty  has  caught. 

II. 
The  bloom  of  your  cheek,  and  the  glance  of  your  c)re» 
Your  rofes  and  lilies,  may  make  the  men  figh : 
But  rofes,  and  lilies,  and  fighs  pafs  away, 
And  paffion  will  die,  as  your  beauties  decay. 

Ufe  the  man  that  you  wed,  like  your  fev'rite  Guittar, 
Tho*  mufic  in  both,  they  are  both  apt  to  jar ; 
How  tuneful  and  foft  from  a  delicate  touch, 
Not  handled  too  roughly,  nor  play'd  on  too  much  ! 

IV. 
The  Sparrow  and  Linnet  will  feed  from  your  hand. 
Grow  tame  by  your  kindnefs,  and  come  at  command  ; 
Exert  with  your  hulband  the  lame  happy  ikill^ 
For  hearts,  like  your  birds,  may  be  tam'd  to  your  will. 

V. 

Be  gay  and  good-humourM,  complying  and  kind. 
Turn  the  chief  of  your  care  from  your  face  to  your  mind  : 
*Tis  there  that  a  wife  may  her  conqueds  improve, 
And  Hym^n  fliall  rivet  the  fetters  of  love. 
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This  calls  4>r  intident  •,  that  repfiftcc. 

Down  the  back- flairs  pen  an  elcape  for  me:' 

Give  me  a  ladder,  Mr.  Bayes,  of  rope  ; 

I  love  10  wiearr  {he  bpeechci^  2aitl^elo{)e. 

Something  for  me  the  groundlings  ears  to  fpUt« 

Write  a  dark  clofet,  or  a  fainting-fit. 

Fix  Wcod^^rd  in  fdmc  whiftificaldifgrtice: 
♦*  Or  befecetitouswith^^dShmer'sface.** 

This  is  our  way;  and  y^t  our  bard  ^a- night 
Removes  eachobftade,  and-fprings  to  iigliti 
Some  foenes,  we^hope,  te  brings  to  mature  truejH 
Some  gleams  of  humour,  and  a  nioral  too ;       > 
But  no  ftrange  monftrre-dStrs  to-your  view  :     3 
No  forms,  gr6tefque  and  wild,  arc  here  at  ftrlfe : 
He  boafts  an  etching  from  the  rfealiife  5 
Exerts  his  efforts,  in  a  poliftv'd  age. 
To  drive  the  Smithfield  mufcs  from  thc^ftage  j  - 
By  eafy  dialogue  wouW  win  your  praife. 
And  on  fair  decency  graft  all  his  -bayes. 
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Mnter  GAREtfeSS  «W  BLtJNt^ 

BLUNT. 

irif^C^O  ft  all  .that,  Careleft,  I  vrilh  y6u  ftd 
iM(  p  ^  a  little  of  thst  man  io  your  compofi-' 

5"^**^  C  A  R  E  L  E  S  S. 

f 

Of  him  !  of  Wifely  ! My  dear  Blunty  hot 

for  the  wide  world.-" Wifelv  has,  indeed,  the 

name  of  a  good  fort  of  a  fenfible  kind  of  man — ■- 
and  he  is  fo — ^but  the  heart  is  never  concerned  id 
what  he  fays  of  does. 

.    B  L  U  N  t..- 
.  Why^  as  to  his  hearty  according  to  the  \yay  c^ 
the  world    ■ 


B 
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CARELESS. 
He  has  non^.  Sir  ;  no  heart  at  all :  his  affec*^ 
tions  arc  all  contrafted  into  a  narrow  attention  to 
felf ;  and  his  Underftanding  afts  the  lubfervienc 
part  to  fchemes  of  intercft. — ^ 

BLUNT. 
Why  that  is  the  very  quality  1  wifli.you  pof- 

fefied  a  little  of  j ^you  would  not  then  be  lia-« 

ble  to  ridiculous  mifcarriagcs  in  every  thing  you 

undertake. 

CARELESS. 

There  !  going  again  to  harp  upon  nly  indif*- 

cretions.     But  prithee  no  more  of  that 1  am 

wonderfuHy  altered. 'Tis  true,  I  have  had  hi- 

thefto  an  unguarded  openntfs  of  temper^  bat 
that's  all  over. 

BLUNT. 

All  over  ! My  dear  Carelefs,  you  will  ne-^ 

Ver  give  it  over.  You  are  the  very  fieve  of  your 
own  intentions,  the  Marplot  of  your  own  dc- 
figns. 

C  A  R  E  LE  S  S. 

.   Oh  !  no,  no -1  am  very  fecret  of  late. 

BLUNT, 
^deafh,  man,  I  would  as  foon  truft  a  fecret 
with  the  printer  of  a  daily  paper.— W^s  it  not 
but  the  other  day  yoir  loft  a  fearin  parliament  by 
not  keeping  your  own  counfel  ? 

CARELESS. 

There  again  now  you  wrong  me:  SirWiUiam'fc 
intereft  was  weaken'd,  and — «— 

BLUNT. 
Plha  !  I  know  the  whole  afFair  :  You  blabbed 
the  fcheme,  and  a  whifper  from  above  to  the  cor- 
poration undid  you. 

CARE- 
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CARELESS. 
Well!  well!  that  has  taught  me  wifdom.-»- 

BLUNT. 

Wifdom  !   have  you  faid  nothing  of  Lucind* 

lately  ?  . 

CARELESS. 

Not  a  fyllable. 

BLUNT. 

Have  not  you  fhewn  her  letter  to  any  body  ? 

C  A  R  E  I,  E  3  S. 

Letter !-.— why — a — 

BLUNT. 
You  have  fhewn  it ;  and  there  is  captain  Wiin-^ 
l?le  in  a  fury  about  a  paragraph  relating  to  him- 

fcif;  • 

CARELESS. 
Captain  Wimble !  — -  I-r— I-^now  there,  upon 
my  foul,  I  am  very  ill  ufed. — I  never  Iliewed 
that  letter  to  any  body  but  Jack  Tattle  -, — under 
the  feal  of  fecrecy  too.— There  is  ^o  fuch  thing 
$3  trufting  any  body. 

BLUNT. 
It  was  not  he  betrayed  you. 

CARELESS. 

J^obody  elfe  faw  a  fyllable  of  it;. 

BLUNT, 
Not  my  lady  Bptty  Gabble  ? 

CARELESS. 

s 

My  lady  Betty  !  ^  I — I  repeated  a  paflage  to 
my  lady  Betty  Gabble,  merely  by  way  of  cba- 
Verfatich. 

BLUNT. 

And  by  way  of  convcrfation  you  are  for  etcr 
marpxng  all  your  own  fchemes. 


^  NO    ONE^s    ENEMY 

CARELESS. 
Well,  if  that's  the  cafe,  4  Jew  without  w- 
pouncing  (hall  as  foon  gain   admiflion  to  the 
Pope's  toe,  as  any  man  get  into  nay  fecrcts  again^ 

BLUNT. 
Caution  is  neceiTary,  let  me  tell  you,  Carclcfs^ 
^en  are  inquifitive  into  other  people's  hufinefs, 

CARELESS. 
So  they  are.  Sir. 

BLUNT, 

Ridicule  and  raillery  are  the  tafte  of  the  age  : 
^very  one  you  meet  is  a  plcafant  fellow  \  he  has 
picked  up  a  charafter,  an  incident,  a  ftory,  a 
damn'd  high  (lory  ;  and  fo  a  friend  U  facrificed 
^o  the  fpqrt  of  the  next  company. 

CARELESS. 

Very  true  ;-rl  iSnd  it  fo ; but  I  am  a  ne\i; 

man  grown,  not  with  (landing  all  your  criticifms 
vpon  my  charader. 

B  L  V  N  T. 

A  new  man  1 — Why  you. have  ruin'd  yourfclf 
with  Lucinda :  She'll  never  nriarry  you. 

CARELESS. 

Ha  \  ha !  you  fee  now  1  can  keep  a  fccret.-— 

Ha  I  ha  I  my  dear  Blunt,  I  don't  intend  to  n\arry 

ier. 

BLUNT. 

No !. 

CARELESS. 

.    No ; — —that  has  been  fettled  this  wseek ;  an4 

tho*  you.  and  I  live  here  at  Windfor  in  the  fame 

^loufe,^ — ha !  ha  !— r>  have  feept  it  from  yo.u  thefc 

ftx  or  feven  days,   . 

BLUNT, 
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BLUNT. 

Well  •,  if  you  have  fufficient  motives  for  breaks 

ingoff „  # 

CARELESS. 

I  have.i-;.-^^-^Ha!  hl}-^ — -You  muft  not  b6in 
the  cabinet-council  of  my  amduris.-^ — ^Ha !  ha  t 
tho' — ha  !  ha ! — you  will  be  furpriz'd  whca  you 
know  my  reafons, — ^-^H^l    ha!   the  grcateft 

thing  in  the  world  for  me, ^Ha !  ha ! 

PLUNT. 
Well,  if  it  is  f6,  be  upon  yoiir  guard. 

C  A  R  E  L  E  S  is. 
Yes,  yes  ;  that's  abfolutely  neceifTary :  it  all  de* 

pends  upon  fecrecy. — —Ha !  ha ! fit's  a  pro* 

digious  hit. 

BLUNT.. 

You'll  tiefeat  it  yourfelf.  Thou-rt  in  hdneft 
fellow,  CarelefSj  and  no  onch  ertemy  but  your 
own. 

C  A  R  E  I.  E  S  S. 

Never  fe*f  me-,  haTha!  you'll  be  rejoic'd: 
when  you  hear  it, — ^Ha !  ha ! 

/BLUNT.-/ 
I  hope  fo.       *        . 

CARELESS, 

IJa !  ha  !  you  wOuId  ney^r  have  fufpcded.  it. 
T?— Ha !  ha  ! — ; — It  will  aftonrih  the  world  how 
I  brought  it  about, — Ha !  ha !— — I  have  a  min^ 
P  give  you  a  hinft. 

B  t  y  N  T. 
Thefc  again  how  T 

CARELESS, 
Kfow  can  you  be  fo  fupiercilious  ?  Telling  you 
is  nothing.     Ha !  ha  \     My  dear  Blunt,  if  you 
m\\  proniife  me  ■  >  ..u 

BLUNT. 


t         NO    OKE*s    ENEMY 

Enter  CRIB  and  La  JEUNESSE. 
CARELESS. 

•  •  •  ^ 

Walk  in,  Mr.  Crib.— Monficur  La  Jcuncfle, 

bien  venue. 

La    JEUNESSE. 

Moaiieur,  I  have  de  honour  of  make  youiuch 
m^  as  by  gar  ¥ras  never  feen^ 

CRIB. 

And  I,  Sir,  have  brought  you  fuch  a  fuit  of 
eloaths \  fball  fo  admire  them  when  your  ho- 
nour has  them  on.  The  grcateft  pleafurc  of  my 
iife  is  to  admire  my  own  eloaths. 

La    JEUNESSE- 
By  gar,  me  go  to  cje  Mall  ev^ry  Sunday,  oil 
purpqfe  to  fee  my  Wig'  walk  by. 

CARELESS. 
Gentlemen,  ye  arc  bot-h  eminent  in  your  vo* 
cations^ 

CRIB. 
Ah,  Sir !  you  will  be  fgch  a  handfooie  bridc- 

jgroom  in  this  fuit. Will  yoyr  honour  pleaft 

to  try  it  on  ? 

CARELESS. 

You  adapt  your  work  Xo^perf eft ly  to  iliy  per- 
fooi  Mr.  Crib,  t^at  I  am  fpre  it  ftts  me.-^Nlon- 
lieur  La  Jcuncfle,  you  may  try  on  the  wig.    .  ' 

La    J'EtJNESS£. 
©e  tout  moq  coeur— ^.fa-^-wid  dis  wig  you 

.iviUilook  cotnme  un  ange. Dis  wig  !  pardie,  it 

is  not  wig,  it  Is  iiead'  of  hair— ^  ^a.-^^as  it  de 
honour  of  being,  eafy  on  ik  head  i 
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Enter  a  SERVANT. 

SE,RVANT., 
Your  honour's  caylor.  Sir,  from  London,  and 
your  peruke- maker. 

.C.A  R  E  L  E  S  S, 

Sjhew  them  in.  [£^// Servant]  Thefearc 
preparations  for  ray  wedding.— Ha  J  ha !  > 
Have  not  I  manag'd  it  well  ? 

BL  UN  T. 
Well,  now  continue  to  be  upon  your  guard 

,till  airs  concluded- ^Whileyou  are  bufy  with 

thefe  fellows,  Y\\  juft  ftep  and  write  a  Ihort  Ictf* 

ter. Wifely  fees  out  for  London  to-day,  and 

he'll  take  my  letter  with  hioi. 

CARELESS, 

Ha !  ha !— — How  the  world  will  ftare ! * 

Ha!  ha! 

B  L  U  K  T. 

They  will  fo. 

CARELESS. 
But  you  fee  all  depends  'upon  clofe  manage* 

'iiient  :-^ Now,  if  you  have  the  fricndfhip  for 

me  you  have  always  profefs'd,  let  me  entreat 
you— — 

BLUNT. 

Be  watchful  of  yourfelf,  my  dear  Carelef^^ 
and — »— 

CARELESS. 

Oh  !  you  may  be  furc  of  me ; — it's  too  deep 
-a  (lake ha  !  ha  I  [Exit  Blunt. 

Notwithftanding  his  notions  of  my  chanu9:er» 
he  fees  now  that  1— ^ha !  ha  1 
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Emer  CRIB  and  La  JEUNESSE. 

CARELESS. 
Walk  in,  Mn  Crib.— Monficur  La  Jcuncfle> 

hien  venue. 

La    JEUNESSE. 

Moafieur,  I  havede  honourof  make  you  iuch 
m\^  as  by  gar  was  never  feen< 

CRIB. 

And  I,  Sir,  have  brought  you  fuch  a  fuit  of 
cloaths \  (ball  (b  admire  them  when  your  ho- 
nour has  them  on.  The  grcateft  pleafure  of  my 
iile  is  to  admire  my  own  cloaths. 

La    JEUNESSE. 
By  gar,  me  go  to  cje  Mall  ev^ry  Sunday,  oil 
purpofe  to  fee  my  wig  walk  by. 

CARELESS. 
Gentlemen,  ye  are  both  eminent  in  your  vo* 
cations. 

CRIB. 
Ah,  Sir !  you  will  be  fgch  a  handfo.tne  biidc- 

groom  in  this  fuit. Will  yoyr  honour  pleaft 

to  try  it  on  ? 

CARE  L  E  S  S. 

You  adapt  your  work  Xo4)erfeftly  to  iliy  per- 
foni  Mr.  Crib,  t4iat  I  am  fure  it  fits  me.-^Nlon- 
lieur  La  Jcuncfle,  you  may  try  on  the  wig. 

La    JEUNESSE. 
De  tout  moq  cceur—^fa-^-wid  dis  wig  you 

.lyiUilook  comme  un  ange. Dis  wig  !  pardie,  it 

is  not  .wig,  it'isiiead'of  hair — ^  9a.— ^«s  it  de 
honour  of  being. eafy  on  de  head  i 

<;aR£« 
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CARELESS. 
Vaftly  well,  Monfieur  La  Jeunefle. 

La    JEUNESSE. 
Voions !  it  is  nature  make  dat,  and  not  me. 

CRIB. 
With  my  cloaths  on,  Sir,  madam  Lucincia 
will  fo  admire 

CARELESS. 

You  think  I  am  to  be  married  to  her,  do  you, 
Biafter  Crib  ? 

CRIB. 
So  the  world  &ts,  your  hohour. 

CARELESS. 
The  world?  ha!  ha! 

La    JEUNESSE. 
It  is  ver  fine  demoifclle }  and  .ic  will  be  (6  en' 
amour  wid  my  wig. 

C  A  R.E  L  E  S  S. 

Ha!  hal  you  are  two  foolifli  fellows.— And 
fo  you  think  flic  is  the  happy  woman,  do  ye? 

La    JEUNESSE* 
It  is  all  de  talk  of  de  great  worl. 

CARELESS. 
The  gteat  world  is  greatly  miftaken. — I  don't 
think  of  her. 

BLUNT     [Entering]. 

What  is  he  about  now  ? 

CARELESS. 
An  intrigue  with  Lucinda  might  be  agreeable 
enough ;  and,  not  to  mince  the  matter,  I  believe 

1  fliair  bring  it  to  that. ^The  lady  fccms  to 

think  ixer  fortune  places  her  above  cenfure  ^  and 

C  Ihe 
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Enter    WISELY. 

WISELY. 

Gentlemen,  your  fervaDt,    Is  your  letter  rc»^ 
jdy,  Bhint? 

'    C  A  R  E  L  E  S  S/ 

My  dear  Wifely,  I  am  forry  we  are  to  lofc 
you, — Some  difappointment  in  love,  I  reckon. 

WISELY, 

There  are  other  perplexities  befid^s  thofc  of 

loye.  Sir* But  no  matter  .for  my  concerns  1 1 

don't  defire  to  be  either  pitied  or  eayicdf 

CARELESS. 
Now  I  like  to  provoke  the  envy  of  mankind  : 
And   here    is  thit     [Shewing  the  letter\     will 
iTiake  my  acquaintance  look  on  nie  with  a  je^do^s 

BLUNT. 
Po !  prythee,  put  up. 

CARELESS. 
Nay,  I  can  truft  my  friend  Wifely  j-^ht  is 
^n  honeft  fellow,  and  rpipds  nob|ody*s  bufinefs 
but  his  own  •, — he  (hall  know  it  before  Jie  goes 
to  town.  [Reads.l  **  HortcnJ[^a*s  compliment^ 
\o  Mr.  Carelcfs ^^  •  ^ 

WISELY. 
Ho?:tcnria  to  him  \     [Aftde.^    Wcll^  Sir, 

BLUNT. 
Carelefs,  how  can  you  ? 

CARELESS. 
Pfha !  he  is  go^ng  to  tpwp  i  hc*ll  not  t)bftrua 

9  WISELY. 
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WISELY. 

No,  truly,  not  I,  Sir. — Unleis  yop  put  ine  in 
jhe  way.    [4^de.'\ 

CARELESS. 
."  Hortenfia's  compliments  to  Mr,  Ca^elefs  ^ 
**  ftie  thinks  it  vain  to  attempt  concealing  aa, 
**  inclination  which  he  has  railed  in  her  heart, 
♦*  and  which  many  tircumftances  muft  liavc  al- 
^*  ready  interpreted.  She  wa«  jat  firft  alarmed 
*<  at  Mr.  Careleis^s  unguarded  temper,  but  ex-** 
^^  peAs  froQi  his  good  lienfe  an  ahfolute  Glence, 
•*  till  every  thing  is  concluded."  You  fcc,  Blunt, 
file  thinks  differently  of  my  ch^ra£txir  &Qpi  what 
you  do, r-Ha  !  ha  I 

9  L  y  N  T, 
Weak,  idle  man! 

C  A  R  E  L  E  S  S. 

**  She  will  meet  him  at  Sir  Philip  Figurein's 
♦*  made  this  evemng:  And,  in  the  mean  time, 
♦*  defires  he  twill  hide  from  the  world  this  decla- 
^*  ration  of  her  heart,  which  the  merit  of  Mr. 
♦•  Carelefs  has  extorted  from  her/*  Tl^cre^s  a 
^iUec  doux  for  you. 

BLUNT.      ' 

Well,  you  obey  the  lady-s  commands  mod  ad- 
4nirably, 

CARELESS. 

Pon-t  be  fo  cynical ! This  is  among  our- 
selves, 

BLUNT. 
Among  ourfehres  I-^Suppofe  Wifely  ^as  in 
love  with  her, 

WISELY. 
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WISELY. 

I,  Sir — I — the  lady  is  very  little  known  td  mc, 
. — I  would  not  be  fufpeftcd  for  the  world,  [/ijde.} 

BLUNT. 

Po !  I  hate  to  fee  you  play  the  fool  thus. 

Wifely,  let  your  man  deliver  this  letter  for  me. 
•^Carclefs,  your  fcrvant.  [Exil^ 

CARELESS. 

Fare  you  well,  philofop,pr. -Poor  Blunt!  he 

thinks  I  don't  know  how  to  diftinguifti  between 
men  5  but  I  can  confid6  in  you — I  know  thouVc 
an  honed  fellow. 

WISELY. 
Oh,  you  may  confide  in  me,  I  affurc  you. 
Sir.     I  have  fuch  an  intereft  now  in  this  bufi- 
nefs,  that  I  am  heartily  pblig'd  to  you  for  the 
intelligence. 

CARELESS. 
Ay,  I  knew,  you  would  be  glad  to  hear  it.— ^ 

Well  now,  a'n*t  I  a  very  happy  fellow  ? Ha! 

ha! This  letter  would  be  enough  to  break 

the  heart  of  a  rival  5  to  ijake  him  challenge  me, 
light  me,  kill  me.-: Ha !  ha ! 

WISELY, 
»  Why  it  Is  a  ferious  bufinefs  for  a  rival.   [Forc^ 
ing  a  lafigbJ] 

CARELESS. 
Only  think  of  my  carrying  oflF  Hortcnfia  at 
laft  1  I  think  it  would  gall  you  now,  if  you  ha4 
httn  one  of  her  many  ^mireris. 

WISELY. 
To  be  reje^ed  by  her,  in  whom  beauty  and 
good  fcnfe  are  ftill  at  ftrife  for  pre-eminence — 

to 
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to  be  difcarded  by  her^  *tis  enough  to  drive  the 
mind  to  m^idnefsir^that  is,  I  ftiould  think  fo^  if 

the  lady  had  engag'd  my  hearc.-^ Confulion  ! 

1  had  like  fo  have  deteft^d-myfelf.    \^Afide\ « 

But  I  am  glad  to  hear  what  you  have  told  me. 

C  ^A  H  E  L  E  S  S. 
Oh,  I  knew  y6u  would  be  gUd  of  it.  ■■  "But 
now  I  h^ve  openi'd  myfelf  toyoui  not  a  wird'for 
your  life.  ' 

WISE  L  Y. 

I  flialLmake  a  proper  ufepf  it ^^rely  upon 

jne. 

.    C  A  R  E  L  E  S  S. 

I  am  fure  you  will — I  read  men  now — Aprb- 
pos,  as  you  are  going  to  town,  do  me  a  flight 
favour  :  Here  is  a  fnufF-bpx  with  her  pidture  in 
k ;  I  let  it  fall  laft  night  upon  the!  terras,  and 
have  damagM  it  a  little.  Prythiee  leave  it  at 
Dcard's  as  you  go  by,  and  order  it  to  be  mend- 
ed. 

WISELY. 

With  all  my  heart; — I  take  it  with  great 
pleafure. 

.CARELESS. 

Only  caft  your  eye  on  her  pifture  : How 

lovely ! 

WIS  ELY. 
Charming  indeed  1-^ Succefsful  coxcomb  ! 

[Afsde. 
CARELESS. 

Don't  let  a  mortal  fee  it. 

WISELY. 

By  no  means. 

CARE- 
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*       G  A  R  E"  L  II  S  S. 
You  fee  the  leaft  hiot  will  tvati  eie. 

^ttt&  a  SERVANT. 

SERVANT; 

^  Sir  Philip  Figurcin,  Sir,  has  fent  to  know  if 
your  honour  will  meet  him  on  tKe  terras  this 

morning  ? 

CARELESS. 

rU  wait  on  hirh  [Exit  Servant.]  Will  you 
come  and  take  a  turn  with  the  knight  ? 

WISELY. 

I  don*t  care  iiF  1  cfo.    1  (hall  hardly  fet  out  till 

evening. 

CARELESS. 

The  knight  will  divert  us.  What  an  abfurd 
paQiOQ  has  poifeiTed  him  in  his  old  days  !  He  is 
feventy^  is  not  he  ?  ^ 

WISELY. 
Not  much  ftiort  5  afnd  in  high  fpirits'  ftilL 

CARELESS. 
Spirits!    with  one   foot   in  the   grave,   h^ 
dances  about  tlie  world,  a*  if  hi  was  bit  by  a 

tarkntuk; 

WISELY. 

Why  dancing  is  his  ruling  p&ffion. 

CARELESS. 
So  taiuch,  that  h^  runs  about  to  all  the  coun- 
try affemblies,  arid  is  a  btau  garfdn  with  all  hu- 
man infirmities. 

WISELY- 

He  is  very  harmlefs  and  good^natur-d* 

CARE- 
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CARELESS. 
Tes ;  but  n6t  a  fingle  idea  but  what  is  de- 
rivjed  from  dancing.  If  you  afk  him  what  fort 
»of  a  place  fuch  a  town  is,  **  They  have  a  very 
good  Monday*  night  aflcmbly."  Or,  if  you  de- 
fire  to  know  what  kind  of  people,  ^*  They  very 
often  dance  thirty  couple.'' 

WISELY. 
You  have  him  exadly. 

CARELESS. 
Can  you  guefs  his  bufinels  with  me  ? 

WISELY. 
No,  really, 

CARELESS. 
He  is  to  have  a  mafquerade  at  his^  own  houfc 
to-night,  and  wanes  to  give  noe  the  invitation. 

WISELY. 
CivU! 

CARELESS. 

But  his  wife  has  been  beforehand  with  him. — 

Ha !  ha ! 1  could  let  you  into  a  fccret  about 

her. Ha !  ha !— • — You  muft  not  let  a  word 

tranfpire. Ha!  ha! ^I  am  pretty  well  with 

her. 

WISELY. 

The  devil  you  are ! ^My  own  relation,  and 

he  is  going  to  betray  her.     i/ffide.] 

CARELESS. 

Yes ;  I  am  much  in  her  good  graces :  And  if 

hereafter  you  (hould  fee  the  likenefs  of  your 

humble  fervant  in  one  of  my  lady  Figureio's 

children,  tip  me  a  fmilc,  but  keep  your  mind  to 

yourfelf. 

D  WISELY. 
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WISELY. 
How,  in  tht  name  of  wonder,  do  you  manage 
to  ingratiate  yourfelf  thus  ? 

CARELESS. 
*   Step  with  me  to  my  drefiing  room,  and  you 

fliall  know  farther  particulars. Ha !  ha! 

This  very  night,  when  the  malk  inflames  every 
fpirit  to  joy  and  revelry,  and  while  Sir  Philip  is 
facrificing  to  the  graces,  as  hecalls  it,  her ktdy* 
Ihip  and  I  intend  a  facrifice  to  the  god  of  iow^. 

WISELY. 

Thou  art  an  happy  fellow. But  I  hope  I 

fhall  be  able  to  counter-aft  your  defigns.  [J/ide.'\ 

CARELESS. 
But,   my  d^ar  Wifely,  not  a  fyllable  of  all 

this. 

WISELY. 

You  may  rely  upon  me. 

.  CARELESS. 
Not  the  lead  hint  about  Hortenlia. 

WISELY. 
Not  for  the  world. 

CARELESS, 
Poor  Blunt!  he  calls  me  the  Marplot  of  my 

own  fchemes. Ha!  ha! But  you  fee  I 

know  who  tp  confide  in. — I  know  who  are  my 
friends.  [Exeuni. 
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SCENE   the  Terras. 

Enter  LUCINDA  and  BELLFIELD. 

PELL  FIELD. 

And.  fq^  my  deafr*  .Lucind$i,  you  think  you 
know  your  own  mind  fo  well,  that  you  can  an- 
fwcr  for  it,  I  (hall  never  have  the  rights  of  an 
hufband  over  that  pretty  pcrfon  of  yours. 

LUCINDA. 
No,  never  ;  pofitively  never. 

.    B:E  L  L  F  I  E  L  D. 
And;  on  fliy  part,  I  poHuvely  pronounce  that 
you  will, .  one  day  or  other,  make  me  the  happy 
man.  *  .   .  i  . 

LUCINDA. 
Pray,  Mr.  BcUBeld,  have  you  a  pat;^nt.for  my 
inciiojitions:?  or.do.you  intendto.lay, vioknthands 
upon  a  weak  defencelefs  woman,  and  oiake  ,me 
your  own  by  force  of  arms  ?• 

i  B  E  L  L  F  I:E  L  D.    '- 
.   O  f y  !  no  force  :-^ike  ^  good*natur'd  general 
I  iavi^  you  to  capitulate,  rather  than  urge  mt 
to  the  neceffity  of  car^rying  the  town  by  ftorm. 

LUCINDA. 
But  I  find  the  garrifon  ftill  able  to  hold  out. — 
The  citadel  [laying  her  band  on  her  heart]  is  ftill 
proof  ^ainft  all  the  artillery  you  have  play'd  ofF. 

1  think  you  have  not  been  able  to  throw  in 

much  fire,  Mr.  Bdlficld. 

D  2  BEXL- 
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WISELY. 
How,  in  the  name  of  wonder,  do  you . 
to  ingratiate  yourfdf  thus  ? 

CARELESS.      , 
'    Step  with  me  to  my  dreffing  iT  ; 
fliall  know  further  pirticulars — ^. 
'  This  very  night,  when  the  maf'. 
fpirit  to  joy  and  revelry,  and  ^ 
facrificing  to  the  graces,  as,-^* 
fliip  and  I  intend  a  facrific?  '^^ 

w  I  s  y  V 

Thou  art  an  happy  f  ^ 
fliall  be  able  to  counter  5,  ■ 
CAR/ 

But,   my  dear  V". 
this.  '.  1 


You  may  rely 
C 

Not  the  leaf  1 

Not  for  (■  "  * 


PoorB' 
own  fcht 
know  w 
fri^dd^ 


.  Ikilfut  bowler, 
withafecret  bias 

N  D  A. 
.  agreeably  impudent  in 
^^J04e'\     But  you  will  al- 
/es  little    fccret .  antipathies 
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.yl She  delights  in  blending 

i,  in  order  to  embellifli  the  fair, 

^r  the  graces  of*  variety.  .  A.  fort  of 

jrk|  where  folly  is  inlaid  with  talents, 

/plearure  with  virtue,  a  power  of  pleaf- 

4^  «.  delight  in 'giving  pain  }  and,  as  the 


'  Fix'd 
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^ 


^^  ^  ^  rinciples  with  fancy  ever  new, 

^     :  '  together,  and  produces  you.** 

V^ .  '  C  I  N  D  A. 


X*'  is  altogether  a  new  way 

;^  '^ing  me  that  you  caa 

^ ,  out  all  the  little 

to  recommend 

care,  Mr.  Bell- 

.nee  upon  the  cri- 

*  .aults  in  a  celebrated 

.1  a  fack  of  wheat,  and 
jafF,  which  he  gave  him 

1.  L  F  I  E  L  D. 

,  was  becaufe  the  man  was  fo  un- 
.0  have  no  relifh  for  the  beauties ; 
admiration 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

Sir,  you  manage  your  admiration  as  cer- 

prodigals  do  their  money  -,  you  grudge  the 

.alleft  part  to  your  neighbours,  and  fquandcr 

%ill  moft  profufely  on  yourfelf :  And  therefore  it 

is  you  have  been  entered  in  my  black  lift ;  let 

me  fee  how  long — let  me  fee  [takes  out  a  pocket^ 

took]  Ay,  this  is  it :  [redds]  "  A  lift  of  thofe 

«  I  am  determined  not  to  marry."    Let  me  fee, 

<«  Mr.  Worthlcfs  condemned  May  the  nineteenth, 

>  «  1762,"  .  . 

BELLFIELD. 
Worthlefs !  what  he  that  married  the  great 
fortune. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 
And  took  on  fo  prodigioufly  at  her  death.— 
He  made  love  to  me  while  he  had  weepers  oti 

for 
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BELLFIELD. 
Ha  !  ha !  you  little  know  that  I  have  a  fecreC 
friend  in  that  very  citadel,  that  will  betray  the 
place  to  me. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 
Indeed  you  flatteryourfclf;—— There  is  not  a 
fingle  fentimenr,   not  one  defire  or  inclination 
here,  that  has  ever  whifper'd  the  fmalleft  good 
word  in  your  favour. 

BELLFIELD. 
AVcll,  welU  there  is  a  little  deftiny  iri  thefe 
matters — that's  all. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A; 
DeQiny  !  and  fo  your  fyftem  in  love-afiairs  is 
like  that  of  certain  heroes  in  military  matters. — 
You  think,  I  fuppofe,  that  every  heart,  like  every 
cannon-ball,  has  its  billet. 

BELLFIELD. 
Even  fo,  madam.  Nature,  like  a  (kilful  bowler, 
delivers  every  heart  out  of  hand  with  a  fecret  bias 
to  its  proper  objedt. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A,    . 

There  is  fomething  agreeably  impudent  in 
the  fellow's  vanity.  [Jfide]  But  you  will  al- 
low that  nature  gives  little  fecret .  antipathies 
too. 

BELLFIELD. 

Oh,  certainly  I She  delights  in  blending 

contradidions,  in  order  to  embeilifli  the  fair, 
and  give  her  the  graces  of  variety.  ,  A  fort  of 
mofaic  work^  where  folly  is  inlaid  with  talents, 
a  love  of  pleafure  with  virtue,  a  power  of  pleaf- 
ing  with  a  delight  in  ^giving  pain  5  and,  as  the 
poet  fayy, 

**  Fix'd 
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**  Fix'd  principles  with  fancy  ever  new, 
**  Shakes  all  together,  and  produces  you. 


99 


L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

Upon  my  word  this  is  altogether  a  new  way 
of  making  love:  By  convincing  me  that  you  can 
with  curious  difcernment  fpy  out  all  the  little 
foibles  of  the  fair,  you  think  to  recommend 
yourfelf  to  my  notice.  Have  a  care,  Mr.  Bell- 
field,  remember  Apollo's  fentence  upon  thecri* 
tic  who  found  out  all  the  faults  in  a  celebrated 
poem  :  He  laid  before  him  a  fack  of  wheat,  and 
bid  him.  feparate'  the  chaff,  which  he  gave  him 
for  his  pains. 

BELLFIELD. 

That,  madam,  was  becaufe  the  man  was  fo  un- 
fortunate as  to  have  no  relifh  for  the  beauties ; 
whereas  my  admiration 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

Oh,  Sir,  you  manage  your  admiration  as  cer- 
tain prodigals  do  their  money  -,  you  grudge  the 
fmalleft  part  to  your  neighbours,  and  fquander 
all  moft  profufcly  on  yourfelf:  And  therefore  it 
is  you  have  been  entered  in  my  black  lift ;  let 
me  fee  how  long — let  me  fee  [takes  out  a  pocket^ 
hook^  Ay,  this  is  it :  \Tedis\  "  A  lift  of  thofe 

I  am  determined  not  to  marry."    Let  me  fee, 

Mr.  Worthlcfs  condemned  May  the  nineteenth, 

1762.^" 

BELLFIELD. 
Worthlefs !  what  he  that  married  the  sreat 
fortune. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

And  took  on  fo  prodigioufly  at  her  death.—- 
He  made  love  to  me  white  he  had  weepers  on 

for 
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for  his. deceased  wife.;  and  fo  I  bated  him  for  zH 
impoftor,  worfe  than  Maria  does  Dr.  Wolfe,  in 
the  Nonjuror. But  where  are  you,  you  crea- 
ture ?  "  Lord  Hazard.**  This  was  a  man  of 
fank,  with  a  pale  quality  face,  and  a  genteel, 
enervated  figure.  I  percciv*d  by  his  piflion  for 
play,  that  the  queen  of  trumps  was  in  his  eyes 
the'greateft  beauty  in  the  world  ;  ib  I  acquaint^ 
cd  his  lordlhlp  that  I  had  no  further  occafion 
for  his  fervices',  and  he  told  his'  friends  that  he 
rcfign*d. 

BELLFIELD. 
Ha  1  ha ! 1  fee  plainly  I  muft  be  the  man. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

Where  the  deuce  is  your  name  ?  "  More* 
love — Ranger — ^Dorimant — BlacTcacre." — Well, 
this  Mr.  Blackacre  was  a  perfe6l  curiofity  :  In- 
ftead  of  faying  civil  things  of  my  perfon,  he 
"talked  6f  nothing  btit  my  eftate,  and  affured  me 
"when  the  prefect  leafes  expired  he  would  let  the 
^hole  Sit  an  improved  rent. 

BELLFIELD. 
_.  Why  fuch  a  fdlow  was  fitter  to  be  baili^  or 
fteward  of  your  manor. 

L  U  e  I  N  D  A. 

•  There  was  fcmething  handfome  a^bout  him 
too  •, — no,  not  handfome  neither — I  don't  know 
how  to  defcr+be-  him  :  A  fort  of  fymmetry  of 
features,  and  a  faint  bloom  that  made  a  comely 
kind  of  deformity.  No  fymptoms  of  fenfibili- 
ty ;  no  cxpreffion  of  a  feelmg  mind  ;  and  he  ap- 
4Deared  to  me  likely  to  make  that  fort  of  huf- 
band,  who  has  no  manner  of  vice,,  gets  up  in 

a  morning 
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BELLFIELD. 


^  BUT    HIS    OWN.  «3 

a  morniftg  regularlyj  eats  his  breakfaft',  looks 
over  his  accounis,  goes  to  the  cpfFee-houfe,  comes 
home  to  dinner,  reads  his  letters,  goes  lo  the 
coffee-houfe  again,  reads  the  evening- paper's, 
comes  home  to  fupper,  and  goes  to-bed. — -» 
Ha!  ha! 

BELLFIELD. 
Ha !  ha  !     Why  you  give  portraits  in  minia- 
ture as  well  as  any  painter  of  them  all. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

Ha  !  ha !     I  laugh  whenever  I  think  of  the 

man. rHe  brought  me  all  the  news  of  the 

day. 

Ay. 

LUCINDA. 

Oh,  all  i  but  none  that  1  valued ;  no  news 
about  the  little  viftories  this  figure  obtained  in 
the  world  i  no  advices  of  what  was  faid  about 
my  laft  new  cap — the  happy  arrangement  of  a 
patch  -,  no  intelligence  about  a  particular  bloom 
of  my  complexion  -,  never  came  with  a  "  We 
•*  hear  from  Ranelagh  that  Lucinda's  eyes  fcat- 
"  tercd  death  and  torment  among  all  the  beaus 
*^  laft  Friday-night.*'  No,  no  fuch  thing  ;  id 
was  all  political  intelligence ;  and,  being  a  fa- 
vourite, I  had  it  warm  from  the  mint.  At  tea 
in  the  morning,  there  was  an  adlibn  in  Germa- 
ny, and  the  French  loft  ten  thoufand  men  upon 
the  field  of  battle,  three  princes  of  the  blood, 
and  five  marlhals  of  France.  At  twelve,  the 
news  was  premature.  At  two,  an  exprefs  was 
grriv'd  at  the  fecretary  of  ftate's.  In  the  even- 
ing, the  vidtory  was  not  fo  complete  ;  and  a  no- 
\)k  lord  was  heard  to  fay,  that  if  a  certain  gene. 

6  ral 
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ral  had  done  his  duty,  the  balance  of  Europe 
would  have  b#en  feccled.  At  night,  the  whole 
report  was  falfe,  and  there  was  no  battle  at 
all. 

BELLFIELD. 

You  would  have  had  all  the  joys  of  dear  vari- 
ety with  fuch  an  hufl>and, 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

Oh,  horrid  ! 1  told  him  at  length,  that  I 

could  not  confider.him  in  the  light  of  a  lover  ;. 
but  that  really  he  was  a  very  good  news-paper  i 
and  that  whenever  he  was  out  of  hand,  or  not 
befpcke,  I  Ihould  be  glad  to  be  entertain'd  with 
the  topic  of  the  day. — Ha  !  ha ! 

BELLFIELD. 

And  ib  order'd  your  fervants  to  take  him  in, 

inftead  of  the  Chronicle,  or  Public  Ledger. 

Ha !  ha  ! ;By  laughing  at  all  her  lovers,  flic 

is  determined  to  have  me,  l/ifide.] — ^Upon  my 
foul,  Lucinda,  you  have  a  very  pretty  groupe  of 
humourifts. 

LUCINDA. 

Enough  to  furnifli  out  a  comedy. — The  vain, 
the  proud,  the  formal,  the  briflc,  every  fpecies 
of  the  ridiculous  and  abfurd,  has  been  my  moft 

obedient,  very  humble  fervant. And  here — 

here's  another  charader,  to  help  out  the  piece — 
"  Mr.  Bellfield." 

BELLFIELD. 

Well,  let  us  hear, 

LUCINDA. 

*'  Condemned,  Auguft  the  fixteenth,  1763, 
**  for  looking  at  himlelf  in  the  glafs  for  a  full 
f^  b^lf  hour,  while  be  was  dire&ing  bis  difcourfe 

**  to 
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"  to  me."  There,  you  are  out-law'd  for  open 
rebellion  againft  my  beauty — hold  up  your  hand 
— and  what  have  you  to  fay,  why  judgment  of 
death  (hould  not  pafs  upon  you  ? 

BELLFIELD. 
Why,  1  have  your  pardon  in  my  pocket. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

•  Oh,  to  be  fure,  I,  v^ho  claim  homage  from 
ivery  pretty  fellow^  am  likely  to  forgive  the  dif- 
affeded  perfon  who  difputes  my  title,  and  be- 
comes a  vain  pretender  to  it  himfdf. 

BELLFIELD. 
How  can  you  talk  thus,  when  ycu  know  I 
have  worftiipp'd  you  even  to  idolatry,  and  have 
offered  up  prayers  on  my  very  knees  to  you  ? 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

But  I  require  truq  devotion  in  your  prayers; 
Would  it  not  provoke  the  patience  of  a  faint  to 
have  a  well-powder'd  fop  kneel  at  his  fhrine, 
with  a  **  There's  a  handfome  fellow.for  you  ; 
mind  my  deaths,  Bruficls  lace,  diamond-ring, 
ikucy  fnuff-box,  and  impudent  face  ?"  And  this 
too  under  the  notion  of  alking  a  bleffing. 

BELLFIELD. 

My  dear  Lucinda,  I  never  knew  you  fo  much 

out.     Would  riot  you  have  a  man  go  to  his 

prayer?  with  a  good  confcienct  ?     And  what  are 

the  pleafures  of  a  good  corifcience  ?     The  ap-' 

plaufes  of  one's-  own  heart. -Now,  my  dear 

ma'am,  if,  when  I  approach  you,  I  have  fomis 
fclf- approving  airs,  am  not  I  therefore  the  better 
iatitled  t6  you  ? 

'     E  X  U. 
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L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

Heav'ns !  I  am  frighten*d  at  you. — Yoa  arc 

a  frcc-thinkcr  in  love  : Preach  this  dodrine 

to  the  ladies,  and  they  will  call  it  downright 

herefy. 

BELLFIELD. 

Very  like.     But  furcly,  were  I  to  make  my 

advances  with  darts,   and  flames,  and  Cupid, 

and  Venus,  and  the  Graces,  I  Ihould  be  a  meer 

uninftrudcd   pagan.      Whe  eas,    at  prefent,    I 

only  want  to  difcard  fuperftiiion,  and  idle  ce- 

remor.ials,  and  fo  eftablKh  the  true  fyllem  of 

love. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

Which  you  take  to  confiil  in 

BELLFIELD. 

In  ih^  language  of  the  heart. — As  forinft<uice 
— 1  love  you,  Ih^H  ftudy  your  happinefs,  and  fo 
let  me  call  the  parion. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 
Eafy  and  impudent !  — But  love's  religion  is  a 
Ibrt  of  popery,  and  requires  penance,  and  faft- 
ing,  and  watching,  and  that  you  fliould  pray  for 
favours  in  a  language  almoft  uninteUigible.*-^— > 
But  you  fay  your  prayers  in  the  vulgar  tongue  : 
"And  fo  let  me  call  the  parfon."  Why  you 
might  as  well  come  mod  cavalierly  to  my  houfe, 
take  poffeflion  of  an  arm  chair,  and,  "  Here, 
*'  bring  me  >my  night-gown  and  flippers," 

BELLFIELD.   . 
And  as  all  the  fighs,  and  verfes,    and  fine 
things  of  lovers,  muft  end  in  that,  you  had  bet- 
ter wave  ceremony  •,  for  as  to  Carelefs,  tho*  you 

may  think  you  have  hold  of  his  heart 

LU- 
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L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

Carclefs  ! 1  defire  you  will  never  mention 

I)itn. Carclefs  ! A  fenfelefs  wretch  ! * 

A  vile  inconftant ! who  abandons  me  as  if 

age  had  fu^denly  rendered  me  loathfome. 

BELLFIELD. 
Why,  faith,  though  I  deteft  the  treachery,  I 
can't,  upon  this  occaOon,  quarrel  with  the  trai- 
tor. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

Oh,  Sir,  I  dare  fay  you  applaud  his  conduA; 
and  would  like  him  declare,  that  I  might  pafs 
very  well  for  a  miftrefs,  to  toy  an  hour  with,  and 
muft  fhortly  come  to  that. — But  for  a  wife — oh, 
(hocking ! 

BELLFIELD. 

Has  he  dar'd  talk  thus,  Lucinda  ? 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 
Even  to  the  loweft  wretch  on  earth ;  to  that 
fellow,  Lajeuneffe,  who  drefs'd  my  hair  about 
half  an  hour  ago.  "Oh,  if  my  brother  were  in 
England,  he  (hould  find  I  do  not  want  a  friend 
to  aflfert  my  honour. 

BELLFIELD. 

By  Heaven,  TU  do  it,  this  very  day,  myfelf. 

^Now  you  Ihall  have  proof  of  the  fincerity 

with  which  I  love.-^— Pronounce  me  unworthy 
of  you,  if  your  wrongs  arc  not  redrefs'd  within 
this  hour.  [ExiL 

LUCINDA. 

Yet,  why  Ihould  vexation  thus  get  the  better 
of  me  ! — Mr.  Bellfield  gone !  Heav'ns!  he  talked 
fomcthing  of  calling  this  bafe  man  to  an  account. 

E  z  *        I  hope 
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I  hope  he  won't  be  mad  enough  to  think  of 

fuch  a  thing. ^So,  ib,  Mr.  Carelefs  conning 

this  way. 1  will,  not  even  condefcend  to  up- 

braid   hini  with  his  bafenefs. HI  fwear,  I 

could  almolt  find  in  my' heart  to  throw  myfelf 
into  BcUfield's  arms,    to   pique   the    wretch ! 

fExiL 

Enter  CARELESS  and  WISELY. 

CARELESS. 
Ha  !  ha  !  is  not  he  a  ridiculous  charafter  ?  ^ 

WISELY. 
Yes  5  fomething  fingular  in  his  way, 

CARELESS. 
'  Poor  Sir  Philip  ! — A  pafiTion  for  dancing  when 
the  ufe  of  his  limbs  has  almoft  left  him. — I  am 
glad  we  have  got  rid  of  him. — Ha!  ha! — 'Sdeath, 
here  he  comes  again,  with  St.  Vitus  ftrong  upon 
him. 

Enter  Sir  PHILIP  FIGUREIN, 

Sik    PHILIP. 

[In  a  minuet  Jiep.]  1  forgot  to  tell  you.  Carer 
lefs,  I  forgot  to  tell  you,  [Jinks  gently  and  rifes\ 
and  you  too,  Mr-  Wifely,  I  forgcrt  to  tell  you 
both,  that  I  am  to  have  a  mafl^'d  ball  at  my  houfe 
t6- night.     [Hums  a  minuet,'] 

CARELESS. 

I  am  much  cblig'd  to  you.  Sir  Philip ;  but 
your  lady  has  been  before-hand  with  you,  and 
has  done  me.  the  honour  of  an  invitation." 

Sir 


BUT    HIS    OWN.  S9 

S  I  R    P  H  I  L  I  P. 
Has  (he?  burning  cut  his  toes."] — I'rccoIIcft 
now — fhe  told  me  fo — you  intend  to — la  loll 
loll — you  intend  to  come,  I  hope — ^la  loll  loll. 

CARELESS. 
By  all  means.  Sir  Philip;  I  (hall* wait  upon 
my  lady. 

S  I  R  P  H  I  L  I  P. 
[Advancing  in  a  vnnuet  ftfp  to  'Carelefs.']  We 
(hall  be  all  gaiety,  joy,  and  adivity  of  fpirit.— 
Mr.  Wifely,  [in  a  minuet  ftep  to  him\  I  fay,  Mr. 
Wifely,  [turns  out  his  toes^  Jinks  and  rifes'\  I  fiiy, 
1  hopej  Sir,  you  intend  us  the  honour. 

WISELY. 
I  am  afraid  I  can't  have  that  happinefs  ;  I  am 
bound  for  London,  Sir. 

Sir    PHILIP. 
,    Po  !  po  !  prithee,  man,  ftay  this  night;  be  in 
at  the  diverfions  with  yourfriends. 

WISELY. 
I  have  not  your  fpirits.  Sir  Philip ;  I  muft  beg 
to  be  excufed. — I  am  n6t  fo  yoiing  a  man  as  you 
arc 

SirPHILIP. 

Why,  conliderlng  all,  I  am  pretty  young : 
[throws  back  his  Jhoulders^  and  turns  out  his  tees.] 
All  owing  to  the  exercife  I  take.r— I  dance  thrw 
thoufand  miles  a  year. 

WISELY. 
So  much ! 

CARELESS. 
Ay,  and  niore.— Why  he  gpes  to  all  the  af* 
femblie^  wiri)in> thirty  miles  round  Londoia. 

Sir 
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Sir    PHILIP. 

« 

[Turning  bis  arms  in  and  out.]  Yes,  I  go  to 
all :  I  call  it  facrificing  to  the  graces.  Socrates 
the  philofopher  call'd  it  fo  before  me.  He  facri- 
fic*d  to  the  graces  at  threefcore. 

WISELY, 
I  (hould  like  to  have  feen  the  old  philofopher 
turning  out  his  toes. 

Sir  PHILIP. 
[Turns  out  bis  toes^  aud  bums  a  tuneS\  The  old 
philofopher,  Sir,  lov*d  the  elegant  arts.  And 
there  was  Scaliger,  a  roan  of  great  learning,  and 
an  eminent  critic — he  danc*d  a  Pyrrhic  dance — 
a  dance  well  known  to  the  ancients,  Mr.  Care- 
l^fs. — Scaliger,  Sir,  danc'd  a  Pyrrhic  dance,  to 
the  aftonifhment  of  all  Germany,  We  have  \\\% 
own  word  for  it. 

WISELY. 

And  well  they  might  be  aftonifhed ! 
Sir    PHILIP. 
V '  .Why  fo.  Sir  ?  why  fo  ? 

CARELESS. 

Very  true,  knight,  why  fo  ? — ^*Tis  a  noble  ex- 
crcife. 

Sir    P  H  I  L  I  P. 

Give  me  your  hand  for  that.  [Advances  to 
bim  in  a  minuet  fiep^  and  takes  bis  band  gracefully."] 
A  noble  excrcifc,  indeed  !  it  gives  the  graceful 

difplay  of  the  limbs— a  free  carriage — and  a 

[Jinks  and  rifes.]     Pray — pray,  Carclefsjp — ^pray 
(do  you  know  Mifs  Charlotte  Cherry  ? 

C  A  I^  E  L  E  S  S.    ' 

5he  is  the  youngeft  daughter,  is  not  (he  I 
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S  I  R    P  H  I  L  I  P. 

The  fame ;  turn*d  of  fourteen  years  ;  Juft 
now  in  her  fifteenth  •,  and  the  fweeteft  face, 
prettieft  feet,  and  the  fined  here — —the  fined 

cheft  i coming  forward coming  forward 

charmingly.  I  dancM  with  her  at  the  laft  aflfen^ 
bly  at  Sunning-hill. 

CARELESS. 
Well  done,  knight. 

Sir    P  H  I  L  I  P. 
Hey,  lads !  was  not  it  bold  to  undertake  her 
fo  young  ? — I  can  match  Hercules  for  labour  in 
a  country-dance.     I  began  the  minuets  with  my 

lady  Portfoken  : A  fine,  comely,  refponfible 

woman  is  my  lady  Portfoken — moves  a  minuec 
like  a  cathedral — Indeed  a  flight  accident  hap- 
pened to  me. 

CARELESS. 
Ay ;  what  was  that  ? 

Sir  PHILIP. 
Why,  Sir,  in  the  harmonious  movement  un- 
der the  great  branch  in  the  middle  of  the  room, 
an  unlucky  hook  took  a  fancy  to  my  wig— 1  lod 
the  honours  of  my  head.  Sir  -,  they  were  fufpendcd 
in  air,  and  I  mov*d  thro'  my  minuet,  quite  infen- 
fible  of  the  difafter. 

CARELESS. 

Ha  I  ha !  my  dear  knight,  an  unlucky  acci- 
dent. 

Sir    PHILIP. 

Oh,  no  ;  nothing — I  did  not  mind  it ;  a  few 
lampoons,  itrplgrams,  and  little  luteftring  verfes 
for  the  fummcr  feafon,  flew  about:    I  danced 

7  on 
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OD — they  could  not  put  me  out  of  time.  One 
of  the  fmart  fonneteers  of  the  place  cbarg'd  the 
accident  home  qpon  me  •,  and  in  pretty  Namby 
Pamby  caU*d  it  the  Rape  of  the  Lock.  The  feet 
of  his  verfc  might  be  very  good,  but  my  feet  were 
never  the  worfc,  I  laughed,  and  anfwer*d  him  out 
of  Horace,  Nu7ic  pede  libera  pulfauda  iellus, 

CARELESS. 
Admirable  !  an  excellent  repartee ! 

WISELY. 

So  it  was. — ~A  propos.  Sir  Philip,  I  ne- 
ver wifh'd  you  joy  upon  your  daughter's  mar- 
riage. 

Sir    PHILIP. 
You  do  me  honour,  my  dear  Sir,  you  do  mc 
honour. Poor  girl ! — heigh  ho  ! — ^poor  Har- 
riet ! She  did  not  live  long. 

WISELY. 
No  1  I  beg  your  pardon  for  mentioning — » — 

Sir  PHILIP. 
She  has  been  dead  thefe  three  months.  [Sinks 
andrifes.']  Yes,  Sir,  [goes  tobiminamnuetjiep'] 
my  poor  daughter  was  not  fond  of  exercife — Qic 
did  not  take  to  her  dancing — it  was  the  death  of 
her. 

WISELY. 

I  am  very  forry  for  it  •,  efpecially  as  it  feems  ta 
grieve  you  lo  much* 

Sir    PHILIP. 
Ay,  poor  girl !  [turning  eut  bistoesy  and  adju^- 
ing  his  arms]  Ihe  died  in  Wiltlhire. 

CARELESS. 
At  your  own  houfe,  I  fuppcfe. 
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Sir  PHILIP. 
No ;  that  houfe  was  fold  long  before^  to  the 
higheft  bidder,  before  a  matter  in  Chancery,  to 
pay  Jome  of  my  wife's  gaming  debts.  You 
know  fhe  is  addided  to  play.  [TurniKg  out  bis 
ioes.'\     It  is  the  worft  paflion  in  the  world. 

WISELY, 
You  had  a  beautiful  feat  there. 

S  I  R    P  H  I  L  I  P. 

Pleafantly  fituatcd.   Sir. ^You  were  near 

the  affembly  at  Sililbury,  the  aflcmbly  at  Win- 
thefterj  and  the  aflembly  at  Southampton. 

C  A  R  E  L  E  S  S. 
Ha!  ha!  that  was  convenient s  ha!  Wifely. 

WISELY. 

Ay,  ver^  convenient. 

S I  R    P  H  I  L  I  P. 

Yes ;  and  the  qfliate  was  much  improvM  of 
late :  For  my  fticnd  George  Martin,  of  South- 
ampton, who  is  a  very  facetious  companion,, 
and  tells  an  admirable  ftory,  has  built  a  fet  of 
rooms,  in  the  fweeteft  (ituation  imaginable. 

CARELESS. 
They  have  a  fine  country  about  there,  have  not 
they  ?  . 

Sir    PHILIP. 
I  have  (een  them  dance  thirty  couple. 

CARELESS. 
Ha !  ha !  and  did  not  it  grieve  you  to  leave  fo 
fwect  a  {)lacc  ? 

Sir    P  H  IL  I  P. 
No,  Sir;  nothing  grieves  me  i  I  dance  away 
iny  cares ;  I  have  no  head  for  thought  and  trou- 

F  ble, 
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ble,  and  calculation  and  accounts.  I  make  my 
career  as  brilliant  ,as  pofiible  ;  and  whenever 
any  thing  begins  in  the  lead  to  chagrin  me, 
I  then  go  to  an  aflfembly,  and  facrifice  to-  the 
graces. 

CARELESS. 

Well,  I  challenge  the  world  for  fuch^another 
pliilofophcr. 

Sir    PHILIP. 

I  call  myfclf  a  peripatetic  philofopber. — 1  go 
about  for  the  fcrenity  of  my  mind.—; — I  had  a 
letter  yefterday  from  my  attorney  to  meet  hinu 
on  Monday  next,  at  the  Mitre  tavern  in  Fleet- 
ftrcet>  in  order  to  fign  deeds  of  leafe  and  releafe 
for  a  fmatl  eftatc  in  Berkfhire,  a  little  out  at  el- 
bows ;  but  I  have  appointed  him  to  meet  me  at 
the  Long  Room  at  Hampftead. 

C  A  RE  L  E  S  S- 

,Why  there  ?  that's  an  odd  place. 

SirPHILIP. 

The  beft  in  the  world ;  becaufe,  when  the  bu- 
fincfs  IS  finifhed,  I  can  then  go  and  give  right 
hand  and  left  at  the  aflembly. 

WISELY. 

But  I  am  fbrry  your  eftates  are  dancing  away 
in  this  manner.-: — »-It  will  be  a  little  hard  uport 
your  children.-:^ And  then  there's  your  daugh- 
ter ;  fhe*s  a  very  fine  girl. 

SirPHILIP. 
She  lives  wi:h  her  aunt  Scatterbrain. 

^      W  I  S  E  L  Y. 
Where  is  your  cldcft  fon  ? 

Sift 
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Sir    PHILIP. 
Reduc'd  upon  half-pay. 

WISELY. 
And  your  ficond  fon  ? 

S  I  R    P  H  I  L  I  P- 
Gone  a  clerk  to  the  Eaft  Lndics. 

WISELY. 
And  my  little  favourite,  your  third  boy  ? 

Sir    PHILIP. 

At  fchool  at  Stcc^bridge. — ^He'll  be  a  fcho- 

Jart 

CARELESS. 

Five  la  dance !  Sir  Philip. 

Sir    PHILIP- 

Ay,  Sir,  Five  la  dance. Well,  you'll  be  at 

the  ball  to-night. Wifely,  I  am  forry  we  are 

to  lofe  you. — [Moves  in  a  minuet  ftep  to  Carelefs.J 

Carelefs,  youwon*t  fail. Nun,c  fede  Kbero pul- 

fandatellus. La  loll  loll. 

[Exit  in  a  minuet  Jlep. 

CARELESS  and  WISELY- 

Ha!  ha!  ha! 

CARELESS. 

Was  ever  fo  ridiculous  a  fcUov/  ? — ^No  care,  no 
management,  no  attention. — I  wi{h  he  had  a  lit^ 
tie  of  my  prudence  to  mind  the  main  chance  % 
h  7,  Wifely! 

WISELY. 
Your  prudence  would  be  of  Angular  ufe  to  him 
jnd(ed. 

CARELESS. 

My  dear  friend,  adieu !  not  a  word  of^  Hor- 
tenfiaj  nor  of  my  lady  Figurein, 

Fa  WISELY. 
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WISELY, 
Oh,  my  dear  Carelefs 

CARELESS, 
ril  let  you  know  by  a  line  how  I  fucceed  with 
^hcm  both. Adieu  !  , 

Now  for  the  fchemcs  on  which  wc^e  both  in-- 

tent : 
I  for  the  widow's  charms.  L^^^'^* 

WISELY. 

I  to  prevent.    [ExU^ 
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finier  WISELY  and  BRAZEN, 

WISELY. 

NO,   Brazen,  I  ihan't  }eave  Windfor  t(H 
day. 

BRAZEN. 

J^o,  your  honour ! 

W  I  6  £  L  Y. 
No ;  I  have  bufinefs  upon  my  hands  of  the 
higheft  importance.— Look  ye.  Brazen,  1  ha^ 
ever  found  you  trufty  aqtd  hpn^ft.   . 

B  R  A  ^  E  N. 
Why  truly,  without  vanity,  I  may  fay,  you 
^ave  no  reafon  to  complain. 

WISELY. 

No  fpeeches,  Brazea. 1  will  now  repofe  a 

confidence  in  you. ^I  have  found  out  my  ri^^ 

BRAZEN. 

So  much  the  better.  Sir : 1  love  an  a6tiTe 

campaign ; — order  me  upon  any  attempt  \  I  am 
ready  to  s^noy  the  enenly.^*-<Who  is  he  ? 

W  I  S  E  L  Y. 

parelefs. 

•  B  RA- 
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BRAZEN. 

What,  the  genileman  I  heard  you  fpeak  of  (b 

often  ? 

.    V/  I  S  E  L  Y. 

The  fame, 

BRAZEN. 
Joy,  Sir,  joy ^I  give  you  joy ^viftory  i$ 

ours. 

WISELY. 

Why,  yes,  I  think  I  am  a  bad  general,  and 
you  a  bad  officer,  if  we  don't  defeat  him. 

BRAZEN.. 

I  faw  him  as  he  walk*d  down  ftreet  ycfterday 
evening.— Comely,  well-proportion'd,  and  haud-^ 
fome,  I  think. 

WISELY. 
Slave!  villain!     [Collars  bim.} 

•   BRAZEN. 
For  heaven's  fake,  don't  ftrangle  me! 

WISELY. 
Puppy  I  rafcal !  he  handfome ! 

BRAZEN. 
Th^i  is,  Sir — if  you  will  but  prefs  more  ttti'^ 
dcrly  on  my  windpipe— that  is  to  fay.  Sir — not 
quite  fo  hard — the  gentleman  feems.  at  a  dis- 
tance*— ^a.litde  too  tight  ftill.  Sir — but  when  you 
come  nearer — a  little  loofer — that  will  do — 
enough  of  all  confcience— — when  you  arc  near 
him,  Sir,  he  looks  quite  another  thing,  and  vpry 
ufipromiiing* 

WIS^iE  L  Y. 
Whit  aim  I  doing  ?. the  rage  of  jealoufy — ^ 

[lets  him  go.]         .  '  ' 

2  B  R  A- 
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BRAZEN. 
Dear  heart,  helH^e  nothing  in  our  hands. 

WISELY. 
How  could  (he  prefer  that  vain,  imprudent — 
Have  you  no  plan,  rafcal,.  to  counterplot  this 
happy  rival  ? 

BRAZEN. 

Only  refleft  upon  what  you  cxpeft  of  me : — 
To  Itop  the  courfe  of  a  river,  or  a  bird  in  the  air, 
or  a  lawyer  at  Weftminfter,  or  thunder  and 
lightning,  or  a  poet  repeating  his  own  verfes,  or 
a  critic  abuHng  them,  or — in  ihort.  Sir,  any  of 
thefe  things  is  eafier  than  to  filence  a  coxcomb  of 
wit  and  parts. 

WISELY. 
Of  wit  and  parts,  lirrah  ! 

BRAZEN. 
Of  no  parts a  coxcomb  of  no  parts. 

WISELY. 

Leave  prating,   and  propofe  Ibmethin^  di- 
rcaiy. 

B  R  A  ZEN. 
With  fubmiflion,  I  am  but  a  poor  ingenious 
good  clever  kind  of  fellow,  who  pmend  to  little 
more  than  a  tolerable  fhare  of  mothcr-fcnfe,  to 
obey  the  happier  talents  of  my  mafter. 

WISELY. 
Oh,  Hortenfia !  to  give  him  this  tender  to- 
ken— your  own  pidure  in  a  fnufF-box  here. 

And  then  to  fend  me  this  cruel  letter  of  difmif- 
fion  !  llieads.]  "  To  encourage  your  addrcffcs 
"  any  longer  would  be  the  fign  of  a  vain  and 
ff  ungenerous  way  of  thinking.'*    Diflraftion  ! 

[Reads.^ 


\ 
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[/^d^.]     "  Never  call  bie^^ yours.     Hortenfia/' 
— ir^What  can  be  done  ? — — There V  one  bold 

ftroke  left: Brazen,  I  muft  depend  upon 

your  execution  of  a  bright  projeft ^  conceived  thi^ 
ihftant* 

BRA  Z  E  N.    • 
I  wait  but  your  commanfls,,  Sir. 

W  I  SE  L  Y. 
I  knQW  you  faithful  and  dextrous.— ^Youf 
have  not  been  long  enough  at  Windfor  to  be 

koown  by  any  body. Hey  !  is  not  that  Hor^' 

tcnfia  yonder,  walking  this  way,  arm  in  arni 

with  Lucinda? rU  found  a  retreat,    like 

a  prudent  general,   and  fend  you  to  fkirmim. 
with  the  enemy,  Brazen^ This  way ^fol- 
low me, 

B  R  A  Z  EN. 

And  PU  bring  on  a  general  atftionV  I  warrant 
toe.  [Exemt^- 

Enter  LUCINDA  and  HORTENSIA. 

LUCINDA, 
My  dear  Hortenfia,  that  is  carrying  it  too  far 
-^ypu  grow  wf^tio us— there  is  no  harm  in  a  lit- 
tle raillery,  fui^c. 

HORTENSIA. 

But  won't  you  allow  me  to  be  deeper  fn  my 
6wn  fccrets  than  any  body  elfe  ? 

LUCINDA. 
No,  by  no  means ;  we  are  all  very  ingeniods' 
m  deceiving  ourfelves :  QurpaiRons  we^r  fo  ma- 
ny cunning  difguifcs,  we  hairdly  know  them.— ^ 
Spleen  fiiall  pa^  for  wit^  avarice  for  oeconomy  ;> 

and^ 
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and  the  love  of  a  man  (hall  often  be  thought  a 
mere  female  vanity,  in  hearing  the  praifes  of  a 
(hape  or  a  feature.  ' 

H  O  R  T  E  N  S  I  A. 
So  that  if  1  fuflFcr  a  civil  thing  from  a  pretty 
fellow,  the  pleafure  I  find  from  the  compli- 
ment makes  a  quick  tranfition  to  a  liking  of  the 
man. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 
Inftantly,  ahd  almoft  imperceptibly  to  pur- 
ielveSi  And  when  we  think  we  are  pvitting  him 
off,  with  our  arts  of  cold  delay,  it  is  at  the  bot^ 
com  but  niere  coquetry,  to  draw  him  on  the 
more.  Like  playing  with  edge  tools,  till  we  cue 
ourfelves* 

HORTENSIA* 
Still  I  am  not  wounded. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

ril  lay  you  a  pOt  of  coffee  you  are  married  be^ 
fore  me. 

H  O  It  T  E  N  S  I  A. 

iTou'U  lofe. — ^There  is  nothing  in  my  cbndudfc 

that  can 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A- 

I  beg  your  pardon : =-There  is  in  you  fe- 

rious  people  a  fedate  love  of  pleafure  that  we 
giddy  creatures  never  come  up  tO;  We  receivfc 
flight  imprefllons,  and  flight  imprefiions  chatter  ' 
away,  and  evaporate  in  the  whirl  of  our  fancy. 
Now  you  demure  ones  dwell  upon  what  gainis 
accefs  to  your  hearts )  and  then  your  thought9 
are  like  what  they  tell  me  of  white  powder :— « 
They  make  ^no  noife,  but  are  full  of  n\\C^ 
%chieh 

G  ti  O  R- 
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HORTENSIA. 

This  is  very  ftrange. But  let  me  aflure 

you,  I  have  not  fo%ot  my  poor  deceas'd  huf- 
band. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A, 
Ay ;  but  that  tender  melancholy  will  fo  dif* 

{)ore  your  mind  to  receive  the  kindred  pafTioo  of 
ove,  that  I  fliould  not  wonder  if in  Qiort,^ 

grief  is  very  amorous  nay  dear. 

HORTENSIA. 
Mighty  fine  !■■  ■    But  the  man  who  makes  me 
facrifice  my  liberty  mult  have  ao  extraordinary 
merit. 

L  U  C  I  N  t>  A* 

There  again  now  ! Another  of  the  ma(^ 

querade  habits  our  paflions  wear :- — ^WhVn  you 
are  in  love  with  a  man's  perfon^  you  fancy  it  is 
a  rcfin*d  efteem  for  bis  merit.— —-Oh,  Horten- 
(ia  !  under  that  illufion  the  heart  of  a  woman  will 

foften  and  melt  prodigioufly. Do  you  think 

it  poQlble  to  h^v^  a  lading  efteem  for  a  man^ 
merely  on  the  fcore  of  his  merit  ? 

HORTENSIA. 
Surely ;  is  not  it  natural  to  love  virtue  ? 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 
Why^  to  fp^ak  a  plain  truth,  which  I  would 
not  have  a  nun  hear .  from  me  for  the  worlds 
whims,  paflions,  and  defires,  are  the  ground- 
works of  our  minds  \  and  virtue,  I  am  afraid,  is 
but  in  laid. 

HORTENSIA- 
O  fy,  Lucinda  \ 

LUCINDA.*  ^ 

O  fy,  hypocrite ! 

H  O  R- 
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H  O  R  T  E  N  SI  A.  T 

Pray  now  let  me  a(k  you,  Have  you  no  cfteeqa. 
for  Mr.  Carelefs  ?  ^ 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A.         '    . 
.    A  prc^osl  I  forgot  ta  lett  yoa~-^wi?ll,  I 

adoBC:  my  cafe  on  this  occafion  !-* Sure  every 

thing  is  at  an  end  between  me  and  chat  gentle-, 
man.  ^    . 

H  O  Ji  T  E  N  8  I:A. 
.You. amaze  mc! — ^Was  not  the  wcdditig-<Jajf 

LU  G  IN  D  A.        • 

-^  Yes ;  I  \va8  under  fentcnCe  of  riiatrrmony  :-^ 
but  he  has  fent  me  a  reprieve. 

H  O  R  T  E  N  S  I  A. 

4      4  , 

.  Can  it  be  poffible  ? 

L  U  C  I  N  P  A. 

He  u  going -to  be  marridd  to  anothen- 

HO  R  T  E  N  S  I  A. 

You  aftonifti  me! -She  do^s  not' fufpefl: 

mc»  \^Afide.\ Going  to  be  married  to  ano- 
ther!— No  woman  of  delicacy  would  hearken  to 
him,  confidering  how  far  matters  have  been  car- 
ried with  you. 

» 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 
Why,  if  there  is  any  Wy  really  fmltten,  the 
difpute  between,  her  love  and  her  delicacy  will 
not  laft  long.-^— Delicacy  may  talk  of  nice  points 
oiF  honour  %  but  that  will  only  reach  the  head : 
While  every  fyllable  from  that  little  urchm 
Love  will  niake  its  way  diredly  to  the  heart ; 
and  while  Delicacy  \%  reading  Ie£tiir^5,  Love 
will  perfuade,  and  fo  the  bufinefs  is  ovcr^i  ''^. 

G  2  But 
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Silt  pray,  my  dear,  had  not  you  heard  this  be« 
lore? 

HORTENSIA. 

I,  my  dear  ?— I  hope  he  has  not  divulg'd  any 

thing.     [ifid0.\ How  can  you  afk  fuch  a 

qucftion  ? ^I  am  not  in  a  courfc  of  town^ 

talk. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

Why,  I  don't  know — one  is  always  laying  one 
filly  thing  or  another, — r-Lct*s  change  the 
fubjeft;  the  man  is  not  worth  a  moment^s 
thought:  his  indifcretion  is  the  fmalleft  of  his 
£iults«r-— My  reft  (han't  fuffer  a  fingle  wink  for 

hiflA* 

HORTPJfSIA. 

That's  right,  Lucinda ;  give  me  your  h^nd, 
and  take  my  advice : — If  the  falfc  man  deferts 
you,  Ihew  yourfclf  a  girl  of  ipirit  on  the  occa- 
fion. — r— The  wretch  is  not  worth  a  fingle  fmilc 
from  any  of  our  fcx  j — -an  idle,  vain  boafter  ! — . 
to  truft  him  is  uking  up  water  with  a  fievc. — ^ 
So  refolve  at  once  to  look  down  with  fcorn  both 
on  him,  and  the  vain  beauty  that  prides  hcr- 

felf  in  the  conqucft : Wi(h  her  joy  of  her 

bargain,   my  dear,   and  think  no  more  about 
him. 

Enter  BRAZEN,  in  a  livfry. 

BRAZEN. 
'    Madam  Horteqfia,   my  matter  prefents  hh 
compliments 

HORTENSIA. 

Carelefs's  livery  !     i4^e.} ^Who  is  your 

rnafter  ? 

B  R  A^ 
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BRAZEN. 
Mr.  Carelcfs. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 
Mr.  Careleii ! 

BRAZEN. 

My  mailer  fends  you  word.  Ma'am,  that  h^ 
has  changed  his  mind. — ^Upon  confulting  his 
hearc,  he  finda  his  inclinations  fix'd  elfcwhcrc--^ 
cpo*  ma^am  I^^ucinda,  this  lady  here. — ^I  en- 
deavoured. Ma'am,  to  foften  his  hard  heart  :— 
"  Won't  you  Jtionfider,  Sir,  that  Hortenfia — ** 
*'  Hold  your  .tongue,  you  rafcal — do  as  I  bid 
**  you  i"  and  fo  off  he  bru(hed,  to  the  tune  of  aa 
old  fong,  [^ngs]  "  One  kils  of  a  maid's  worth 
**  two  of  a  widow." 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

Ho !  ho  !  ho! "This  is  worth  all  the  difco- 

veries  of  all  the  philofophers  for  a  thoufand  years. 

f This  is  the  moft  whimfical  accident. 

Ha!  ha!  . 

HORTENSIA. 

Fpol  that  I  was  !  [-^J^.]— Who  bribed  you, 
jBir,  to  be  guilty  of  thi$  cudenefs  ? — Lucinda,  i 
?flure  you , 

LUCINDA. 

My  dear  Hortenfia Ho!  ho!  hoi 

HORTENSIA. 

Nay,  if  you  won't  give  me  leave  to  fpeak-^ 
9egone !  fellow,  this  moment !  I  know  nothing 
pf  your  m^ften 
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Ly  CJN  DA. 
Well,  1  forgive  him  all : — chl^  is  a  moft  charm^ 

ing  bufincfs. And  fo,  Hortenfia,  yoa  are  the 

happy  lady '.  '    * 

H  O  R  T  E  N  S  I  A. 

I  aflure  you,  I|la*ainr-— Go  about  your  bufi^ 
ncfs^  Sin  - 

BRAZEN. 

'TU  very  weU  ;  boc  before  ]  go^  permit  me 
to  Kturn  this  fAuffbov,  wich  your  ptdurc  in 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 
So,  £oy  f^  I  prefents  have  paffed  too. 

BRAZEN. 
•«  Here,  carry  her  back  her  fnuff-box,"  fay5 
he,  *'  and  as  I  have  damag'd  it  a  little,  if  flic  will 
"  get  it  mended,  ril  pay  for  it.'* 

LUCINDA. 
Hoi  ho!  ho !— I  (hall  die,  I  (hall  die, 

HORTENSIA. 

Vexation ! — this  abfurd  man  ! 

BRAZEN. 
''    Any  commands  for  my  matter,  madam  ? 

H  O  R  T  E  N  S  I  A. 
Let  me  hear  no  more  of  youtinfolence,  Sir, 

BRAZEN. 

What  (hall  I  irf  to  poor  Mr.  Carelefs  ? no 

parting  pang  ?  no  kind  adieu  ?' 

H  OR  T  E  N  S  I  A. 
Tell  him  he's  a  villain  !  a  petfidiQus  wretch ! 
a  monfter  of  ingratitude  !  -      - 

r    .    3  ?  R  A. 
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BRA  Z"E  N. 
Ay,  I  know  him  wcH : — hc*5  afl  that,  and 

worfe. Well  done.    Brazen  !   this  ^iH  do 

rarely.  [Exit. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

My  dear  Madam,  yoo'll  excufe  me ;--— but 
if  my  life  depended  upon  it,  I  can't  help  laugh* 

ing. 

HORTENSIA. 
You  need  not  triumphs  on  the  occafion:  You 
are  welcome  to  the  gentleman. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

No  doubt. — The  man  that  infinuates  himfclf 
into  your  good  graces  muft  h^ve  an  excraordinary 
merit* 

HORTENSIA- 
Mighty  well ! — ^If  you  muft  run  on— ~. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

Befides^  you  have  not  as  yet  forgot  your  ppbt 
deceased  husband. 

HORTENSIA. 
This  raillery  is  unfeafonable,  madam. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

Well  now,  do  you  know,  that  I  was  weak 
enough  to  fuppofe,  that  no  woman  of  delicacy^ 
[Jiifles  a  laugb]  confidering  how  far  things  had 
been  carried  with  m^— -^[/ji(fij  outl^ 

HORTENSIAi 

Oh,  fliacoe.  I  ihame !  All  my  ill  flars  com^ 
bia*d ^ 

•LB* 
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L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

Comes  cpmr,  give  me  your  hand,  HorteifHa^ 
\f  the  falie  liian  deferts  you,  (hew  yourfelf  a  wo« 
man  of  fpirit  on  the  occafion. 

HORTENSIA. 
Oh,  infupportable !  [ireaks  awaj^.'] 

L  U  C  i  N  D  A. 

[FollovDtng  her.']  To  truft  him  is  taking  up  wa-» 
ter  with  a  fieve ;  and  fo  look  down  with  fcorn  on 
him,  and  the  vain  beauty— Ho !  ho !  [laugbf 
beattily.'] 

HORTENSIA- 

I  Iha'n't  ftay  to  be  infulted.  [Exit. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 
And  has  your  ^neas  left  you  ?  [looking  after 
her]  poor  difconfolatb  Dido  !— Oh  !  I  fliall  ex- 
pire with  laughing,— *— Well,  I  feel  my  heart 
much  lighter. — ^Certainly  revenge  is  the  ruling 
paflTion  of  the  female  breaft ;  it  is  the  fccond 

paflion  at  leaft. ^ut  ftay,  ftay,  ftay — what's 

to  be  done  ? — Shall  I,  to  complete  my  triumph*, 
marry  Carelefs  ? — ^Why,  Revenge  fays  fo — but 
Love  flily  whifpers,  have  not  you  a  fccrct  ten- 
dre  for  Mr.  Bellfiekl  ?— I  don't  know  what  to 
fay  to  that— let  me  examine  myfclf  on  that  head: 
— How  fay  you,  my  heart  ?  [laying  her  hand  en 
her  ioforn]  you  Ihall  true  anfwer  make  to  all  fuch 

queftions  as  ftiall  be  alked  you  : The  traitor 

owns  its  various  flutterings. ^Eyes,  how  fay 

you,  do  you  know  Mr.  Bdlfield  ?-- — We  -have 
ften  the  gentleman. But  is  that  all?  remem- 
ber you're  upon  oath  :  Have  not  you  indulg'd 

in  many  a  ftolen  glance  ? Soft  feducers,  they 

o^a  it  all. — —Lips,  what  do  you  know  of  this 

matter  i 
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matter  ? Why,  the   gentleman  has  rudely 

forc'd  a  kifs,—'— Rudely!  come,  don't  equivo- 
cate :  Did  not  you  think  it  civilly  dphe  ?  And 
when  you  uttered  words  of  reproach,  were  ye 

not  pleafed  with  the  touch  of  his  ? Guilty. 

They  plead  guilty.     What  fay  my  hands  i 

When  he  has  drawn  a.  glove  on  you,  [looking 
at  one  band]  .or  gently  clafped  you  [looking  at 
the  other]  to  lead  me. to  my  chair — ^Ah  !  thofe 

tremblings  were  the  anxieties  of  love. ^Ears, 

;Oh !  they  were  pleasM  with  the  accents  of 

his  flattery. — . — I  muft  call  no  more  witijefles, 
for  fear  every  circumftance  fhould  plead  againft 
me.-^— — But  what  refolution  muft  1  come  to?— ^ 
Hortenfia  will  be  fo  piqu'd  fhould  I  marry  Care- 
lefs — ^and  fo  will  Carelcfs  (hould  I  marry  Bell- 
field One  match  has  been  talked  of — ^fo  has 

t*ofhcr i  have  coquetted  on  this  fide — fo  \ 

have  on  that.-^ — ^I'm  in  a  fine  condition  : — Re- 
venge andLiOve  have  got  poor  weak  woman's  will 
between  them,  and  tifey  beat  it  about  like  a 
fiiuttlecock — to  and  fro— ^  backwards  and  for-, 
wards — tick-tack,  tick-tack — and  on  which  CdQ: 
it  will  fall.  Fate  only  knows. 

Enter    BELLFIELD. 

BELLFIELD.. 
My  dear  Lucinda 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A^ 
Plha !  why  did  not  he  ftay  till  the  game  was 
out  ? — I  don't  know  what  to  fay  to  the  wretch. 
Well,  have  you  buried  him  ? 

BELLFIELD. 
lam  glad  to  fee  you  in  a  bannering  vein. 
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L  U  C  I  N  D  A, 

Why,  is   not  he  dead  ? O  fy  !    to  let  4 

inan   breathe    a    moment    under  my  difplca- 
furr !  •     .     •    • 

B  E  L  L  F  I  £  L  p. 
Madam,  before  this  day  clofes 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 
But  I  have  chang*d  my  mind — I  give  him  his 
wretched  life  i — let  him  drag  a  miferable  being 
in  torment.  •  ,* 

BELLFIELD. 

And  muft  I  too  \year  out  a  life  in  torment  I 
' Come,   come,   pronounce  one  favourable 

yord. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A- 
Why,  you  qnlucky  thing,  what  brought  you 

fo  unfeafonably .? You  broke  off  a  violenc  4e- 

^ate  about  yourfelf. 

BELLFIELD. 

About  me  ? 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

Yes ;  my  he^d  and  my  heart  were  at  open 
war  about  you.  But  you  would  not  ftay  to  lee 
them  fight  it  out.-^ — ^Well,  1*41  retire  toTolitude, 
and  let  them  go  to  cuffs  again-,  and  fb  now 
you'll  give  yourfelf  up  to  melancholy  and  pcc- 
viftinels. .  And  my  charadier,  I  dare  fay,  will  be 
cruelly  tprn  to  pieces. 

BELLFIELD. 

Madam,  your  charadier 

LU- 
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L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

Is  a  ftrange  one.— I  know  that's  what  yw'Il 

fay— Or,  perhaps,  A  few  fcraps  and  ends  ot 

veVfe : 

«  Moft  wonten  have  no  character  at  all." 

'  B  E  i.  L  F  I  E  L  D. 
Po!  po!  can't  you  reftrain  one  moment  ? 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 
*«  Matter  tod  foft  a  lafting  mark  to  bear, — ""l 
BELLFIELD. 

'Sdeath !  this  is  all 

LUC  I  N  D  A. 
««  And  beft  diftinguifli'd  by  black,  brown,  and 
fair." 

BELLFIELD- 
Nay,  prithee,  how  can  you  rack  me  thus  l— 
This  is  all  wildnefs,   all  extravagance  of  f^n 

rit. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A.      , 

Well'  well!  my  fpirits,  as  the  heyday  of 
youth  wears  away,  will  be  duely  reftrain'd,  as 
flowers    cohtraft    thcmfelves    at    the    fetting- 

iun. 

BELLFIELD. 

If  you  go  on  thus,  your  follies  will  encreafe 
with  your  years,  and  ftiew  more  ftrikingly  as  you-r 
beauty  declines,  as  Oiadows  lengthen  with  the 
fetting-fun. 

H2  LU- 
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L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

Satyrical  Bellfield ! Eot  you  fhould  not 

have  laid  chat  to  my  face : *You  might  have 

ftaid  till  my  back  was  turo'd,  to  fpare  my 
bluflies. Well,  I  am  gooe. Think  fa- 
vourably of  mc.<— Ha !  ha ! — Poor  Bellfield  ! 

[Exit. 

BELLFIELD- 
Think  favourably  ! — I  (hall  tliink  no  more  of 
you.: — ^You  may  as  well  fix  quickfilver  as  a 
woman's  mind. — ^Ic  takes  a  thoufand  (hapes  to 

elude  you. Carclefs  has  fixM  her  though:— 

Chilenge  him,  and  perhaps — the  thing  does  not 
admit  a  moment's  delay.  L^-^^- 

Re-enitr    LUC  IN  DA. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

This  is  charming  ! Cardcfs  comes  this 

way,  as  I  could  wiih  :--T-His  behaviouf  will  de- 
cide my  doubts. — —How  (hall  I  aft  ? — Oh !  a 
girl  of  fpirit  need  never  think  how  to  manage  a 

man. 

En^er    CARELESS. 

C  A  R  E  L  E  S  a> 

.  Lucinda,  without  her  train  of  beaus  flutter- 
ing about  her! How  has   this    happened, 

pray  ? 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

*  • 

Why,    you    frighten   them   all  away    from 
me  y  and  you  know,  though  fruit  be  ever  fo 

fine. 


/ 
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/ 

fine,  if  a  fcarc-cfovf  iS'ntaf,  Aei^irds  won't  nib- 
ble, ■.;••.".•       -.;   ;^  :   '•    •     * 
<  •    :                •-     C'A-H^EX  E  S.  S,.^  ^ 

feddifid!  t&e  iitertift  oF  tlic  fab.  : '  ; 

L  U  CIND  A. 
Scandalous  wretch  \ 

A  lover  witKi)i:oa.b«sja3r.bQd  a  time  as  a  poor 
anjtnai  in  a.  phjlpfojjif r's  air .pvTO;pt.:r-^Whea  ' 
yout  falfe  rcnnenient?'  are,,  tbp. 'tftin  lor  nirii  to 
fubfift  upon,  they  are  rendrerd'Tomewliat  nioV6' 
fubftantial  by  lifting  in  i  litiW  air  of  common- 
ferift)  chat  ydu  may  havd  the.pf^af^ji^f?  of  rartfy* 
ing  all  away  again  \  and  fo  leave  a  poor  deluded 
fellow  panting  for Jii&exiftence^ 

Why,  LliketQ  try  experiments  upon  ^em--rr 
But,  Mr.  Carelefs,  you  tried  the  moft  adtjiirgr 
ble  experiment  to-day  th^t  ever  yet  was  thoiJght 
of— — Hal  ha!^I  mut|;  tau^h  with  you,  tho' 
you  don't  deftfrVd  it. -i— Never  ii^aS  tfny  thJtig  fo 
charming. 

GARBLE  S.S.'     .     ,.. 
Another  of  jour  wild  flidhts  now — why,  you 
mount  like  a  pheafant— wnur  1   '  , 

J.UCINDA.   ' 

And  do  you  vainly  hope  to  bring  me  dpwn  ?   ^ 

..C  Ak'Ei.  E,j5.S,   '.   '•     ^.     _ 

The  gun  of  wit  may  reacH  you.- — Tafee 
care. 

L  U- 
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LUCINDA. 

But  the  laws  of  Parnaflus  for  the  prefenra- 
cioa  of  the  game  dod't.  JHom  Tuch  as  yoa  to 
Iboot  flying. — —But  I  muft  tell  you  how  it  was 

Ho !  ho ! i  enjpy'd  bcr  diftrefi  beyond 

meafure.  .        , 

CARELESS. 

•  ••  -  ^ 

I  am  peifeftly  in  a  wood  here« 

Lire  IN  DA. 

Your  iervaftt  play'd  his  part  admirably^  and  fhe 
fo  bic  her  Cps  wjth  veitatiod. 

CARELESS.- 

Whac  the  deuce  has '  fhe  taken  ioto  her 
head  ?  .  •  -      '      •     •;  - 

L  L+  C  1 1*  t)  A. 

«*  Tell  him  he*s  a  vAhuh\"  fays  fhe,  "  i 
<<  perfidious  wretch  I  a  !tnonfter  of  iograti- 
•«   tude!" 

CARELESS. 
Uoriddle,  pray;  what  is  all  this  ? 

LUCINDA. 
"Why,  don't  you  know  ?  -    -    ■ 

C  A  R  EL  ES  S.  " 
NotI,  truly. 

LUCINDA. 
Oh  I  you  have  chang'd  youf  mind  perhaps  i 
Or,  have  ybu  feen-her  Jioce,  and  made  it 


^q>? 


-  »  •     .  « 
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CARELESS. 

May  I  never  have  the  fan  of  an  incehsMbeauiy 
I'aifed  to  my  throat,'^  if  i  onderltand  one  word  of 
the  matter. 


•»  •• 


L  U  C  I  N  D  A, 

ph,  yery  well,  Sir. — ;— I  could  almoft:  have 
found  in  my  heart  to  fmile  upon  you : — -;-But, 
go  on  ; — diffemble,  do  :  ■  Mr.  Bellfield  may 
.  fare  the  bpttcr  for  your  behaviour^  I  protnifc 
you, 
r  CARELESS. 

Oh,  Ma'am,  as  to  that Ha  !  ha ! 

L.U  C  I  N  D  A. 

Pretend  to  laugh  too! But  no  womian  will 

fpeak  to  you  at  the  rare  you  go  on. 

CARELESS. 

Ha!  ha!— —You  are  very  diverting  I— —I 
could  tell  you,  perhaps,  of  a  much-envied  lady, 

'jyho ^ha  \  ha  I— ^ — ^whp  fee$  me  ma  favoura* 

blc  light. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

Impoffible  !  — ^ —  You  will  be  delpis'd,   re- 
jcfted. 

CARELESS. 

\Laughing  conceiudfy.^  Well,  well,  TU  tell  you 
who  the  lady  is,  and  then  you  fhall  ji;dge  wJie- 


Ent$f 
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•c^    ^  iJlilP.  HOftTENSIAi  »<J 
^^  BLU-JStX. 

Sii    PHILIP. 
.,  .-r      ;j^    J  santfl  jJrfy-l       Carciefs,   -wcU  met 
'^"*      "       ^  iirigda,  my  fair  partner,   my  lovelj 
^^_t^x^tljES  lo  a  country  .<iancc  ! 
L  U  G  I   N   D  A. 

.,^p.3_„s  in  fFiria,  Sir  Philip. Now  let  us  • 

■  KQ.Qa-    my  geailemon   aasl  .^le  widow  will  be- 

HORXENSIA. 
-,         ^as   been   fiirting    with    ihat    coquette,  I 

CARELESS. 
1  mvi'.^  o<^  pretend  :o  know  Horterjia.— ^he's 
^,0   ibc  dilcrt«l  plan,    1  lea.       l4/ub.i    . 

Tb*^  aon'i  tike    notice  of  one  another  : 

luc  1'"  embirrafs  ihem  both.    [.,^Jt  ] Oh  1 

JI1-.  Blunt,  I  am  fo  lucky  that  you  and  thiscom- 

^.j,  V  camp  '?j'°>'  f^l'sf Your  frie nd Cardeli 

IS.    lo  peftt-d  tne  with  hss  fuUome  flattery,  and     . 
is    tender  pain    and  his  pleafing  anguilh.  andaU 
3^    nonle=:e  ol  love^ »      ^         . 

CARELESS 
^i^^iZ  dl^Iren."  tCr„^^'"■°°  '■=^'"'"^"?  *"'? 

LUCINIiA 
Oh.    you  hideous  man  1    H„             j 
,„„enlia.  f.ch  a  fcene  y.tV^'^.''^^  «' 

HOR- 
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HORTENSlA. 
I  dare  fay,  Ma*am,  [fencing  a  laugh]  it  wa3 
iit  once  both  very  acceptable,  and  very  ridicu- 
lous. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

The  wretch  was  down  on  his  knees  to  me^' 
heart-broken,  fighing,  trembling,  tears  ifi.his 
eyfes,  venting  a  tboufand  proteftations  that  he 
loved  me,  and  only  me. 

CARELESS. 
Nay,  now,  Lucinda,  you  wrcog  me. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A.  * 

Wrong  you !  why  arc  you  a{ham*d  of  your 
pafljon  for  a  fine  woman  ? 

S  I  R    P  H  I  L  I  P. 

Refufe  to  be  his  partner  at  Sunning- hill  n^xc 
Monday-night  for  that. 

LUCINDA. 

So  I  will,  Sir  Philip — you  and  I  will  dance.-— 
He  aftually  vowM,  Hortenfia,  that  there  is  a 
certain  lady  who  pines  and  languiihes  ibr  him  : 
Biit,: 

*  ^  Death's  life  with  me,  without  me  death  tgi 
live."  • 

HORTENSlA. 

Falfe,  perfidious  man !     [■4^<'] 

CARELESS;  .     . 

Naf,  now,  this  is  carrying  the  jeft  too 
far,  .  -  .  . 
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L  U  C  I  J^  D  At 

.Then  I  rffign  you 1  here  girc  you  up  to 

any  lady  diat  picafcs.— -What  fay  you,  Ma- 
dam ?  • ' 

H  O  R  T  E  N  S  I  A. 

/  You  are  much  worthier  of  the  gendeman,  and 
lo  pray  keep  him. 

'  CARELESS. 

Difcreetly  anfwered. — She  won'c  give  theleaft- 
hint.     [J/ide  to  Bkint.] 

S  1  R    P  H  I  L  I  P. 

For  th?t  matter,  I  think  ye  both,  Ladies, 
highly  worthy  of  rtiy  friehd.Carelefs  : — For  you 
are  two  as  good  romps  in  a  country^-dance  as  I 

ever  defire  to  caft  pff  4nd  .figure  in  with. 1 

think  one  of  you  Qiould  take  the  gentleman 
out.  . 

L  U  C  I  N  DA.     * 

For  my  part,  I'm  engaged.— ^Shall  I  make  in* 
t^feft  for  you,  Ma*am  ?  '    . 

HO  R  T  E  N  S  I  a1 

The  charadcr  the  gentleman  bears,  and  the 
Jight  you  have  made  him  appear  in,  are  fufficient 
to  warn  a  woman  of  prudence  againft  fo  danger- 
ous a  rifki 

O  A  RE  LESS.' 

Bleffings  6ff  her  difcretion  arid  good-fenfe  fbr 
abufing  me  fa  -  [4^^.]  .  Bliint,  you  fee  Ihc 
/:ie6n'j;:give  the  fmalleft  fufpicion  of  what's  de- 
pending.  ril  throw  my  mite  into  the  fcale, 

to  convince  her  of  my  prudence. 


1     %   it 


Sra    Pffli^IP. 

-  Cbtne,  come,  Cutleb^  be  brilk  ;-*— ^Ibme- 

shiog  in  yoar  own  defence  j don't  be  out  of 

lime. 

C  A  fc  £  L  E  S  $. 

I  muft  do  the  lady  the  juftice  to  ftjr,  that  I 
h'ive  not  the  happinefs  or  nierit  of  deferving  i 
place  in  her  good  graces. 

H  O  R  T  E  N  S  I  A. 
You  own  it,  falfe  man,  do  you  ?     [Afide.'\ 

i  U  C  I  N  DA. 

And  are  you  infenfiWe  to  the  lady's  fupet 
rior  beauty,  and  that  diftinguifli^d  prudence 
with  whi/rh  0ie  moves  fp  orderly  in  every  fphcrc 
pflife? 

CARELESS. 

Prudence !  — Why,  faith,  prudence  may  be 
fL  very  uieful  qualification  in  trade,  and  may  an- 
fwer  the  purpofes  of  a  mercer  upon  Ludgate* 

hill,  or  a  money-fcrivener  in  the  city. But  I 

wilh  I  may  die  if  I  have  not  always  thought  pro- 
dcncc  the  moft  frigid  virtue  a  pcrfon  of  fafhioij 
can  be  poflefled  of. 

HORTENSIA. 
I  dare  fay  you  think  fo.     [/IJde.'] 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A, 
Hplho! 

CARELESS. 
I  do  it  well,  don't  I,  Blunt  ? 

I  2  Sir 
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Sir    PHILIP. 

It  IS  in  life  as  in  dancing  : Every  thing 

fliould  be  done  with  briiKnefs  and  adivity  of  fpi- 
rit. 

C  A  Pv  E  L  E  S  S, 

{To  Blunt.]  That  little  fatirc  upon  prur 
^cnce  will  Ihew  how  much  I  have  myr 
/elf. 

BLUNT. 

[Weak,  inconSdcrate  fool!     [AJide.\ 

Sir    PHILIP. 

Carelcfs  is  right.  [Sinks  and  rifes.']  I  (hQuld 
be  (orry  to  have  it  faid  that  prudence  is   my 

inoft  (hining  quality. But,  I  doo'tjcnow  how 

it  is — we  don't  make  a  good  fett  here — it  looks 
as  if  we  had  fome  of  the  little  fraca's  of  love 
^mongft  us, 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

I  am  not  in  love  with  any  of  the  company,  I 
promife  you. 

HORTENSIA. 

And  if  I  am,  may  I  be  married  to  the  wretcf» 

for  my  punifhmenr. 

CARELESS. 

Aflyinuendo,  Blunt. ^And  as  tome,  if 

I  felt  a  fingle  fymptom  of  love,  fo  far  from  con* 
ccaling  it,  I  did  not  care  if  it  was  the  whole 
talk  of  every  party  at  cards  and  fcandal  through- 
put the  city  of  London,  and  liberty  of  Weft- 
ininftcn 

H  D  R> 
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HORTENSIA. 
'That  I  do  .VBttly  twlicvc.    [Jfide.^ 
^"     -e  A  R  E  L  E-S  S. 

» 

You  fee.  Blunt,  I  have  no  management.^ — - 
Ha!  ha,!'. 

H  O"  R  T  EN  S  I  A.      . 

LaUgl^ed  at  too! 1  have  not  patience. 

—Come,    Lucmda,    it    draws  near  dinner- 


time. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

Why,  yes,  I  think  we  had  as  good  adjourn. 
- — We'Ii  leave  you  to  divulge  all  the  Iccrecs  yoa 
know,  Mr.  Carclcfs. Ha  !  ha  ! 

Sir    PHILIP.     * 

Are  you  going,  Ladies  ? 1  muft  be  your 

knight-errant : -Favour  me  with  your  hand. 

^Carelefs — Blunt — ^you'll  be  at  the  malk  in 

jgood  time, 1  attend  you,  Ma'am. 

l^Exit  With  Hortenfia  and  Lucinda. 

BLUNT. 

Bravo  !  Carelefs  ;  you'll  undo  yourfelf :  You 
bave^bus'd  the  lady's  diftinguifhing  pcrfadlion 
1.0  her  face. 

CARELESS. 

To  deceive  the  company — a  firoke  of  judg- 
ment and  difcretion. 

BLUNT. 
But  flie  fcem'd  to  fpeak  with  acrimony. 

CARE> 
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CARELESS.. 

Oh!  I  ador*d  her  for  chac— *-*^SIie's  a  chirm; 
iog  woman ;  and  a  word  of  aboie  one  of  her 
mouth  is  worth  all  the  praiies  dF  the  reft  of  her 

fex. Ha !  ha ! — —It  was  the  luckieft  inter-. 

view ! — and  gave  me  the  fineft  opportunity  of 

Ihining  !— ^Ha !   ha ! She   carried  it  off 

finely  too. 

When  women  praile,  their  paQions  gcndy  mo ve ^ 
But  if  they  rail,  tbeo  with  a  rage  they  love* 
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Efttir  BELLlriELD  Md  WISELY* 

I 

m 

B  £  L  L  F  I  E  L  D. 

IN  E  V  E  R  faw  your  fpirits  fo  deprcfs'd  be- 
fore. Wifely. — Sure  fpincthing  extraordi- 
nary has  happen'd. 

WISELY. 
.    No,  nothing — a  tranfient  gloom ;  that's  all.*' 

1B  E  L  L  F  I  E  L  D.         .     * 

■  • 

Never  let  any  thing  afFcft  your  fpirits,  man.' 
-r-A  crofs,  accident  is  never  converted  into  an  ad- 
vantage by  being  peevifli :  Juft  ttie  reverfe  5  by 
fafFcring  inwardly,  every  little  trifle  acquires  the 
force  of  a  real  misfortune.-^ My  dear  Wifely,  do- 
Its  I  do;  l^ugh  to  fcorn  aH  thb  little perverfecir- 
ccHnf^anc^s  cl  life.  '    " 

W  I  S  EL  Y.    ^^-^^ 
They  fall  as  lightly  on  me  as  oh  any  body,  I 
t>eli€vc. 

fi  £L  LF  IE  L  D. 

'    I  can  perceive  you  hurt  even  ttow  : — ^There's 
fomcthing  working  in  your  mind; 

WISELY.  "^ 

,  ^  You  are  quite  miftaken,  BcH&eld.  , 

BELL^ 


^ 
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bellfieldI 

What  if  a  miftrefs  frown — can'c  you  Ixnilc  for 
all  chat  ? 

WISELY. 
;    I  have  DO  miftreis.  Sir. 

BELLFIELD. 

Nay,  I  can't  fay  how  that  is. — »But  it  diverts 
tnc  of  all  things  to  fre  a  man,  bccaufe  an  unto- 
ward beauty  is  infenfible  of  his  merit,  become 
infenfible  of  it  htmfeU;  and  lit  in  company 
wrapped  in  a  cloud  of  vapours,  when  he  ought 
to  make  the  caprices  of  the  (cx  fport  for  himlelf 
and  every  body  elfe  too. 

WISELY. 
Very  true  j  and  (hould  Luanda's  love,  or  her 
underitanding,  have  a  rclapfe,  1  dare  lay 

BELLFIELD. 
I  fhould  not  like  to  lofe  her ;  but  I  could 

laugti  at  the  lofs. 

WISELY. 
Then  it  won't  grieve  you  to  hear,  that  Care- 
lefs  and  flie  are  well  together  again. 

BELLFIELD, 

Q&,  no  fuch  thing — you  arc  mis*informcd. — s 
He  has  revolted  from  Lucinda  ;  and  the  widow 
is  *'  the  Cynthia  trf  this  hour'*  with  him. 

wisely! 

What  intelligence  you  lovers  have! — Every 
thing  is  finally  concluded  between  him  and  Lu- 
cinda.— Ha!  ha  ! — He's  a  weak^.abfurd  fellow, 
i But  I  beg  yout  pardon — rt  docs  not  fcem  to 

divert  you.  '      ^     -      ' 

6    '  BELL- 


J, 


*'B'ut*  Disown.         6^ 

B  E  tL.F  I  E  LD. 

\Forcing  aiaugb:]     It  fhan'c  difconcert  me,  ^ 

you  may  aflTure  yourfelf. Shc*s  as  changeable 

as  the  wind,— and  he's  a  weathercock. Ha  ! 

ha ! 1  don't  mind  it.— — ^Ha  !  ha ! This 

very  morning  (he  was  enrag*d,  and  wanted  me  to 
cut  his  throat. 

WISELY. 
And  this  very  evening  (he'd  wi(h  you  hanged 
if  you  had. — Ha!  ha!-— They  have  both  very 
&r^gp  buoipurs,  faith. 

|B  E  L  L  F  I  E  L  D. 

And  you  have  an  odd  kind  of  fignificant  dry 
Isaigh.  wiidi  you.-^You  fcem  to  eryoy  my  misfor- 
tune*. 

•       WIS  ELY. 

Misfortune  !-=-^I  thought  you — 

B'£  L'L  FIELD- 

Pftlal    no^^noc  misfortune — but  my  dlfao- 

(>ointmenc not  difaf^pointmcnt  neither,  for 

thefe  things  are  to'  be  expf fled  from  the  levit^ 
of  h^r  mind,— ^A  fatitaftical,  deceitful — ha!  ha! 

i-^And  fo  Cai'defs  is  to  be  married  to  her - 

You  fee-^you  lee.  Wifely,  that  I  don't  feel — -  ' 
[laughing  peevijbly:']     Your  fervant,  Sir — I  ani 
your  humble  fcrvj^nn  [Exit: 

WISELY. 
Poor  Bcllfield  I-r^imy  joy  overflowed,   and    I 
could  not  help  telling  bim--^hal  ha!— an.l  yet 
he  pretends  not  to  feel  it;  [E.uU' 
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SCENE  Carek&'j  Lcdiinis. 
Enter  CARELESS  and  BLUNT. 

CARELESS, 

M7  dear  Bluot,  you  fee  my  afiairs  are  in  a 
fine  train:***— You  will  now  at  leaft  grants 
that  prudence  is  an  eflential  part  of  my  charac* 
ctn 

BLUNT. 

Your  ftate  of  probation  has  been  rather 
fliort. 

CARELESS* 

Po !  po ! My  dear  Blunt,  you  are  a  fel- 
low of  fucb  a  fofpicious  temper,  that  you'd 
believe  the  plague  on  board  a  (hip,  after  flie 

had  performed    quarantine,- ^But   the   moft 

precile  caution  has  guided  my  anions  for  fome 
time  paft. Hey !  what  have  we  ber^  ?  let- 
ters !-^And  that  ftupid  fot  of  a  fervant  not  ta 
know  any  thing  of  the  matter.  [Op^^  a  letter.] 
— ^No  indifcretion  of  mine,  I  promiieyou.  Blunt, 
will  ever  give  you  uneafinels  again« 

BLUNT. 
Well,  )  wi(h  it  may  be  fo. 

CARELESS. 

You^l    find    it    fo. [Reading,]      How! 

^death  !  what  does  this  mean  ? — Upon  my  foul 
now,  there's  no  fuch  thing  as  living  at  this 
rate. 

BLUNT. 
What's  the  matter  i 

a  CAR  E* 
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CARELESS. 

\Rjtads  w/.]  ^  I  hold  you  accountable  to 
^*  me  for  the  iniuries  you  have  done  my  lifter. 
"  A  treaty  of  marriage  with  Sir  Hapry  Strlck- 
^^  .lan4  is  broke  o9f  do  account  of  your  (candaU 
««  ous  givinga  out«— When  (hall  you  be  at  Lon* 
;*^  don  \}$  not  within  this  day  or  two»  cxpedfc  to 
y  fee  me  at  Wiodfor. 

"  Yours, 

"  Richard  ^otfpur.^ 

BLUNT. 
There^gain.  nbw !  the  old  way. 

CARELESS. 

How  the  devil  could  this  h;ippen  ^— Thene  is 
not  {o  low  a  thing  on  earth  as  repeating  private 
converfation. 

BLUNT. 
.   And  can't  you  be  u{>on  your  guard  in  private 
converfacion  ? 

C  AR:EL|E  §  S. 
The  moft  diftant  faiot  in  the  world  efcap'd 
from  me  at  the  Thatch'd-houfe  one  day  at  dinr 

ner. Tho'  bis^  fifter  had  granted  me  the  laft 

fayour,  yet  I  did  not \       ..  ,  , 

.ELUN.t; '.   '  ,  ■ 

Andyou.muft  blab  nowli 

.     CAR  E  L  E  6  S; 
Fo !  with  you  I  dbn^c  milid. 

BLUNT, 
Nor  with  any  man.— *-*Tis  an  inveteiate  hsfbity 
and  you  can't  conquer  it. 

%^  CARE- 
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«  «  4  •  # 

CAR  EXJ;.S.S. 
'Sdeath !  nothing  but  plague  and  tormcAt!— • 
[Opening  another  lelier.]     ^hai*s  ihiV? 

CC       Cla*  > 

^M  did  naft  imagine  a  bafe  t^aWk-glqrf^  ^^ulfl 
f*  have  betrayM  yoo  into-«n?  aftfon  fo  ungrne* 
^  rous  and  «nten«— ^ — Mf  Idlfband  has  heard  all 
^^  the  circumftances,  and  he  threatens  in'  i'mme- 
^  diate  divorce,  ■  ^  I  am'fniferable^  and  you  arp 
*^  the  bladceft  villatlt  upon  earth. 

T  **  Eloifa.** 

* 

That's  the  ftlgnVi  name  under  which  (he  cor- 
refponded  with  me.  ■  But  it  *w91  be  impoffible- 
^r  Mr.  Kiilfely  to  provc-^-^Aw 

.      .^  BL  U  N^T. 

Kitely  !  that  fecret's  out  too. 

CARE  L  E'S  S. 

'Sdeath!  you  catch  a  man  fo-^I  did  not  tntska 
to  tell  it.  

B  L^U  N'T/-  -• 
I   wifh   he  iriay  •  recover   damages    agsunft 
you. 

CA  R  E  LE  S  S.  /^   -  ;  ^  * 
There  is  no  trufting  any  body,  I  fee  plainly. 

1  only  hinted  the  affair  to  a  friend,  who  ad- 

mir'd  Mrs.  Kitely,  to  let  him  fee  that  itie  Was  ^ 

comeatable — and  now  this  is  Ae  return  I  mec( 
with. — 'Tis  very  yeyattous  \       ..        .  r 
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:      ■      Enter '  B  E  Lt-H  B  L  D.-    '      ; 

Bellfield,  I  am  jglad  to'&'e  fo^-.  ~- ^ 

•  B.ELL.FYitp. 

,   Mr*  C^trelefs^  bufinefs  of  a  particular  nature 
occafions  this  vifit.— Wifl  you  Jndulge  us  a  mo^ 

ment.  Blunt  ?      t  ' 

B  L.  U  N  t1  .  : 

By  all  means. -More  mis^artunes*,  I  fupi 

CARELESS. 
Well,  Beliadda 

BELLFI.ELD. 
You  will  be  fo  good  as  to  name  your  time  and 
place,  and  chule  your  weapon.  Sir. 

C.A  RE  LESS. 
.£xplaiBthecaufe. 

BELLFIELD. 
The  caufe  A  idjat'd  innbcdnoe,' '  injur'd  truth, 
gnd  violated  hoooficvi  !-  \\     \ 

GARB  I,  ESS.. 
§till Pm  in  the  dark.  Sir,    .-,;  '.-'X 

BtE.L  LF  XtEtLU. 
Lucind^l-^^T-DciKs  light  htt^k,  in  upbn  you 

now  ? ^you  ^aye  treafied  hifr^  .Mn  Carelefs, 

finworthily,  bafely,  fpandalpudy^     .  ^  .      ^j 

,CAREL|ESS. 
,  Aild.airorTOtt  beconae  her  champion  ? ;  ;   * 
V.       ..  i:    i8f;L.LF.IpLD.  . 
.  I.am^iiidlL  have  cbeapplaiifeof  my^wtt 
^c^rt  ftir  jt.**^£Yett.  htacft  nuui  is  intereOpd  yi 
^  •     /  the 
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the  refbuuioa  of  calamnyt  w)ien  a  lear  falk  from 
the  loft  eye  of  injur'd  beauty. 

CARELESS. 
Mn  Belllield,  any  teparation,  in  my  power,  I 
am  willing  to  make  the  lady— or^  if  that  won't 
do.  Sir,  I  muft  give  you  the  meeting  :— 4)ut,  I 
can't  marry  Lucinda. 

BELLFIELD.      . 

Mr.  Careleisy  ihe  is  worthy  of you  can't 

marry  her ! — why  not.  Sir  ? — explain. 

CARELESS, 
Would  you  fain  compel   mc  inio  a  mar* 
nage  r 

BELLFIELD. 

Compel  you ! — ^"Sdeath !  what  am  I  at  ? -. 

No;  but 

CARELESS. 

It  is  impofiible.  Sin    I  am  eng^g'd  to  Hor« 
tenfia, 

B  £  LLP  I  £L!>, 
To  Hortenfia  I— Pofitively  ? 

CARELESS. 
Moft  pofitively. 

BELLFIELI>. 

n  »  W  « 

:  nAad  you  think  no  mOre  of  Lttcindi^  ?  *     ^ 

C  A  R  E  L  E  S  S. 
I  muft  forget  her  entirely. 

BELLFIELD. 

Ha !  ha!- ^Thou'rt  an  honctf  fellow.  Care- 

jefs, — — <jive  us  your  hand.^ — I  challenge  you! 
r.  gFor  what  ?^*--^— Yoa  have  done  Lucinda  no 
iquqf^andi ib  Ifll^o  and  tell  hcr.«*«-^My  dear 

Care-» 
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Carelcfs,  fare  you  well.— ir^  ^wifii  you  all  hap- 
pinefs  with  I^C»nf|a.--rYwn.fenrimf!-wyour:fcf. 
vant.— i  challenge  you !  hot  for  the  world.  [ExU.  . 

CA RfiLfig^   , 
A  pretty  bufinefs  i  this ^*^Ht '  iotxies  •  in  i  Vo- 
ln%r|tiQ ,  huaiDui^  ..huffiog^  Hk^  -m  ^  errant  Don 
Quixote,  and  then  goes  away  laughing. 

BL  U  N  T^   '      . 
You  were  •  loud  enough^—I  heard  it  allr-l^-. 
There  will  be  no  end  of  your  Scrapes  and  diffi- 
culties, 

Po !  prithee,  man — how  cart  you  ?— » — To- 
morrow makes  Hortenfia  mine  ;^^I  (hall  then 
move  in  a  higher  fphere;  fet  up  fof  meatogaze 
with  envy  at.  * 

B  L  U  N  T/. 

You*U  never  fucpeed  in  any.  things 

X  A  R  E  L  E  S  S. 

Ha!  ha!  that  gravity  is  diverting. — ^Why,  in 
the  common  occurrences  of  life,  1  own,  I  have 
carried  myfelf  negligently ;  but  the  bufinefs  of 
nay  heart  is  too  important :  There  I  have  a£bed 
with  the  niceft  precilion. 

BLUNT. 
Pflia  !i  while  you  are  guarding  yourfelf  In  one 

?not,  you  lie  expofed  in  a  thoufand  others.-^ 
our  prudence  is  exafUy  like  the  philofopher*^ 
cloak :  When  he  drew  ir  over  his  head  his  feq|^ 
•fcre  uncovered. ;  , . 

C  A  R  ^- 
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C  A  It  Eli  B8  S; 
^ Jiortenfia'fr  Vv-erj I ■■  "!•« Htt i.  ha !  ■■■■Noy, 
Blt^nt,  youUlJ^Vr-^^This.-is  ji  mefl*age  from 
her.'  :    ;;...,■..  •      ■' 

B  R  A  Z  E  N» 

Mr«  Cardeisj  ynW  your  honour  permk  me  Juft 
to  whilpc'r  oiic  word  ?     . 

*C  A  k  E  L  E  S  S.  * 

A  million,    WtU,  friend  T  how  ?  what  ? 

BR  A  Z  E  N. 
Madam  Horttofia  gave  me  in  ftr!(5):  charge 
ta  ddivcr   ctiis   letter   into  your   own  hand« 
Sir. 

CARELESS. 
A  thoufand  thunks.     Here— here's  a  reward 
for  your  diligeqce  [zives  mowey\    You  fliall  waic 
for  ananfwer.  ;  .        . 

./     BRAZEN.  .      > 

-    I  dare  npt^  Sir*     Secrecy  is  the  Word.  I  mud 
be  gone*     _  •    [£w.' 

C  A  R  E  LE  S  8i  - 

So ;  you  fee,  latn  iti  high  favour  with  her.— ^ 
I  can't  help  laughing. at  your  peevifh  furmiiies. 
-f-Ha !  ha.!— But  herc^  here,  herc^s  a  proof  oJf 

tfiy  approaching  joys, 

m;  BLUNT. 

-.1  am  furc  I  (hall  be  gbd  to  fee  yott  happf. 
*  €  A  R-  £x 
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CARELESS.. 

1  know  thou  wilt. — Ha  !  ha  ! — Now  let*s  fee*" 
lOpens  the  letter.']  Now,  now,  now.  [ReadJ 
to  bimfelf.]  How  !  what^s  this  ?  [Reads.^  •'  To 
*'  nopurpofe — charafter — now  vanifh'd— *difFcr- 
"  cnt  light — be  my  laft-— never  can  be  yours/* 
[Stands  in  confuftoni\ 

'  B  L  ij  N  r. 

Well,  Carelefs,  a  proof  of  your  approaching 
joys. 

CARELESS. 

\ljioh  eearnejily  at  Blunts  then  walks  awa^."]  I  ne§ 
ver  was  fo  lee  do.wn  in.  all  my  days. 

BLUNT. 

■  You  feem  deje(5^,  Carekfs. 

CARELESS. 

Madam  Fortune  playing  fome  of  her  damn^ 
crofs  purpofes  with  me. 

BLUNT. 

"What's  the  matter,  man  ?  \ Carekfs  gives  hin$ 
the  letter^  and  walks  about  the  room.}  What  can 
all  this  be  ?     [Reads.] 

**  Sir, 

.  "  To  encourage  your  addreffes,  when  they 
"  really  are  to  no  purpofc,  would  be  the  fign  of 
*'  a  vain  and  ungenerous  way  of  thinking. 
"  There  were  at  firft  ibme  circumftances  in  your 
"  charader  and  manner,  which  were  not  difpleaC- 
'^  Ing  •,  but  thofe  appearances  are  now  vani(h« 
**  ed.   I  muft  therefore  in  this  letter,  which  wil9 

L  •«  be 
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^^  be  my  laft,  wifli  you  all  happinefs ;  and  freelf 
^  declaim,  I  never  cafi  be 

"  Yours, 

"  HortcDBa.'' 

Undone,  I  fee  j  quite  undone. 

CARELESS. 
Yes,  undone  with  a  witnefs ! — ^Wbat  can  the 
woman  mean  ? — ^If  tbefe  were  any.  caufe 

B  L  U  N  t. 
I  fear  you've  given  too  much.     * 

CARELESS. 
There  is  no  dealing  with  any  of  her  fex. 


An  artful^  falfc,  diflembling  woman ! — Dacfi- 

nation ! My  dear  Blunt,  a  thought  is  jufl: 

come  into  my  head :  I'll  not  torment  myfelf 
about  her.  Revenge  is  at  hand,  and  111  enjoy 
its  fweets  diredJy. — Ha !  ha !— ^1  have  ftill  an  af- 
ter-game to  play  : — I  have  another  ftriog  to  my 
bow ^Lucinda,  my  boy  ! 

BLUNT. 
You  gave  her  up  ten  minutes  ago ;  and  Bdl- 
field*s  gone  to  tell  her. 

CARELESS. 

*Sdeath  f  that'^s  true* — PU  fly  to  prevent  the 

mifchief — Ha!  ha  !. — 111  have  my  revenge,  and 

marry  Lucinda  direftly  •  arid  then  jcnfll  fee  me 

aft  happy,  man  ftill.  [Exit. 

BLUNT. 
The  verieft  felf-tormentor  that  ever  fived  f 

iExir. 
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SQ'^^Z'tbt  Terras . 

Enter  BELLFIELD  and  WISELY, 

B  E  LLP  I  E  L  p. 

Yes,  Sir,  I  am  in  fpirits,  and  I've  reafbn.— • 
I  am  the  happieft  fellQw  ia  oai:ure. 

WISELY. 

I  am  glad  to  hear  it,  Bellfield. 

BELLFIELD. 
I  have  had  ah  intcrvtew  with  Cardefe.-^ — Who 
do  you  think  he  is  to  marry  ? 

WISELY, 
Hey  ?  who  ?  \uneajy.']    . 

BELLFIPLI). 
Hortenda. 

WISELY. 
The  devil  he  is ! 

BELLFIELD, 

Yes  ;  after  all^^r— fi^ !  h^ ! — ^Ppn't  you  think 
it*s  excellent  news, 

WISELY. 
Very  extraordinary  news,  indeed- 
BELLFIELD. 
.   He  for  ever  quit^  claim  to  Lucinda. — ^AVt  I 
a  lucky  fellow  ? — Hortenfia  has  fix'd  the  affair 

at  laft. Ha !  ha ! — -My  dear  Wifely,  you 

don't  enjoy  my  happinefs* 

h%  WISELY.. 
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WISELY. 
To  fee  one's  friends  happy.  Sir,  is 

BELLFIELD. 

Was  not  I  right  not  to  fume  and  fret  ? 

Hal  ha! 1  kept  my  te.-nper,  you  fee. 

Ha !  ha ! A%  ooc  it  the  luckieft  thing  in  (he 

world  ? 

WISELY. 

[With  a  forcd.  laugh  ]  Such  luck  never  was 
heard  of. 

Enter    CARELESS.   . 

CARELESS. 

Wifely— Bellfield— how  do  ye,  lads  ?— rWife- 
Jy,  give  me  joy  : ^I  have  had  a  moft  ad- 
mirable efeape  from  the  galling  ycke  of  niatri-* 

jnony, 1   have  dpne  with  the  widow,  my 

boy. 

WISELY. 
\In  fpirits.'}     Have  you  ? 

BELLFIELD. 
\UMeaJy.']     Done  with  her  !* 

CARELESS. 

Yes,  completely : — ^Shc's  a  componnd  of  dc^i 
ceit^  afiedation,  treachery,  and  finaud. 

BELLFIELD. 

My  dear  Carelefs,  flic's  a  Very  fine  woman, — « 
^arry  her  ftill,  man. 

W  I  S  E  L  V. 
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WISELY. 

You  have  hit  her  character,  Carelefs.  I  fliould 
be  forry  any  friend  of  mine ^  , 

CARELESS. 

Ay  J  1  know  her  thoroughly, — .—I  ftalj  mor" 
tify  her  pride : — — FU  gall  her  proud  heart : 
—. — ^You'll  fee  me  to-morrow  married  to  Lu- 
anda. 

B  EL  LF  I  E  L  D. 
How ! 

CARELESS. 

And  the  widow  will  be  fo  provoked—* 

BELLFIELD. 
Zoons !  Sir;  but  let  me  tell  you » 

CARELESS. 

Hal  ha! ^You  wanted  me  to  make  her 

amends  a  little  while  «go :  I  could  not  then ; 
but  now  I'm  at  liberty,    I  (hall  certainly  da 

BELLFIELD. 
Sure  the  widow  is  a  much  finer  woman.    . 

CARELESS. 
Oh!  no,  no,  no  \ laughing], 

WISELY. 

Not  to  be  compar'd  to  her,  Careleis. — Ha  f 
•ha!  / 

CARELESS. 

)  &all  certainly  marry  her,  Bellfield. 
BELLFIELD. 

,     Byt,  Sir,  do  you  imagine lan^rily.'] 

C  A  R  Er 
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CARELESS. 

She's  beautiful  u  an  angel  :<r— Yoimg^  accom«^ 
plifli'd,  elegant 

BELLFIELD. 
«  Mr.  CardeTs,  tthu  do  you  mean  bjr  tl^s  i 

CARELESS. 

Why,  won*t  you  let  me  praife  her  ? — ^Wifely, 
lie  was  going  to  cut  my  throat  a  while  ago,  for 
abufing  her ;  and  now  he  wants  to  murder  me 

for  fpealcing  in  her  commendation ^But  make 

yourfelf  eafy,  my  dear  Bellfield,  I  (ball  marry 
her. 

BELLFIELD. 

Marry  her  i  Damnation !  [fufs  bis  hand  to  bis 
fword.'] 

WISELY. 

\lMtirfoJbig.'\  No  violence,  Bellfield:  C^urelefs 
is  vpty  right  [beldi  ^ellOeld].  She's  4  (weet 
girl,  Carelefs. 

CARELESS. 
Yes ;  I  know  flue  is.««^Ha !  ha  t 

WISELY, 
Marry  her  by  all  m^ns. 

CARELESS. 
Moftceruinly. — ^Hal  ha! 

BELLFIELD. 

Let  go  your  hold,  Mr.  Wifely. 1  d^Qre, 

Sir 

# 
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Enter    Sir    P  H  I  LI  P. 


:i. 


Sir    P  HI  L  IP.  ;  .     t. 

Lads,  for  Ihame  ! — not  ready  for  the  tall ! — 
Hey!  what!  quarrelling! — never  quarrel,  any 
dear  Bellfield-^never  be.  out  of  huntour. — I'gf- 
lion  unhinges  the  whole  fralrhe ;  {taming  out  Us 
toes]  deftroys  the  grace  and  gaiety,  and 

CARELESS. 

My  dear  knight,  youVe  alws^s  in  good  Iiu« 
mour;  give  us  your  hand. 

S  I  R    P  H  I  L  1  i^. 

Always,  Sir^  always  in  fpirits.— — Bellfield, 
I  have  made  a  new  country-dianGe  fince  I  faw 

B  E  L  L  F  r  £  L  D.  - 

With  all  my  heart,  S?r. 

Sir    PHILIP- 

I  heard  fome  bad  news ;  and  fo  1  did  it  €0 
(hake  off  melancholy. 

CARELESS. 

Bad  news !  --^^ Wfeat^s  the  mittter.  Sir  Phi- 
lip? 

Sjr    P  H  I  LI  P- 

Poor  lady  Portfokeft  I— ^You  kndw  I  4^ 
you  I  ufed  to  dance  with  her.— *I  r^Jteivfed  a  tet* 
ter,  mentioning,  that  after  t  vemfon  feaft  at  her 
houfe  laft  week,  as  (he  was  amufing  herfclf  over 
a  quart  of  fyllabub,  (lie  was  taken  fuddenty  ill, 
and  expired  \^ftnks  andrifes\     I  was  very  much 

Ibocked ; 
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Ihocked;  fol  compofed  a  dance  to  raife  my 
ipiiics. 

BELLFIELD. 
Hanghim,  Ji  troublcfomc  fellow,     [/fjide.^ 

Sir    PHILIP, 

I  am  very  forry  for  her,  I  affure  you. ^Bcll- 

field,  it's  a  charming  dance ;  all  brilknefs  and 
adkivity. 

BELLFIELD. 
[Avoiding  bitn.^    Po!  po! 

Sir    PHILIP. 

[Following  bim.}  Foot  it  at  top,  caft  off  two 
couple,  foot  it  at  bottom,  dance  corners 

BELLFIELD. 

I  (hall  be  glad  to  fpeak  a  word  with  you  in 
private.     [  /fJiJe  to  Carelefe.  ] 

Sir    PHILIP. 

Dance  corners,  I  fay,  out  at  fides,  crofs  over^ 
turn  your  partner,  right  hand  and  left. 

CARELESS. 
Shall  us  dance  it  this  evening.  Sir  PhiDp  ? 

Sir    PHILIP. 

Yes,  Sir,  this  evening. — But  come,  the  hour" 
draws  nigh. — For  (hame,  lads  !— Wifely,  Bell- 
field,  ye  both  live  near  my  houfc ; — come,  afid 
make  ye  ready. 

BELLFIELD. 
I  can^t  go  diredly  now. 

W  IS  E  L  Y. 


^    y  I 
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WISELY. 

You  muft  -,  I  have  bufincfs  with  you. — \^4/ide 
/^  Bellfield.]^  Lucinda  fhall  be  your  own  (till. 

1  have  bufincfs  with  you  too.  Sir  Philip. — 

Come,  Bcllficld,  I  infift  Mpon  it.     [Forcing  him 
off. 

S  I  fe    PHILIP. 

Gentlemen,  I  attend  you. Carelefs,  foot 

it  at  top,  caft  off  two  couple.  [Dances  out. 

CARELESS. 

An  ungenerous  woman  to  treat  me  thus ! 

ril  mutter  up  refolution  to  defpife  her,  and  ne- 
ver converfe  with  her  again; 

Enter  HORTENSIA,  and  pajjes  by  him. 

So,  fo,.  diflcmbling  woman  !  [looking  after  her. 1 

HORTENSIA. 

Low,  vile  wretch ! 

CARELESS, 
ril  not  expofiulate  the  matter  with  her. 

HORTITNSIA. 

ni  not  condefcend  to  upbraid  him. [G<fes 

up  to  himJ\     Mr.  Carelefs,  you're  a  villain. 

C  A  R  E  L  E  S  S. 

[Pretends  to  laugh, '\     Oh,  Ma*am,  I  am  fully 
acquainted  with  your  fentiments  already. 

HORTENSIA. 
A  cool,  deliberate  villain ! 

M  CAR  E- 
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CARELESS. 
Ha!  ha! 

HORTENSIA. 

Uofeeliog  in  all  points  of  honour  as  in  love. 

CARELESS. 

Pleafant,  upon  my  foul! — She  upbraids  m^ 
too! 

HORTENSIA. 

That  unmanly  fnecr  ! ^Mr.  Carelefs,  Mr. 

Carelefs,  after  every  proof  of  love  a  weak,  in- 
confiderace  woman  could  give — ^ — I  wiU  only 
now  take  the  liberty  to  teli  you,  the  baieo^fs  of 
your  heart  will  make  you  the  averfion  of  our  fex, 
and  the  fcorn  of  your  own. 

CARELESS. 

Since  I  muft  fpeak.  Heaven  is  my  wxtnds»  I 

never  faif  d  in  caution  ar\d  refpeft  For  you ;   I 
never  abufed  the  confidence  you  repofed  in  me; 
•  nobody  breathing  ever  heard  a  fyllabk  of  our 
loves. 

HORTENSIA. 

No,  Sir  ?  .   ' 

CARELESS. 

No ;  not  a  mortal. — You  made  me  break  off 
with  Lucinda,  and  now -- 

HORTENSIA. 
Could  you  favour  me  with  a  pinch  of  fnuff  ? 

CARELESS. 
1  have  not  my  box  about  me. 

H  O  iU 
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H  O  RTE  N  S  I  A. 

Shall  I  prtfume  to  offer  you  a  pinoK  of 
ittifie  ?        / 

CARELESS. 

She's  coming  to  again,  by  all  that's  tender  !— 
Ha !  ha ! — 1  fee  how  it  is.  I4fide.] — ['Turns  tQ 
her.^     You  are  very  obliging. — .—How  \ 

HORTENSIA, 
Do  you  own  your  bafenefs  now  ? 

CARELESS. 

How  came  that  in  your  hands  ? 

HORTENSIA, 

You  could  fend  it  back  with  an  afFronti^g 
meflage  too. 

CARELESS. 

I,  Ma'am  1 By  heaven,  nobody  ever  han  - 

died  it,  or  knew  your  pi6bure  was  there,  excepc 
njy  friend  Wifely. 

HORTENSIA. 
Who  ? 

CARELESS. 

Wifely. Excepting  him,  nobody  ever • 

H  O  R  T  £  N  S  I  A. 

Oh,  blockhead  !  fool !  [W'alh  about.]  You 
cold  him  then  ?  ' 

CARELESS. 
Yes,  yes — I  told  him — I  told  him  nil — ^I  de- 
fired  him  to.  take  it  to  town,  and  get  it  mended 

1  fet  him  into  the  whole  fecf ct-^I  knew  I 

could  truft  him. 

M  2  H  O  R, 
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HORTENSIA. 
The  man  on  earth  you  (bould  npt  have  truft* 
cd :  He  was  your  rival ;  and  he  contriv'd  this 
iniichief.  He  fcnt  it  back  to  me,  as  from  you. 
— —That's  the  ufc  he  has  made  of  your  confi- 
dence in  him. 

CARELESS. 

Oh  !  I  fee  my  folly. — ^Damnation  ! — ^And  fo 
the  letter  1  received 

HORTENSIA. 
Sir,  I  repent  me  of  that  letter. 

CARELESS. 
[^Locking  pkafedJ]  Do  you  ? 

HORTENSIA. 
Moft  heartily, 

CARELESS, 
.    BleQings  on  you  for  the  word. 

HORTENSIA. 
[Angry.']  What,  you  are  glad,  are  you  ? 

CARELESS. 
To  rapture. 

HORTENSIA. 

[Wiihafneer-']  I  promifcyou,  you  fhall  neve^i 

r.cceive  fuch  another. 

CARELESS. 
Then  I  return  it  to  you  moft  joyfully. 

HORTENSIA. 

Very  well,  Sir !  you  return  a  fond  letter  thus. 
With  Icom. 

CARE- 
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CARELESS. 

Fond  do  you  call  it  ? 

HORTENSIA. 

Was  it  no  fondnefs  to  tell  you  here '■[of£ns 

tpe  letter.']  What's  this  ?  ph,  I  fee  through  this 
too!  Now  blulh  for  your . indifcretion,  weak, 
trifling  man  !  This  very  letter  I  fent  Mr.  Wife- 
ly, when  firft  my  foolifh  heart  feduc'd  me  to 
Jiften  to  your  addrefies. 

CARELESS. 

Shame  and  confufion  !    ideot  that  I  was  ! 

HORTENSIA. 

How  paltry  do  you  appear  now. 

CARELESS. 

I  feel  it  all. -And  yet  will  you  fuffer  him, 

"yVifely,  to  fucceed  in  fo  ungenerous  a  plot  ? 

HORTENSIA. 

He  has  afted  like  a  man  of  fenfe  :    he  has  at 
once  (hewn  me  his  own  prudence,  and  the  infir-  ' 
mity  of  your  frivolous  mind. 

C  A  R  E  L  E  S  S. 

But  in  all  my  condu6t  you  fee  no  marks  of 
guilt,  no  treachery,  no - 

HORTENSIA. 

* 

Sir,  it  is  to  me  the  fame  thing  if  an  idle  im- 
becility of  undcrfl:anding  affumes  the  appear- 
ance, or  a£ts  the  purpofes,  of  every  vice  in  its 
turn. 

CARELESS. 

And  can  you  thus,  for  a  fmall  failure 

H  O  R- 
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H  O  R  T  E  N  S  I  A. 

Small  failure  do  you  call  ic  i  Mr.  Wifely  has 
dcferv*d  mc,  and  Til  beftow  myfclf  upon  him 
this  very  day,  to  (hew  the  value  I  have  for  the 
man  who  has  honour  enough  to  keep  a  woman's 
fecrets,  and  the  contempt  due  to  the  wretch 
who,  like  you,  can  trifle  with  a  generous  heart, 

[Exit. 

CARELESS. 

4 

Hell  and  the  devil !    I  (hall  never  be  able  to 

(hew  my  face  after  this : Blunt  will  rail  at 

me,  my  enemies  will  rejoice,  and  every  female 
tongue  will  clack,  clack. — Confufion  ! — What's 

to  be  done  ? ril  follow  her  to  Sir  Philip's 

ma(k ;  and  from  this  moment  not  one  unguarded 
word  (hall  ever  cfcape  me.  [£x//, 

S  C  E  N  E  a  Room  in  Sir  Philip'j  Houfe. 

£»/«•  5/r  PHILIP,  WISELY,  and^Ell.^ 

FIEI.D. 

Sir    PHILIP. 

Yoir  amaze  me,  Mr.  WHely. Carekfs  a 

dcfign  upon  my  wife  { 

WISELY. 
He  has  kid  his  plot  as  I  have  toH  yOu* 

S  I  R    P  H  I  L  I  P. 

Why  this  is  enough  to  fpoil  a  man's  dancing 
indeed.     [Dances. ^ 

WISELY, 
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W  I  S  £  f/Y. 

Be  .*f«ifted  by  mc,  and  you^  fhaH  at  Qrtce 
have  full  proof,  and  be  able  to  prevent  Uie  mif- 
chief. 

;      &1R     P  H  1  LIP. 

[Dancing.]  I  was  never  fo  difconcerted  in  my 
born  days. 

BELLFIELD. 

Your  own  eyes>  your  own  ears,  fhall  convince 
you. — -Wifely,  [a/tde.  ta  Wifely]  I'll  ftep  and 
fee  if  Lucinda*s  ready. 

WISELY. 

\Afide  to  Bellfield .]  Docs  fhe  enter  with  fpitit 
into  the  fcheme  ? 

BELLFIELD. 

Moft  chearfully. 

WISELY. 

Well,  ftep  and  fpeak  to  her  once  more.  \Emt 
Bellfield.]     This  will  finifli  him  with  Hortenfia* 

[AftdeJ\ The  levity  of  this  man.  Sir  Philip, 

his  own  folly,  has  put  it  in  my  power  to  do  you 

this  fervice. Hufh!  I  fee  Carelefs  coming;  I 

know  his  dtefs. 

S  I  R    P  H  I  L  I  P. 

And  there's  comes  my  wife ;  I  know  her  drefs 
too. 

WISELY. 

Sir  Philip,  get  you  behind  that  curtain :  ..' 
quick— ^uick  ;-^your  bappincfa  depends  upon 
i<.  7 

Sir 
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Sir    PHILIP. 

I  am  gone.     [Goes  behind  the  curtain  ha^gif^  to 
the  back  fcene^l 

WISELY. 

Now,  now,  this  is  the  very  crilis  of  his  fate. 

lExit. 

Enter  CARELESS  and  LUCINDA,  at  ofpofite 

doors^  both  majked. 

CARELESS. 

Her  ladyQiip  is  trae  to  her  appointment,   1 

fee.    [Unmajks.'] My  lady  Figurein,  this  is 

generous  indeed. 

LUCINDA. 

The  ball-room's  full.     [In  a  feigned  voice.'^ 

CARELESS. 

And  we  are  fafe  here. Come,  come,  let 

me  hear  the  gc;ntle  accents  of  year  own  fweet 
voice. 

LUCINDA, 

No  •,  I  love  to  praftifc. 

Sir    PH  ILIP. 

[Peeping  behind.']     I  never  knew  fuch  perfidy 
in  my  life. 

CARELESS. 

Now  then  the  opportunity  favours — ^let  us  re- 
tire to.  compleat  each  others'  blifs. 

S  I  R    P  H  I  L  I  P. 

You  (hall  dance  {^Jinks  and  rifes]  to  another 

tune  prefcntly, 

L  U- 


J\ 


tf    4   I 


BUT    HIS    OWl<r,  89 

L  U  C  I N  D  A. 

* 

Tve  fotnething  to  fay  -to  you  firft  :- — -I  hear 
y.O\Crc  going  to  marry  that  flirt,  Lucinda, 

CARELESS. 

Ludnda ! — Ha !  ha !— ^Thit  will  never  be  !— 
Marry  her !— A  prou3  iirfbhrnr,  who  over-r^res 

J^oih  her  beauty  and  her  fortune, ^I  hever 

had  a  fincere^  regard  for  her ;  I  gave  the  girl 
^opes,  an4  pamperM  Jier  vain  imagination,  but 
I  never  liked  her. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A, 

I  am  glftid  to  hea*-  ihat  5--I  am  afraid  her  cha- 
rafter  is  riot  the  bed. 

C  A  R  E  L  E  S  S. 

.  If  it  has  a  flaw,  fee  ufes  it  iike  broken  china  ; 
patches  it  up  as  well  as  flie  can,  and  tyrns  the 
fairefl:  fide  to  view. 

L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

But  then  you'll  marry  Hortenfia. 

CARELESS. 

That  will  be  as  things  happen. — But  as  to  her, 
(he'll  be  of  no  inconvenience  to  our  amours  ;  I 
fhall  always  be  able  to  detach  a  part  of  my  time 
from  her,  in  order  to  dedicate  it  more  happily  to 
love  and  joy  with  your  ladyfhip. 

S  I  R    P  H  I  L  I  P. 
Such  a  villain  never  entered  a  gentlemanV 
houfe! 

LUC  IN  DA, 

I  am  very  faint  of  a  fudden.— ^Throw  up  that; 
wiadow  yonder, 

N  CARE. 
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CARELESS. 

Don't  alarm  yourfelf.  [Drawing  up  the  curtaifii^ 
find  looking  fowards  her.']  Your  lady  (hip  will  be 
well  in  a  moment.— n^ir  Philip  will  never  fuf- 
pcd,  or  be  able*  to  find  us  out.     He*ll  be  bufy 

with  the  graces. [Making  faft  tbfi  firing  cf 

the  curtain^  fees  btm.]     Damnation!     [Walks, 
fiway.] 

m 

Sir    PHILIP. 

[Following  bim.^  Mr.  Carclefs,  this  is  the  vileft 
proceeding — ^thc  bafeft  ufage^  Sir — the  wickcd-r 
eft  deCgn-^i-ii's  enough  to  put  a  body  m  a  paf-r 

Con. 

» 

CARELESS. 

•  •  -  * 

Zoons !  what  (hall  I  do  now  ? 

Sir    P  H  I  L  IR 

I  did  not  think  you  capable  of  this — nor  your 
ladyfhip  either  :  -— —  Come,  (hew  your  f|ice, 
{nadam,  and  let  me  fee  how  guilt  becomes  it. 
L.—^  [Takes  off  her  majk.l  Lucinda  all  this 
tune! 

CARELESS. 
How ! — -'This  is  worfe  and  worfe. 

L  U  C  I  N  Q  A. 

Yes,  Sir  Philip,  the  gay,  the  giddy  Lucin- 
jla. 

S  I  R    P  H  I  L  I  P. 

And  my  wife  innocent  all  the  time ! 

■w  .  ►  . 
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L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

•  I  i  ^  •     •  • 

Entirely : — ^We  concerted  this  fchemc  amongft 
Curfelves  to  tJcteft  that  gentleman,-^Mr.  Care- 
lefsi  you  nevei'  had  a  finccre  regard  for  me,  I 
think ;  and  I  have  a  flaw  iri  mjr  charafter,  have 

not  I  ? ^Ha  !  hi ! ^  Poor,  detefted  Mr. 

Carelefs. 

CARELESS. 

[Aiioiding  ber.']  I  defence  it  aU.--^I  brought 
it  all  on  nHiyfelf. 

Buer  WISEI-Y  and  BELLFIELD. 

WISELY    anJ   BELLFIELD.   .      . 

Your  humble  fer^aht,  M^.  Cftrelels. Ha  I 

ha' 

CA&ELESS. 

A  fwarm  of  enemifcs  all  at.  work  againft 
me.— ~>This  is  your  damn'd  defigning  head,, 
Wifely.  .   .      ' 

S  I  R    P  H  I  L  I  P. 

Mr.  Carelefs,  [in  a  ndnuit  fiep]  this  is  the 
grofleft  violation  of  all  friendfhip,  honour,  and 
holpitality— ^a;nd,  Sir,  I  fhall  hope  to  fee  you  no 
more  in  my  houle. 

CARELESS. 

I  {hall  take  another  opportunity  to  explain 
this  matter.  Sir  P'hilip  -,  and  for  the  preferit  I — >' 
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Enl^  HORTENSrA  aHd  BLUNTw 

She%toohefe! Oh^  I'm  in  Tiigh  luck ! 

tUQINDA. 
HortenGai  here  has.  been  fpph  a  difhayeryk! 

H  O  R  T  EN  S  I  A. 

I  have  heard,  it  all^  my  dfeari.  I  have'  been 
attending  in,  tbc^  next  ro^mv— -MK  Cafelefs^. 
vrhat  mufl:  I  think  of  you  now  ? 

CARELESS. 

Every  thing  that's  harfl^  t  make  no  doubts 

' Blunt,   you  fee  what  a  condition  I'm  in 

here. 

BLUNT. 

I  knew  you'd  be  a  bankrupt  in  fame  as  welt 
as  love  at  laft.  . 

CARELESS; 

'Sdeath  !  l  can't  ftand  it-' — ^it's  too  rtiuch  ta 
bear. 1  here  take  my  leave  of  ye  all.     [Go- 

tt  O  R.T  E  N.S  i;A. 

No,  Sir,  your  prefenee  is  neceflary : — ^T^ou 
fhall  be  a  witneft  to  an  2£t  of  juftice.— — Mr. 
Wifely,  I  now  acknowledge  before  this  compa- 
ny, that  I  have  behaved  jndeMcately  to  you  :— * 
But nqjit,^  Sir^  withouj: ceremony,  Igive you piy 
hand;  at  once  to  make  atpnement  for  my  paft 
conduct,  and  to  (hew  that  wretch  the  juft  reward 
of  lecrccy  in  Jove. 

» 
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aUT:  his;  qwn.         ^ 

.      WISE-  L.;Xv 

Generous  Hortenfia' 1 

I,  U  G  i  N  D  A.: 

And,  to  do. full  an^  ampk  JMftice  :0n  him, 
Mr.  Bellfi&ldi  I'have  been  a  very  tyrant  to  you,- 
I'liave  ufcd  ybu  like— ——What  was  your  fitnile^. 
Mr.  Carelefs? — r'My  .airs  were  too  tHin  for  9r 
lover  to  lubfift  upon;  and  (b  nQwHriet  in  a  Jit -i 

tie  common-fcnfe  to  keep  him  alive ^Here^ 

take  me,  Mr.  BeMBeld^^  that  the-gentleman  may  - 
alfo  fee  the  juftoiewftrd  'i)fi  finoarity  in"  kwe-     ^ 

Thfjn  I'pm  .paid[UBd«d.i.  -:':  ? 

S  I  R    P  H  I  L  r(P. 

Poor  Carelefs  !  lalmoft  pit^^him. He  ha« 

had  his  dance,  and  now  he  pays  the  piperl . . 

Hal!  hAj  ;  ' 

C  AiR?E  li  E  S51S.: 

Ohi  migfe«yi  w<Jl !— you  mayj  laugh.-^I  fltall 
leave-  yc:  in  piD^^flK^prof  yoiirvimrth*  [Throwing, 
off  bis  maj^i]  Ha-!  haJ-T^I  fancy, .  though*. 
you*ll  fee  that  I  can  meet  with  ^  fuccefs  elfewhere 
equal  to  any  of  ye,  i 

Q  M  N  E  S.  , 
Ha!  ha!     .    .'  , 

C  A.R  E  LE  S  S. 

-  "*     *  .  ' 

Ay,  ay#.gQ  onrr-enjoy  tbe,jdc«: — r— Lfhf#st 
drop  the  leaft  hint. of  my,jft|)tU(:etfch6n;K4s*;.bu(/r 
believe——— 

b  M  N  E  g. 
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CM  N  E  S. 

Poor  Cartlcfs ! Ha!  ha! 

C  A  R  E  L  E  S  §. 

In  a  little  time  you'll  know  it  all. 1  (hart 

depart  for  the  county  of  Norfolk  •,  and  you  may 
poffibly  read,  iii  a  few  days,  iri  the  Norwich' 
Journal,  of  Mifs  Belvidcre  and  your  humble  fe^- 
vant. Thai's  all. 

.  L  U  C  I  N  D  A. 

0  brave  i  a  fieve  to  the  Very  laft.  . 

Sir    PHIL  1  P. 

1  have  known  them  dance  fifty  couple  at  the 
Norwich  affcmbly. 

,    OMNESi  :     •> 

tia !  ha !      , 

CARELESS. 

Well,  well  i  ril  fay  no  more*     [Going.] 

SiR    P  ft  I  LIP. 

[Shopping him.}  Mr.  Carclefs,  fince  no  injufy 
is  done  mc,  I  am  w.illing  to  hope  this  day's  bu- 
finefs  will  corrcdl  your  niture  conduft. 

CARELESS- 

You  are  very  good»  Sir  Philip. — —It  will  be 
a  leflbn  to  me  for  the  reft  of  my  life. 

Sir    PHILIP. 

Then  let  us  dance  away  reffeftion  for  the  pre-^ 

fefit.—- -i^I  won't  be  difappointcd : ^You  (hall 

facrifice  to  the  graces  with  nr^. 

6  A  R  E- 
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C  A  U  E  L  ki  S  S.      . 

With  all  my  heart : — I  have  no  ill  will  to  any 

one. Wifely,  I  deferve  it,  for  putting  my- 

felf  in  your  power.— —^Blunt,  fpare  my  confu-p 

(ion. 1  have  been  a  very  filly  fellow : — But 

(ince  things  are  come  to  this  iffue,  I  have  the 
confolation  to  feel,  that  whatever  may  have  been 
my  indifcretions,  I  am  greatly  above  a  felfifh  and 
ungenerous  character :  I  fcorn  a  bafe  adion  as 
fnuch  as  any  man  in  England. 

V 

'    The  carelefs  indifcreec  (this  day  has  (hewn) 
1$  no  One^s  Enemy  except  His  Own. 


FINIS. 
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